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“Gogol, N�kola� Vass�l�ev�tch. Born �n
the government of Pultowa, March 31
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(N.S.), 1852. A Russ�an novel�st and
dramat�st. He was educated �n a publ�c
gymnas�um at Pultowa, and
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l�terature. In 1836 Gogol left Russ�a. He
l�ved most of the t�me �n Rome. In 1837
he wrote ‘Dead Souls.’ In 1840 he went
to Russ�a for a short per�od �n order to
super�ntend the publ�cat�on of the f�rst
volume of ‘Dead Souls,’ and then
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PREFACE

A� a novel-wr�ter and a dramat�st, Gogol appears to me to deserve a
m�nute study, and �f the knowledge of Russ�an were more w�dely
spread, he could not fa�l to obta�n �n Europe a reputat�on equal to
that of the best Engl�sh humor�sts.

A del�cate and close observer, qu�ck to detect the absurd, bold �n
expos�ng, but �ncl�ned to push h�s fun too far, Gogol �s �n the f�rst
place a very l�vely sat�r�st. He �s merc�less towards fools and rascals,
but he has only one weapon at h�s d�sposal—�rony. Th�s �s a weapon
wh�ch �s too severe to use aga�nst the merely absurd, and on the
other hand �t �s not sharp enough for the pun�shment of cr�me; and �t
�s aga�nst cr�me that Gogol too often uses �t. H�s com�c ve�n �s always
too near the farc�cal, and h�s m�rth �s hardly contag�ous. If somet�mes
he makes h�s reader laugh, he st�ll leaves �n h�s m�nd a feel�ng of
b�tterness and �nd�gnat�on; h�s sat�res do not avenge soc�ety, they
only make �t angry.

As a pa�nter of manners, Gogol excels �n fam�l�ar scenes. He �s
ak�n to Ten�ers and Callot. We feel as though we had seen and l�ved
w�th h�s characters, for he shows us the�r eccentr�c�t�es, the�r nervous
hab�ts, the�r sl�ghtest gestures. One l�sps, another m�spronounces h�s
words, and a th�rd h�sses because he has lost a front tooth.
Unfortunately Gogol �s so absorbed �n th�s m�nute study of deta�ls
that he too often forgets to subord�nate them to the ma�n act�on of
the story. To tell the truth, there �s no ordered plan �n h�s works, and
—a strange tra�t �n an author who sets up as a real�st—he takes no
care to preserve an atmosphere of probab�l�ty. H�s most carefully
pa�nted scenes are clums�ly connected—they beg�n and end



abruptly; often the author's great carelessness �n construct�on
destroys, as though wantonly, the �llus�on produced by the truth of
h�s descr�pt�ons and the naturalness of h�s conversat�ons.

The �mmortal master of th�s school of desultory but �ngen�ous and
attract�ve story-tellers, among whom Gogol �s ent�tled to a h�gh
place, �s Rabela�s, who cannot be too much adm�red and stud�ed,
but to �m�tate whom nowadays would, I th�nk, be dangerous and
d�ff�cult. In sp�te of the �ndef�nable grace of h�s obsolete language,
one can hardly read twenty pages of Rabela�s �n success�on. One
soon wear�es of th�s eloquence, so or�g�nal and so eloquent, but the
dr�ft of wh�ch escapes every reader except some Œd�puses l�ke Le
Duchat or Élo� Johanneau. Just as the observat�on of an�malculæ
under the m�croscope fat�gues the eye, so does the perusal of these
br�ll�ant pages t�re the m�nd. Poss�bly not a word of them �s
superfluous, but poss�bly also they m�ght be ent�rely el�m�nated from
the work of wh�ch they form part, w�thout sens�bly detract�ng from �ts
mer�t. The art of choos�ng among the �nnumerable deta�ls wh�ch
nature offers us �s, after all, much more d�ff�cult than that of
observ�ng them w�th attent�on and record�ng them w�th exact�tude.

The Russ�an language, wh�ch �s, as far as I can judge, the r�chest
of all the European fam�ly, seems adm�rably adapted to express the
most del�cate shades of thought. Possessed of a marvellous
conc�seness and clearness, �t can w�th a s�ngle word call up several
�deas, to express wh�ch �n another tongue whole phrases would be
necessary. French, ass�sted by Greek and Lat�n, call�ng to �ts a�d all
�ts northern and southern d�alects—the language of Rabela�s, �n fact,
�s the only one wh�ch can convey any �dea of th�s suppleness and
th�s energy. One can �mag�ne that such an adm�rable �nstrument may
exerc�se a cons�derable �nfluence on the m�nd of a wr�ter who �s
capable of handl�ng �t. He naturally takes del�ght �n the
p�cturesqueness of �ts express�ons, just as a draughtsman w�th sk�ll
and a good penc�l w�ll trace del�cate contours. An excellent g�ft, no
doubt, but there are few th�ngs wh�ch have not the�r d�sadvantages.
Elaborate execut�on �s a cons�derable mer�t �f �t �s reserved for the
ch�ef parts of a work; but �f �t �s un�formly lav�shed on all the
accessory parts also, the whole produces, I fear, a monotonous
effect.



I have sa�d that sat�re �s, �n my op�n�on, the spec�al character�st�c
of Gogol's talent: he does not see men or th�ngs �n a br�ght l�ght.
That does not mean that he �s an unfa�thful observer, but h�s
descr�pt�ons betray a certa�n preference for the ugly and the sad
elements �n l�fe. Doubtless these two d�sagreeable elements are only
too eas�ly found, and �t �s prec�sely for that reason that they should
not be �nvest�gated w�th �nsat�able cur�os�ty. We would form a terr�ble
�dea of Russ�a—of “Holy Russ�a,” as her ch�ldren call her—�f we only
judged her by the p�ctures wh�ch Gogol draws. H�s characters are
almost ent�rely conf�ned to �d�ots, or scoundrels who deserve to be
hung. It �s a well-known defect of sat�r�sts to see everywhere the
game wh�ch they are hunt�ng, and they should not be taken too
l�terally. Ar�stophanes va�nly employed h�s br�ll�ant gen�us �n
blacken�ng h�s contemporar�es; he cannot prevent us lov�ng the
Athens of Per�cles.

Gogol generally goes to the country d�str�cts for h�s characters,
�m�tat�ng �n th�s respect Balzac, whose wr�t�ngs have undoubtedly
�nfluenced h�m. The modern fac�l�ty of commun�cat�on �n Europe has
brought about, among the h�gher classes of all countr�es and the
�nhab�tants of the great c�t�es, a convent�onal un�form�ty of manners
and customs, e.g. the dress-coat and round hat. It �s among the
m�ddle classes remote from great towns that we must look to-day for
nat�onal character�st�cs and for or�g�nal characters. In the country,
people st�ll ma�nta�n pr�m�t�ve hab�ts and prejud�ces—th�ngs wh�ch
become rarer from day to day. The Russ�an country gentlemen, who
only journey to St Petersburg once �n a l�fet�me, and who, l�v�ng on
the�r estates all the year round, eat much, read l�ttle and hardly th�nk
at all—these are the types to wh�ch Gogol �s part�al, or rather wh�ch
he pursues w�th h�s jests and sarcasms. Some cr�t�cs, I am told,
reproach h�m for d�splay�ng a k�nd of prov�nc�al patr�ot�sm. As a L�ttle
Russ�an, he �s sa�d to have a pred�lect�on for L�ttle Russ�a over the
rest of the Emp�re. For my own part, I f�nd h�m �mpart�al enough or
even too general �n h�s cr�t�c�sms, and on the other hand too severe
on anyone whom he places under the m�croscope of h�s observat�on.
Pushk�n was accused, qu�te wrongly �n my op�n�on, of scept�c�sm,
�mmoral�ty, and of belong�ng to the Satan�c school; however he



d�scovered �n an old country manor h�s adm�rable Tat�ana. One
regrets that Gogol has not been equally fortunate.

I do not know the dates of Gogol's d�fferent works, but I should be
�ncl�ned to bel�eve that h�s short stor�es were the f�rst �n order of
publ�cat�on. They seem to me to w�tness to a certa�n vagueness �n
the author's m�nd, as though he were mak�ng exper�ments �n order to
ascerta�n to what style of work h�s gen�us was best adapted. He has
produced an h�stor�cal romance �nsp�red by the perusal of S�r Walter
Scott, fantast�c legends, psycholog�cal stud�es, marked by a m�xture
of sent�mental�ty and grotesqueness. If my conjecture �s correct, he
has been obl�ged to ask h�mself for some t�me whether he should
take as h�s model Sterne, Walter Scott, Cham�sso, or Hoffmann.
Later on he has done better �n follow�ng the path wh�ch he has
h�mself traced out. “Taras Bulba,” h�s h�stor�cal romance, �s an
an�mated and, as far as I know, correct p�cture of the Zaporogues,
that s�ngular people whom Volta�re br�efly ment�ons �n h�s “L�fe of
Charles XII.” In the s�xteenth and seventeenth centur�es the
Zaporogues played a great part �n the annals of Russ�a and of
Poland; they then formed a republ�c of sold�ers, or rather of
f�l�busters, establ�shed on the �slands of the Don, nom�nal subjects
somet�mes of the K�ngs of Poland, somet�mes of the Grand Dukes of
Moscow, somet�mes even of the Ottoman Porte. At bottom they were
extremely �ndependent band�ts, and ravaged the�r ne�ghbours'
terr�tory w�th great �mpart�al�ty. They d�d not allow women to l�ve �n
the�r towns, wh�ch were a k�nd of nomad encampments; �t was there
that the Cossack asp�rants to m�l�tary glory went to be tra�ned as
�rregular troops. The most absolute equal�ty preva�led among the
Zaporogues wh�le at peace �n the marshes of the Don. Then the
ch�efs, or atamans, when speak�ng to the�r subord�nates always took
the�r caps off. But dur�ng an exped�t�on, on the contrary, the�r power
was unl�m�ted, and d�sobed�ence to the capta�n of the company
(Ataman Kotchevoï) was cons�dered the greatest of cr�mes.

Our f�l�busters of the seventeenth century have many tra�ts of
resemblance to the Zaporogues, and the h�stor�es of both preserve
the remembrance of prod�g�es of audac�ty and of horr�ble cruelt�es.
Taras Bulba �s one of those heroes w�th whom, as the student of
Sch�ller sa�d, one can only have relat�ons when hold�ng a well-loaded



gun �n one's hand. I am one of those who have a strong l�k�ng for
band�ts; not because I l�ke to meet them on my road, but because, �n
sp�te of myself, the energy these men d�splay �n struggl�ng aga�nst
the whole of soc�ety, extorts from me an adm�rat�on of wh�ch I am
ashamed. Formerly I read w�th del�ght the l�ves of Morgan, of
Donna�s, and of Mombars the destroyer, and I would not be bored �f I
read them aga�n. However, there are band�ts and band�ts. The�r glory
�s greatly enhanced �f they are of a recent date. Actual band�ts
always cast �nto the shade those of the melodrama, and the one who
has been more recently hung �nfall�bly effaces the fame of h�s
predecessors. Nowadays ne�ther Mombars nor Taras Bulba can
exc�te so much �nterest as Musson�, who last month susta�ned a
regular s�ege �n a wolf's den aga�nst f�ve hundred men, who had to
attack h�m by sapp�ng and m�n�ng.

Gogol has made br�ll�antly coloured p�ctures of h�s Zaporogues,
wh�ch please by the�r very grotesqueness; but somet�mes �t �s too
ev�dent that he has not drawn them from nature. Moreover, these
character-p�ctures are framed �n such a tr�v�al and romant�c sett�ng
that one regrets to see them so �ll-placed. The most prosa�c story
would have su�ted them better than these melodramat�c scenes �n
wh�ch are accumulated trag�c �nc�dents of fam�ne, torture, etc. In
short, one feels that the author �s not at ease on the ground wh�ch he
has chosen; h�s ga�t �s awkward, and the �nvar�able �rony of h�s style
makes the perusal of these melancholy �nc�dents more pa�nful. Th�s
style wh�ch, �n my op�n�on, �s qu�te out of place �n some parts of
“Taras Bulba,” �s much more appropr�ate �n the “V�y,” or “K�ng of the
Gnomes,” a tale of w�tchcraft, wh�ch amuses and alarms at the same
t�me. The grotesque eas�ly blends w�th the marvellous. Recogn�s�ng
to the full the poet�c s�de of h�s subject, the author, wh�le descr�b�ng
the savage and strange customs of the old-t�me Cossacks w�th h�s
usual prec�s�on and exact�tude, has eas�ly prepared the way for the
�ntroduct�on of an element of uncann�ness.

The rece�pt for a good, fantast�c tale �s well known: beg�n w�th
well-def�ned portra�ts of eccentr�c characters, but such as to be
w�th�n the bounds of poss�b�l�ty, descr�bed w�th m�nute real�sm. From
the grotesque to the marvellous the trans�t�on �s �mpercept�ble, and
the reader w�ll f�nd h�mself �n the world of fantasy before he



perce�ves that he has left the real world far beh�nd h�m. I purposely
avo�d any attempt to analyse “The K�ng of the Gnomes”; the proper
t�me and place to read �t �s �n the country, by the f�res�de on a stormy
autumn n�ght. After the dénouement, �t w�ll requ�re a certa�n amount
of resolut�on to traverse long corr�dors to reach one's room, wh�le the
w�nd and the ra�n shake the casements. Now that the fantast�c style
of the Germans �s a l�ttle threadbare, that of the Cossacks w�ll have
novel charms, and �n the f�rst place the mer�t of resembl�ng noth�ng
else—no sl�ght pra�se, I th�nk.

The “Memo�rs of a Madman” �s s�multaneously a soc�al sat�re, a
sent�mental story, and a med�co-legal study of the phenomena
presented by a bra�n wh�ch �s becom�ng deranged. The study, I
bel�eve, �s carefully made and the process carefully dep�cted, but I
do not l�ke th�s class of wr�t�ng; madness �s one of those m�sfortunes
wh�ch arouse p�ty but wh�ch d�sgust at the same t�me. Doubtless, by
�ntroduc�ng a madman �n h�s story an author �s sure of produc�ng an
effect. It causes to v�brate a cord wh�ch �s always suscept�ble; but �t
�s a cheap method, and Gogol's g�fts are such as to be able to
d�spense w�th hav�ng resort to such. The portrayal of lunat�cs and
dogs—both of whom can produce an �rres�st�ble effect—should be
left to tyros. It �s easy to extract tears from a reader by break�ng a
poodle's paw. Homer's only excuse, �n my op�n�on, for mak�ng us
weep at the mutual recogn�t�on of the dog Argus and Ulysses, �s
because he was, I th�nk, the f�rst to d�scover the resources wh�ch the
can�ne race offers to an author at a loss for exped�ents.

I hasten to go on to a small masterp�ece, “An Old-t�me
Household.” In a few pages Gogol sketches for us the l�fe of two
honest old folk l�v�ng �n the country. There �s not a gra�n of mal�ce �n
the�r compos�t�on; they are cheated and adored by the�r servants,
and naïve ego�sts as they are, bel�eve everyone �s as happy as
themselves. The w�fe d�es. The husband, who only seemed born for
merry-mak�ng, falls �ll and d�es some months after h�s w�fe. We
d�scover that there was a heart �n th�s mass of flesh. We laugh and
weep �n turns wh�le read�ng th�s charm�ng story, �n wh�ch the art of
the narrator �s d�sgu�sed by s�mpl�c�ty. All �s true and natural; every
deta�l �s attract�ve and adds to the general effect.



Translator's Note.—The rest of Mer�mée's essay �s occup�ed w�th
analyses of Gogol's “Dead Souls” and “The Rev�sor,” and therefore
�s not g�ven here.



THE MANTLE

I� a certa�n Russ�an m�n�ster�al department——
But �t �s perhaps better that I do not ment�on wh�ch department �t

was. There are �n the whole of Russ�a no persons more sens�t�ve
than Government off�c�als. Each of them bel�eves �f he �s annoyed �n
any way, that the whole off�c�al class �s �nsulted �n h�s person.

Recently an Isprawn�k (country mag�strate)—I do not know of
wh�ch town—�s sa�d to have drawn up a report w�th the object of
show�ng that, �gnor�ng Government orders, people were speak�ng of
Isprawn�ks �n terms of contempt. In order to prove h�s assert�ons, he
forwarded w�th h�s report a bulky work of f�ct�on, �n wh�ch on about
every tenth page an Isprawn�k appeared generally �n a drunken
cond�t�on.

In order therefore to avo�d any unpleasantness, I w�ll not
def�n�tely �nd�cate the department �n wh�ch the scene of my story �s
la�d, and w�ll rather say “�n a certa�n chancellery.”

Well, �n a certa�n chancellery there was a certa�n man who, as I
cannot deny, was not of an attract�ve appearance. He was short, had
a face marked w�th smallpox, was rather bald �n front, and h�s
forehead and cheeks were deeply l�ned w�th furrows—to say noth�ng
of other phys�cal �mperfect�ons. Such was the outer aspect of our
hero, as produced by the St Petersburg cl�mate.

As regards h�s off�c�al rank—for w�th us Russ�ans the off�c�al rank
must always be g�ven—he was what �s usually known as a
permanent t�tular counc�llor, one of those unfortunate be�ngs who, as
�s well known, are made a butt of by var�ous authors who have the
bad hab�t of attack�ng people who cannot defend themselves.



Our hero's fam�ly name was Bashmatchk�n; h�s bapt�smal name
Akak� Akak�ev�tch. Perhaps the reader may th�nk th�s name
somewhat strange and far-fetched, but he can be assured that �t �s
not so, and that c�rcumstances so arranged �t that �t was qu�te
�mposs�ble to g�ve h�m any other name.

Th�s happened �n the follow�ng way. Akak� Akak�ev�tch was born,
�f I am not m�staken, on the n�ght of the 23rd of March. H�s deceased
mother, the w�fe of an off�c�al and a very good woman, �mmed�ately
made proper arrangements for h�s bapt�sm. When the t�me came,
she was ly�ng on the bed before the door. At her r�ght hand stood the
godfather, Ivan Ivanov�tch Jeroshk�n, a very �mportant person, who
was reg�strar of the senate; at her left, the godmother Anna
Semenovna Byelobrushkova, the w�fe of a pol�ce �nspector, a woman
of rare v�rtues.

Three names were suggested to the mother from wh�ch to
choose one for the ch�ld—Mokuja, Sossuja, or Khozdazat.

“No,” she sa�d, “I don't l�ke such names.”
In order to meet her w�shes, the church calendar was opened �n

another place, and the names Tr�ph�l�y, Dula, and Varakhas�y were
found.

“Th�s �s a pun�shment from heaven,” sa�d the mother. “What sort
of names are these! I never heard the l�ke! If �t had been Varadat or
Varukh, but Tr�ph�l�y and Varakhas�y!”

They looked aga�n �n the calendar and found Pavs�kakh�y and
Vakht�s�y.

“Now I see,” sa�d the mother, “th�s �s pla�nly fate. If there �s no
help for �t, then he had better take h�s father's name, wh�ch was
Akak�.”

So the ch�ld was called Akak� Akak�ev�tch. It was bapt�sed,
although �t wept and cr�ed and made all k�nds of gr�maces, as though
�t had a present�ment that �t would one day be a t�tular counc�llor.

We have related all th�s so consc�ent�ously that the reader h�mself
m�ght be conv�nced that �t was �mposs�ble for the l�ttle Akak� to
rece�ve any other name. When and how he entered the chancellery
and who appo�nted h�m, no one could remember. However many of
h�s super�ors m�ght come and go, he was always seen �n the same
spot, �n the same att�tude, busy w�th the same work, and bear�ng the



same t�tle; so that people began to bel�eve he had come �nto the
world just as he was, w�th h�s bald forehead and off�c�al un�form.

In the chancellery where he worked, no k�nd of not�ce was taken
of h�m. Even the off�ce attendants d�d not r�se from the�r seats when
he entered, nor look at h�m; they took no more not�ce than �f a fly had
flown through the room. H�s super�ors treated h�m �n a coldly
despot�c manner. The ass�stant of the head of the department, when
he pushed a p�le of papers under h�s nose, d�d not even say “Please
copy those,” or “There �s someth�ng �nterest�ng for you,” or make any
other pol�te remark such as well-educated off�c�als are �n the hab�t of
do�ng. But Akak� took the documents, w�thout worry�ng h�mself
whether they had the r�ght to hand them over to h�m or not, and
stra�ghtway set to work to copy them.

H�s young colleagues made h�m the butt of the�r r�d�cule and the�r
elegant w�t, so far as off�c�als can be sa�d to possess any w�t. They
d�d not scruple to relate �n h�s presence var�ous tales of the�r own
�nvent�on regard�ng h�s manner of l�fe and h�s landlady, who was
seventy years old. They declared that she beat h�m, and �nqu�red of
h�m when he would lead her to the marr�age altar. Somet�mes they
let a shower of scraps of paper fall on h�s head, and told h�m they
were snowflakes.

But Akak� Akak�ev�tch made no answer to all these attacks; he
seemed obl�v�ous of the�r presence. H�s work was not affected �n the
sl�ghtest degree; dur�ng all these �nterrupt�ons he d�d not make a
s�ngle error �n copy�ng. Only when the horse-play grew �ntolerable,
when he was held by the arm and prevented wr�t�ng, he would say
“Do leave me alone! Why do you always want to d�sturb me at
work?” There was someth�ng pecul�arly pathet�c �n these words and
the way �n wh�ch he uttered them.

One day �t happened that when a young clerk, who had been
recently appo�nted to the chancellery, prompted by the example of
the others, was play�ng h�m some tr�ck, he suddenly seemed
arrested by someth�ng �n the tone of Akak�'s vo�ce, and from that
moment regarded the old off�c�al w�th qu�te d�fferent eyes. He felt as
though some supernatural power drew h�m away from the
colleagues whose acqua�ntance he had made here, and whom he
had h�therto regarded as well-educated, respectable men, and



al�enated h�m from them. Long afterwards, when surrounded by gay
compan�ons, he would see the f�gure of the poor l�ttle counc�llor and
hear the words “Do leave me alone! Why w�ll you always d�sturb me
at work?” Along w�th these words, he also heard others: “Am I not
your brother?” On such occas�ons the young man would h�de h�s
face �n h�s hands, and th�nk how l�ttle humane feel�ng after all was to
be found �n men's hearts; how much coarseness and cruelty was to
be found even �n the educated and those who were everywhere
regarded as good and honourable men.

Never was there an off�c�al who d�d h�s work so zealously as
Akak� Akak�ev�tch. “Zealously,” do I say? He worked w�th a
pass�onate love of h�s task. Wh�le he cop�ed off�c�al documents, a
world of var�ed beauty rose before h�s eyes. H�s del�ght �n copy�ng
was leg�ble �n h�s face. To form certa�n letters afforded h�m spec�al
sat�sfact�on, and when he came to them he was qu�te another man;
he began to sm�le, h�s eyes sparkled, and he pursed up h�s l�ps, so
that those who knew h�m could see by h�s face wh�ch letters he was
work�ng at.

Had he been rewarded accord�ng to h�s zeal, he would perhaps—
to h�s own aston�shment—have been ra�sed to the rank of c�v�c
counc�llor. However, he was not dest�ned, as h�s colleagues
expressed �t, to wear a cross at h�s buttonhole, but only to get
hæmorrho�ds by lead�ng a too sedentary l�fe.

For the rest, I must ment�on that on one occas�on he attracted a
certa�n amount of attent�on. A d�rector, who was a k�ndly man and
w�shed to reward h�m for h�s long serv�ce, ordered that he should be
entrusted w�th a task more �mportant than the documents wh�ch he
usually had to copy. Th�s cons�sted �n prepar�ng a report for a court,
alter�ng the head�ngs of var�ous documents, and here and there
chang�ng the f�rst personal pronoun �nto the th�rd.

Akak� undertook the work; but �t confused and exhausted h�m to
such a degree that the sweat ran from h�s forehead and he at last
excla�med: “No! Please g�ve me aga�n someth�ng to copy.” From that
t�me he was allowed to cont�nue copy�ng to h�s l�fe's end.

Outs�de th�s copy�ng noth�ng appeared to ex�st for h�m. He d�d not
even th�nk of h�s clothes. H�s un�form, wh�ch was or�g�nally green,
had acqu�red a redd�sh t�nt. The collar was so narrow and so t�ght



that h�s neck, although of average length, stretched far out of �t, and
appeared extraord�nar�ly long, just l�ke those of the cats w�th
movable heads, wh�ch are carr�ed about on trays and sold to the
peasants �n Russ�an v�llages.

Someth�ng was always st�ck�ng to h�s clothes—a p�ece of thread,
a fragment of straw wh�ch had been fly�ng about, etc. Moreover he
seemed to have a spec�al pred�lect�on for pass�ng under w�ndows
just when someth�ng not very clean was be�ng thrown out of them,
and therefore he constantly carr�ed about on h�s hat p�eces of
orange-peel and such refuse. He never took any not�ce of what was
go�ng on �n the streets, �n contrast to h�s colleagues who were
always watch�ng people closely and whom noth�ng del�ghted more
than to see someone walk�ng along on the oppos�te pavement w�th a
rent �n h�s trousers.

But Akak� Akak�ev�tch saw noth�ng but the clean, regular l�nes of
h�s cop�es before h�m; and only when he coll�ded suddenly w�th a
horse's nose, wh�ch blew �ts breath no�s�ly �n h�s face, d�d the good
man observe that he was not s�tt�ng at h�s wr�t�ng-table among h�s
neat dupl�cates, but walk�ng �n the m�ddle of the street.

When he arr�ved home, he sat down at once to supper, ate h�s
cabbage-soup hurr�edly, and then, w�thout tak�ng any not�ce how �t
tasted, a sl�ce of beef w�th garl�c, together w�th the fl�es and any
other tr�fles wh�ch happened to be ly�ng on �t. As soon as h�s hunger
was sat�sf�ed, he set h�mself to wr�te, and began to copy the
documents wh�ch he had brought home w�th h�m. If he happened to
have no off�c�al documents to copy, he cop�ed for h�s own
sat�sfact�on pol�t�cal letters, not for the�r more or less grand style but
because they were d�rected to some h�gh personage.

When the grey St Petersburg sky �s darkened by the ve�l of n�ght,
and the whole of off�c�aldom has f�n�shed �ts d�nner accord�ng to �ts
gastronom�cal �ncl�nat�ons or the depth of �ts purse—when all recover
themselves from the perpetual scratch�ng of bureaucrat�c pens, and
all the cares and bus�ness w�th wh�ch men so often needlessly
burden themselves, they devote the even�ng to recreat�on. One goes
to the theatre; another roams about the streets, �nspect�ng to�lettes;
another wh�spers flatter�ng words to some young g�rl who has r�sen
l�ke a star �n h�s modest off�c�al c�rcle. Here and there one v�s�ts a



colleague �n h�s th�rd or fourth story flat, cons�st�ng of two rooms w�th
an entrance-hall and k�tchen, f�tted w�th some pretent�ous art�cles of
furn�ture purchased by many abst�nences.

In short, at th�s t�me every off�c�al betakes h�mself to some form of
recreat�on—play�ng wh�st, dr�nk�ng tea, and eat�ng cheap pastry or
smok�ng tobacco �n long p�pes. Some relate scandals about great
people, for �n whatever s�tuat�on of l�fe the Russ�an may be, he
always l�kes to hear about the ar�stocracy; others recount well-worn
but popular anecdotes, as for example that of the commandant to
whom �t was reported that a rogue had cut off the horse's ta�l on the
monument of Peter the Great.

But even at th�s t�me of rest and recreat�on, Akak� Akak�ev�tch
rema�ned fa�thful to h�s hab�ts. No one could say that he had ever
seen h�m �n any even�ng soc�al c�rcle. After he had wr�tten as much
as he wanted, he went to bed, and thought of the joys of the com�ng
day, and the f�ne cop�es wh�ch God would g�ve h�m to do.

So flowed on the peaceful ex�stence of a man who was qu�te
content w�th h�s post and h�s �ncome of four hundred roubles a year.
He m�ght perhaps have reached an extreme old age �f one of those
unfortunate events had not befallen h�m, wh�ch not only happen to
t�tular but to actual pr�vy, court, and other counc�llors, and also to
persons who never g�ve adv�ce nor rece�ve �t.

In St Petersburg all those who draw a salary of four hundred
roubles or thereabouts have a terr�ble enemy �n our northern cold,
although some assert that �t �s very good for the health. About n�ne
o'clock �n the morn�ng, when the clerks of the var�ous departments
betake themselves to the�r off�ces, the cold n�ps the�r noses so
v�gorously that most of them are qu�te bew�ldered. If at th�s t�me even
h�gh off�c�als so suffer from the sever�ty of the cold �n the�r own
persons that the tears come �nto the�r eyes, what must be the
suffer�ngs of the t�tular counc�llors, whose means do not allow of the�r
protect�ng themselves aga�nst the r�gour of w�nter? When they have
put on the�r l�ght cloaks, they must hurry through f�ve or s�x streets as
rap�dly as poss�ble, and then �n the porter's lodge warm themselves
and wa�t t�ll the�r frozen off�c�al facult�es have thawed.

For some t�me Akak� had been feel�ng on h�s back and shoulders
very sharp tw�nges of pa�n, although he ran as fast as poss�ble from



h�s dwell�ng to the off�ce. After well cons�der�ng the matter, he came
to the conclus�on that these were due to the �mperfect�ons of h�s
cloak. In h�s room he exam�ned �t carefully, and d�scovered that �n
two or three places �t had become so th�n as to be qu�te transparent,
and that the l�n�ng was much torn.

Th�s cloak had been for a long t�me the stand�ng object of jests
on the part of Akak�'s merc�less colleagues. They had even robbed �t
of the noble name of “cloak,” and called �t a cowl. It certa�nly
presented a remarkable appearance. Every year the collar had
grown smaller, for every year the poor t�tular counc�llor had taken a
p�ece of �t away �n order to repa�r some other part of the cloak; and
these repa�rs d�d not look as �f they had been done by the sk�lled
hand of a ta�lor. They had been executed �n a very clumsy way and
looked remarkably ugly.

After Akak� Akak�ev�tch had ended h�s melancholy exam�nat�on,
he sa�d to h�mself that he must certa�nly take h�s cloak to Petrov�tch
the ta�lor, who l�ved h�gh up �n a dark den on the fourth floor.

W�th h�s squ�nt�ng eyes and pock-marked face, Petrov�tch
certa�nly d�d not look as �f he had the honour to make frock-coats
and trousers for h�gh off�c�als—that �s to say, when he was sober,
and not absorbed �n more pleasant d�vers�ons.

I m�ght d�spense here w�th dwell�ng on th�s ta�lor; but s�nce �t �s
the custom to portray the phys�ognomy of every separate personage
�n a tale, I must g�ve a better or worse descr�pt�on of Petrov�tch.
Formerly when he was a s�mple serf �n h�s master's house, he was
merely called Gregor. When he became free, he thought he ought to
adorn h�mself w�th a new name, and dubbed h�mself Petrov�tch; at
the same t�me he began to dr�nk lust�ly, not only on the h�gh fest�vals
but on all those wh�ch are marked w�th a cross �n the calendar. By
thus solemnly celebrat�ng the days consecrated by the Church, he
cons�dered that he was rema�n�ng fa�thful to the trad�t�ons of h�s
ch�ldhood; and when he quarrelled w�th h�s w�fe, he shouted that she
was an earthly m�nded creature and a German. Of th�s lady we have
noth�ng more to relate than that she was the w�fe of Petrov�tch, and
that she d�d not wear a kerch�ef but a cap on her head. For the rest,
she was not pretty; only the sold�ers looked at her as they passed,
then they tw�rled the�r moustaches and walked on, laugh�ng.



Akak� Akak�ev�tch accord�ngly betook h�mself to the ta�lor's att�c.
He reached �t by a dark, d�rty, damp sta�rcase, from wh�ch, as �n all
the �nhab�ted houses of the poorer class �n St Petersburg, exhaled
an effluv�a of sp�r�ts vexat�ous to nose and eyes al�ke. As the t�tular
counc�llor cl�mbed these sl�ppery sta�rs, he calculated what sum
Petrov�tch could reasonably ask for repa�r�ng h�s cloak, and
determ�ned only to g�ve h�m a rouble.

The door of the ta�lor's flat stood open �n order to prov�de an
outlet for the clouds of smoke wh�ch rolled from the k�tchen, where
Petrov�tch's w�fe was just then cook�ng f�sh. Akak�, h�s eyes smart�ng,
passed through the k�tchen w�thout her see�ng h�m, and entered the
room where the ta�lor sat on a large, roughly made, wooden table,
h�s legs crossed l�ke those of a Turk�sh pasha, and, as �s the custom
of ta�lors, w�th bare feet. What f�rst arrested attent�on, when one
approached h�m, was h�s thumb na�l, wh�ch was a l�ttle m�sshapen
but as hard and strong as the shell of a torto�se. Round h�s neck
were hung several ske�ns of thread, and on h�s knees lay a tattered
coat. For some m�nutes he had been try�ng �n va�n to thread h�s
needle. He was f�rst of all angry w�th the gather�ng darkness, then
w�th the thread.

“Why the deuce won't you go �n, you worthless scoundrel!” he
excla�med.

Akak� saw at once that he had come at an �nopportune moment.
He w�shed he had found Petrov�tch at a more favourable t�me, when
he was enjoy�ng h�mself—when, as h�s w�fe expressed �t, he was
hav�ng a substant�al rat�on of brandy. At such t�mes the ta�lor was
extraord�nar�ly ready to meet h�s customer's proposals w�th bows
and grat�tude to boot. Somet�mes �ndeed h�s w�fe �nterfered �n the
transact�on, and declared that he was drunk and prom�sed to do the
work at much too low a pr�ce; but �f the customer pa�d a tr�fle more,
the matter was settled.

Unfortunately for the t�tular counc�llor, Petrov�tch had just now not
yet touched the brandy flask. At such moments he was hard,
obst�nate, and ready to demand an exorb�tant pr�ce.

Akak� foresaw th�s danger, and would gladly have turned back
aga�n, but �t was already too late. The ta�lor's s�ngle eye—for he was



one-eyed—had already not�ced h�m, and Akak� Akak�ev�tch
murmured �nvoluntar�ly “Good day, Petrov�tch.”

“Welcome, s�r,” answered the ta�lor, and fastened h�s glance on
the t�tular counc�llor's hand to see what he had �n �t.

“I come just—merely—�n order—I want—”
We must here remark that the modest t�tular counc�llor was �n the

hab�t of express�ng h�s thoughts only by prepos�t�ons, adverbs, or
part�cles, wh�ch never y�elded a d�st�nct mean�ng. If the matter of
wh�ch he spoke was a d�ff�cult one, he could never f�n�sh the
sentence he had begun. So that when transact�ng bus�ness, he
generally entangled h�mself �n the formula “Yes—�t �s �ndeed true
that——” Then he would rema�n stand�ng and forget what he w�shed
to say, or bel�eve that he had sa�d �t.

“What do you want, s�r?” asked Petrov�tch, scrut�n�s�ng h�m from
top to toe w�th a search�ng look, and contemplat�ng h�s collar,
sleeves, coat, buttons—�n short h�s whole un�form, although he knew
them all very well, hav�ng made them h�mself. That �s the way of
ta�lors whenever they meet an acqua�ntance.

Then Akak� answered, stammer�ng as usual, “I want—Petrov�tch
—th�s cloak—you see—�t �s st�ll qu�te good, only a l�ttle dusty—and
therefore �t looks a l�ttle old. It �s, however, st�ll qu�te new, only that �t
�s worn a l�ttle—there �n the back and here �n the shoulder—and
there are three qu�te l�ttle spl�ts. You see �t �s hardly worth talk�ng
about; �t can be thoroughly repa�red �n a few m�nutes.”

Petrov�tch took the unfortunate cloak, spread �t on the table,
contemplated �t �n s�lence, and shook h�s head. Then he stretched
h�s hand towards the w�ndow-s�ll for h�s snuff-box, a round one w�th
the portra�t of a general on the l�d. I do not know whose portra�t �t
was, for �t had been acc�dentally �njured, and the �ngen�ous ta�lor had
gummed a p�ece of paper over �t.

After Petrov�tch had taken a p�nch of snuff, he exam�ned the
cloak aga�n, held �t to the l�ght, and once more shook h�s head. Then
he exam�ned the l�n�ng, took a second p�nch of snuff, and at last
excla�med, “No! that �s a wretched rag! It �s beyond repa�r!”

At these words Akak�'s courage fell.
“What!” he cr�ed �n the querulous tone of a ch�ld. “Can th�s hole

really not be repa�red? Look! Petrov�tch; there are only two rents,



and you have enough p�eces of cloth to mend them w�th.”
“Yes, I have enough p�eces of cloth; but how should I sew them

on? The stuff �s qu�te worn out; �t won't bear another st�tch.”
“Well, can't you strengthen �t w�th another p�ece of cloth?”
“No, �t won't bear anyth�ng more; cloth after all �s only cloth, and

�n �ts present cond�t�on a gust of w�nd m�ght blow the wretched
mantle �nto tatters.”

“But �f you could only make �t last a l�ttle longer, do you see—
really——”

“No!” answered Petrov�tch dec�dedly. “There �s noth�ng more to
be done w�th �t; �t �s completely worn out. It would be better �f you
made yourself foot bandages out of �t for the w�nter; they are warmer
than stock�ngs. It was the Germans who �nvented stock�ngs for the�r
own prof�t.” Petrov�tch never lost an opportun�ty of hav�ng a h�t at the
Germans. “You must certa�nly buy a new cloak,” he added.

“A new cloak?” excla�med Akak� Akak�ev�tch, and �t grew dark
before h�s eyes. The ta�lor's work-room seemed to go round w�th
h�m, and the only object he could clearly d�st�ngu�sh was the paper-
patched general's portra�t on the ta�lor's snuff-box. “A new cloak!” he
murmured, as though half asleep. “But I have no money.”

“Yes, a new cloak,” repeated Petrov�tch w�th cruel calmness.
“Well, even �f I d�d dec�de on �t—how much——”
“You mean how much would �t cost?”
“Yes.”
“About a hundred and f�fty roubles,” answered the ta�lor, purs�ng

h�s l�ps. Th�s d�abol�cal ta�lor took a spec�al pleasure �n embarrass�ng
h�s customers and watch�ng the express�on of the�r faces w�th h�s
squ�nt�ng s�ngle eye.

“A hundred and f�fty roubles for a cloak!” excla�med Akak�
Akak�ev�tch �n a tone wh�ch sounded l�ke an outcry—poss�bly the f�rst
he had uttered s�nce h�s b�rth.

“Yes,” repl�ed Petrov�tch. “And then the marten-fur collar and s�lk
l�n�ng for the hood would make �t up to two hundred roubles.”

“Petrov�tch, I adjure you!” sa�d Akak� Akak�ev�tch �n an �mplor�ng
tone, no longer hear�ng nor w�sh�ng to hear the ta�lor's words, “try to
make th�s cloak last me a l�ttle longer.”

“No, �t would be a useless waste of t�me and work.”



After th�s answer, Akak� departed, feel�ng qu�te crushed; wh�le
Petrov�tch, w�th h�s l�ps f�rmly pursed up, feel�ng pleased w�th h�mself
for h�s f�rmness and brave defence of the art of ta�lor�ng, rema�ned
s�tt�ng on the table.

Meanwh�le Akak� wandered about the streets l�ke a
somnambul�st, at random and w�thout an object. “What a terr�ble
bus�ness!” he sa�d to h�mself. “Really, I could never have bel�eved
that �t would come to that. No,” he cont�nued after a short pause, “I
could not have guessed that �t would come to that. Now I f�nd myself
�n a completely unexpected s�tuat�on—�n a d�ff�culty that——”

As he thus cont�nued h�s monologue, �nstead of approach�ng h�s
dwell�ng, he went, w�thout not�c�ng �t, �n qu�te a wrong d�rect�on. A
ch�mney-sweep brushed aga�nst h�m and blackened h�s back as he
passed by. From a house where bu�ld�ng was go�ng on, a bucket of
plaster of Par�s was empt�ed on h�s head. But he saw and heard
noth�ng. Only when he coll�ded w�th a sentry, who, after he had
planted h�s halberd bes�de h�m, was shak�ng out some snuff from h�s
snuff-box w�th a bony hand, was he startled out of h�s rever�e.

“What do you want?” the rough guard�an of c�v�c order excla�med.
“Can't you walk on the pavement properly?”

Th�s sudden address at last completely roused Akak� from h�s
torp�d cond�t�on. He collected h�s thoughts, cons�dered h�s s�tuat�on
clearly, and began to take counsel w�th h�mself ser�ously and frankly,
as w�th a fr�end to whom one entrusts the most �nt�mate secrets.

“No!” he sa�d at last. “To-day I w�ll get noth�ng from Petrov�tch—
to-day he �s �n a bad humour—perhaps h�s w�fe has beaten h�m—I
w�ll look h�m up aga�n next Sunday. On Saturday even�ngs he gets
�ntox�cated; then the next day he wants a p�ck-me-up—h�s w�fe g�ves
h�m no money—I squeeze a ten-kopeck p�ece �nto h�s hand; then he
w�ll be more reasonable and we can d�scuss the cloak further.”

Encouraged by these reflect�ons, Akak� wa�ted pat�ently t�ll
Sunday. On that day, hav�ng seen Petrov�tch's w�fe leave the house,
he betook h�mself to the ta�lor's and found h�m, as he had expected,
�n a very depressed state as the result of h�s Saturday's d�ss�pat�on.
But hardly had Akak� let a word fall about the mantle than the
d�abol�cal ta�lor awoke from h�s torpor and excla�med, “No, noth�ng
can be done; you must certa�nly buy a new cloak.”



The t�tular counc�llor pressed a ten-kopeck p�ece �nto h�s hand.
“Thanks, my dear fr�end,” sa�d Petrov�tch; “that w�ll get me a p�ck-

me-up, and I w�ll dr�nk your health w�th �t. But as for your old mantle,
what �s the use of talk�ng about �t? It �sn't worth a farth�ng. Let me
only get to work; I w�ll make you a splend�d one, I prom�se!”

But poor Akak� Akak�ev�tch st�ll �mportuned the ta�lor to repa�r h�s
old one.

“No, and aga�n no,” answered Petrov�tch. “It �s qu�te �mposs�ble.
Trust me; I won't take you �n. I w�ll even put s�lver hooks and eyes on
the collar, as �s now the fash�on.”

Th�s t�me Akak� saw that he must follow the ta�lor's adv�ce, and
aga�n all h�s courage sank. He must have a new mantle made. But
how should he pay for �t? He certa�nly expected a Chr�stmas bonus
at the off�ce; but that money had been allotted beforehand. He must
buy a pa�r of trousers, and pay h�s shoemaker for repa�r�ng two pa�rs
of boots, and buy some fresh l�nen. Even �f, by an unexpected stroke
of good luck, the d�rector ra�sed the usual bonus from forty to f�fty
roubles, what was such a small amount �n compar�son w�th the
�mmense sum wh�ch Petrov�tch demanded? A mere drop of water �n
the sea.

At any rate, he m�ght expect that Petrov�tch, �f he were �n a good
humour, would lower the pr�ce of the cloak to e�ghty roubles; but
where were these e�ghty roubles to be found? Perhaps he m�ght
succeed �f he left no stone unturned, �n ra�s�ng half the sum; but he
saw no means of procur�ng the other half. As regards the f�rst half,
he had been �n the hab�t, as often as he rece�ved a rouble, of plac�ng
a kopeck �n a money-box. At the end of each half-year he changed
these copper co�ns for s�lver. He had been do�ng th�s for some t�me,
and h�s sav�ngs just now amounted to forty roubles. Thus he already
had half the requ�red sum. But the other half!

Akak� made long calculat�ons, and at last determ�ned that he
must, at least for a whole year, reduce some of h�s da�ly expenses.
He would have to g�ve up h�s tea �n the even�ng, and copy h�s
documents �n h�s landlady's room, �n order to econom�se the fuel �n
h�s own. He also resolved to avo�d rough pavements as much as
poss�ble, �n order to spare h�s shoes; and f�nally to g�ve out less
wash�ng to the laundress.



At f�rst he found these depr�vat�ons rather try�ng; but gradually he
got accustomed to them, and at last took to go�ng to bed w�thout any
supper at all. Although h�s body suffered from th�s abst�nence, h�s
sp�r�t der�ved all the r�cher nutr�ment from perpetually th�nk�ng about
h�s new cloak. From that t�me �t seemed as though h�s nature had
completed �tself; as though he had marr�ed and possessed a
compan�on on h�s l�fe journey. Th�s compan�on was the thought of h�s
new cloak, properly wadded and l�ned.

From that t�me he became more l�vely, and h�s character grew
stronger, l�ke that of a man who has set a goal before h�mself wh�ch
he w�ll reach at all costs. All that was �ndec�s�ve and vague �n h�s ga�t
and gestures had d�sappeared. A new f�re began to gleam �n h�s
eyes, and �n h�s bold dreams he somet�mes even proposed to
h�mself the quest�on whether he should not have a marten-fur collar
made for h�s coat.

These and s�m�lar thoughts somet�mes caused h�m to be absent-
m�nded. As he was copy�ng h�s documents one day he suddenly
not�ced that he had made a sl�p. “Ugh!” he excla�med, and crossed
h�mself.

At least once a month he went to Petrov�tch to d�scuss the
prec�ous cloak w�th h�m, and to settle many �mportant quest�ons, e.g.
where and at what pr�ce he should buy the cloth, and what colour he
should choose.

Each of these v�s�ts gave r�se to new d�scuss�ons, but he always
returned home �n a happ�er mood, feel�ng that at last the day must
come when all the mater�als would have been bought and the cloak
would be ly�ng ready to put on.

Th�s great event happened sooner than he had hoped. The
d�rector gave h�m a bonus, not of forty or f�fty, but of f�ve-and-s�xty
roubles. Had the worthy off�c�al not�ced that Akak� needed a new
mantle, or was the except�onal amount of the g�ft only due to
chance?

However that m�ght be, Akak� was now r�cher by twenty roubles.
Such an access of wealth necessar�ly hastened h�s �mportant
undertak�ng. After two or three more months of endur�ng hunger, he
had collected h�s e�ghty roubles. H�s heart, generally so qu�et, began
to beat v�olently; he hastened to Petrov�tch, who accompan�ed h�m to



a draper's shop. There, w�thout hes�tat�ng, they bought a very f�ne
p�ece of cloth. For more than half a year they had d�scussed the
matter �ncessantly, and gone round the shops �nqu�r�ng pr�ces.
Petrov�tch exam�ned the cloth, and sa�d they would not f�nd anyth�ng
better. For the l�n�ng they chose a p�ece of such f�rm and th�ckly
woven l�nen that the ta�lor declared �t was better than s�lk; �t also had
a splend�d gloss on �t. They d�d not buy marten fur, for �t was too
dear, but chose the best catsk�n �n the shop, wh�ch was a very good
�m�tat�on of the former.

It took Petrov�tch qu�te fourteen days to make the mantle, for he
put an extra number of st�tches �nto �t. He charged twelve roubles for
h�s work, and sa�d he could not ask less; �t was all sewn w�th s�lk,
and the ta�lor smoothed the sutures w�th h�s teeth.

At last the day came—I cannot name �t certa�nly, but �t assuredly
was the most solemn �n Akak�'s l�fe—when the ta�lor brought the
cloak. He brought �t early �n the morn�ng, before the t�tular counc�llor
started for h�s off�ce. He could not have come at a more su�table
moment, for the cold had aga�n begun to be very severe.

Petrov�tch entered the room w�th the d�gn�f�ed m�en of an
�mportant ta�lor. H�s face wore a pecul�arly ser�ous express�on, such
as Akak� had never seen on �t. He was fully consc�ous of h�s d�gn�ty,
and of the gulf wh�ch separates the ta�lor who only repa�rs old
clothes from the art�st who makes new ones.

The cloak had been brought wrapped up �n a large, new, freshly
washed handkerch�ef, wh�ch the ta�lor carefully opened, folded, and
placed �n h�s pocket. Then he proudly took the cloak �n both hands
and la�d �t on Akak� Akak�ev�tch's shoulders. He pulled �t stra�ght
beh�nd to see how �t hung majest�cally �n �ts whole length. F�nally he
w�shed to see the effect �t made when unbuttoned. Akak�, however,
w�shed to try the sleeves, wh�ch f�tted wonderfully well. In br�ef, the
cloak was �rreproachable, and �ts f�t and cut left noth�ng to be
des�red.

Wh�le the ta�lor was contemplat�ng h�s work, he d�d not forget to
say that the only reason he had charged so l�ttle for mak�ng �t, was
that he had only a low rent to pay and had known Akak� Akak�ev�tch
for a long t�me; he declared that any ta�lor who l�ved on the Nevsk�



Prospect would have charged at least f�ve-and-s�xty roubles for
mak�ng up such a cloak.

The t�tular counc�llor d�d not let h�mself be �nvolved �n a
d�scuss�on on the subject. He thanked h�m, pa�d h�m, and then
sall�ed forth on h�s way to the off�ce.

Petrov�tch went out w�th h�m, and rema�ned stand�ng �n the street
to watch Akak� as long as poss�ble wear�ng the mantle; then he
hurr�ed through a cross-alley and came �nto the ma�n street aga�n to
catch another gl�mpse of h�m.

Akak� went on h�s way �n h�gh sp�r�ts. Every moment he was
acutely consc�ous of hav�ng a new cloak on, and sm�led w�th sheer
self-complacency. H�s head was f�lled w�th only two �deas: f�rst that
the cloak was warm, and secondly that �t was beaut�ful. W�thout
not�c�ng anyth�ng on the road, he marched stra�ght to the
chancellery, took off h�s treasure �n the hall, and solemnly entrusted �t
to the porter's care.

I do not know how the report spread �n the off�ce that Akak�'s old
cloak had ceased to ex�st. All h�s colleagues hastened to see h�s
splend�d new one, and then began to congratulate h�m so warmly
that he at f�rst had to sm�le w�th self-sat�sfact�on, but f�nally began to
feel embarrassed.

But how great was h�s surpr�se when h�s cruel colleagues
remarked that he should formally “handsel” h�s cloak by g�v�ng them
a feast! Poor Akak� was so d�sconcerted and taken aback, that he
d�d not know what to answer nor how to excuse h�mself. He
stammered out, blush�ng, that the cloak was not so new as �t
appeared; �t was really second-hand.

One of h�s super�ors, who probably w�shed to show that he was
not too proud of h�s rank and t�tle, and d�d not d�sda�n soc�al
�ntercourse w�th h�s subord�nates, broke �n and sa�d, “Gentlemen!
Instead of Akak� Akak�ev�tch, I w�ll �nv�te you to a l�ttle meal. Come to
tea w�th me th�s even�ng. To-day happens to be my b�rthday.”

All the others thanked h�m for h�s k�nd proposal, and joyfully
accepted h�s �nv�tat�on. Akak� at f�rst w�shed to decl�ne, but was told
that to do so would be grossly �mpol�te and unpardonable, so he
reconc�led h�mself to the �nev�table. Moreover, he felt a certa�n
sat�sfact�on at the thought that the occas�on would g�ve h�m a new



opportun�ty of d�splay�ng h�s cloak �n the streets. Th�s whole day for
h�m was l�ke a fest�val day. In the cheerfullest poss�ble mood he
returned home, took off h�s cloak, and hung �t up on the wall after
once more exam�n�ng the cloth and the l�n�ng. Then he took out h�s
old one �n order to compare �t w�th Petrov�tch's masterp�ece. H�s
looks passed from one to the other, and he thought to h�mself,
sm�l�ng, “What a d�fference!”

He ate h�s supper cheerfully, and after he had f�n�shed, d�d not s�t
down as usual to copy documents. No; he lay down, l�ke a Sybar�te,
on the sofa and wa�ted. When the t�me came, he made h�s to�lette,
took h�s cloak, and went out.

I cannot say where was the house of the super�or off�c�al who so
grac�ously �nv�ted h�s subord�nates to tea. My memory beg�ns to
grow weak, and the �nnumerable streets and houses of St
Petersburg go round so confusedly �n my head that I have d�ff�culty
�n f�nd�ng my way about them. So much, however, �s certa�n: that the
honourable off�c�al l�ved �n a very f�ne quarter of the c�ty, and
therefore very far from Akak� Akak�ev�tch's dwell�ng.

At f�rst the t�tular counc�llor traversed several badly l�t streets
wh�ch seemed qu�te empty; but the nearer he approached h�s
super�or's house, the more br�ll�ant and l�vely the streets became. He
met many people, among whom were elegantly dressed lad�es, and
men w�th beaversk�n collars. The peasants' sledges, w�th the�r
wooden seats and brass studs, became rarer; wh�le now every
moment appeared sk�lled coachmen w�th velvet caps, dr�v�ng
lacquered sle�ghs covered w�th bearsk�ns, and f�ne carr�ages.

At last he reached the house wh�ther he had been �nv�ted. H�s
host l�ved �n a f�rst-rate style; a lamp hung before h�s door, and he
occup�ed the whole of the second story. As Akak� entered the
vest�bule, he saw a long row of galoshes; on a table a samovar was
smok�ng and h�ss�ng; many cloaks, some of them adorned w�th
velvet and fur collars, hung on the wall. In the adjo�n�ng room he
heard a confused no�se, wh�ch assumed a more dec�ded character
when a servant opened the door and came out bear�ng a tray full of
empty cups, a m�lk-jug, and a basket of b�scu�ts. Ev�dently the guests
had been there some t�me and had already drunk the�r f�rst cup of
tea.



After hang�ng h�s cloak on a peg, Akak� approached the room �n
wh�ch h�s colleagues, smok�ng long p�pes, were s�tt�ng round the
card-table and mak�ng a good deal of no�se. He entered the room,
but rema�ned stand�ng by the door, not know�ng what to do; but h�s
colleagues greeted h�m w�th loud applause, and all hastened �nto the
vest�bule to take another look at h�s cloak. Th�s exc�tement qu�te
robbed the good t�tular counc�llor of h�s composure; but �n h�s
s�mpl�c�ty of heart he rejo�ced at the pra�ses wh�ch were lav�shed on
h�s prec�ous cloak. Soon afterwards h�s colleagues left h�m to h�mself
and resumed the�r wh�st part�es.

Akak� felt much embarrassed, and d�d not know what to do w�th
h�s feet and hands. F�nally he sat down by the players; looked now at
the�r faces and now at the cards; then he yawned and remembered
that �t was long past h�s usual bedt�me. He made an attempt to go,
but they held h�m back and told h�m that he could not do so w�thout
dr�nk�ng a glass of champagne on what was for h�m such a
memorable day.

Soon supper was brought. It cons�sted of cold veal, cakes, and
pastry of var�ous k�nds, accompan�ed by several bottles of
champagne. Akak� was obl�ged to dr�nk two glasses of �t, and found
everyth�ng round h�m take on a more cheerful aspect. But he could
not forget that �t was already m�dn�ght and that he ought to have
been �n bed long ago. From fear of be�ng kept back aga�n, he sl�pped
furt�vely �nto the vest�bule, where he was pa�ned to f�nd h�s cloak
ly�ng on the ground. He carefully shook �t, brushed �t, put �t on, and
went out.

The street-lamps were st�ll al�ght. Some of the small ale-houses
frequented by servants and the lower classes were st�ll open, and
some had just been shut; but by the beams of l�ght wh�ch shone
through the ch�nks of the doors, �t was easy to see that there were
st�ll people �ns�de, probably male and female domest�cs, who were
qu�te �nd�fferent to the�r employers' �nterests.

Akak� Akak�ev�tch turned homewards �n a cheerful mood.
Suddenly he found h�mself �n a long street where �t was very qu�et by
day and st�ll more so at n�ght. The surround�ngs were very d�smal.
Only here and there hung a lamp wh�ch threatened to go out for want
of o�l; there were long rows of wooden houses w�th wooden fences,



but no s�gn of a l�v�ng soul. Only the snow �n the street gl�mmered
fa�ntly �n the d�m l�ght of the half-ext�ngu�shed lanterns, and the l�ttle
houses looked melancholy �n the darkness.

Akak� went on t�ll the street opened �nto an enormous square, on
the other s�de of wh�ch the houses were scarcely v�s�ble, and wh�ch
looked l�ke a terr�ble desert. At a great d�stance—God knows where!
—gl�mmered the l�ght �n a sentry-box, wh�ch seemed to stand at the
end of the world. At the same moment Akak�'s cheerful mood
van�shed. He went �n the d�rect�on of the l�ght w�th a vague sense of
depress�on, as though some m�sch�ef threatened h�m. On the way he
kept look�ng round h�m w�th alarm. The huge, melancholy expanse
looked to h�m l�ke a sea. “No,” he thought to h�mself, “I had better not
look at �t”; and he cont�nued h�s way w�th h�s eyes f�xed on the
ground. When he ra�sed them aga�n he suddenly saw just �n front of
h�m several men w�th long moustaches, whose faces he could not
d�st�ngu�sh. Everyth�ng grew dark before h�s eyes, and h�s heart
seemed to be constr�cted.

“That �s my cloak!” shouted one of the men, and se�zed h�m by
the collar. Akak� tr�ed to call for help. Another man pressed a great
bony f�st on h�s mouth, and sa�d to h�m, “Just try to scream aga�n!” At
the same moment the unhappy t�tular counc�llor felt the cloak
snatched away from h�m, and s�multaneously rece�ved a k�ck wh�ch
stretched h�m senseless �n the snow. A few m�nutes later he came to
h�mself and stood up; but there was no longer anyone �n s�ght.
Robbed of h�s cloak, and feel�ng frozen to the marrow, he began to
shout w�th all h�s m�ght; but h�s vo�ce d�d not reach the end of the
huge square. Cont�nu�ng to shout, he ran w�th the rage of despa�r to
the sent�nel �n the sentry-box, who, lean�ng on h�s halberd, asked
h�m why the deuce he was mak�ng such a hell�sh no�se and runn�ng
so v�olently.

When Akak� reached the sent�nel, he accused h�m of be�ng drunk
because he d�d not see that passers-by were robbed a short
d�stance from h�s sentry-box.

“I saw you qu�te well,” answered the sent�nel, “�n the m�ddle of the
square w�th two men; I thought you were fr�ends. It �s no good gett�ng
so exc�ted. Go to-morrow to the pol�ce �nspector; he w�ll take up the
matter, have the th�eves searched for, and make an exam�nat�on.”



Akak� saw there was noth�ng to be done but to go home. He
reached h�s dwell�ng �n a state of dreadful d�sorder, h�s ha�r hang�ng
w�ldly over h�s forehead, and h�s clothes covered w�th snow. When
h�s old landlady heard h�m knock�ng v�olently at the door, she sprang
up and hastened th�ther, only half-dressed; but at the s�ght of Akak�
started back �n alarm. When he told her what had happened, she
clasped her hands together and sa�d, “You should not go to the
pol�ce �nspector, but to the mun�c�pal Super�ntendent of the d�str�ct.
The �nspector w�ll put you off w�th f�ne words, and do noth�ng; but I
have known the Super�ntendent for a long t�me. My former cook,
Anna, �s now �n h�s serv�ce, and I often see h�m pass by under our
w�ndows. He goes to church on all the fest�val-days, and one sees at
once by h�s looks that he �s an honest man.”

After hear�ng th�s eloquent recommendat�on, Akak� ret�red sadly
to h�s room. Those who can p�cture to themselves such a s�tuat�on
w�ll understand what sort of a n�ght he passed. As early as poss�ble
the next morn�ng he went to the Super�ntendent's house. The
servants told h�m that he was st�ll asleep. At ten o'clock he returned,
only to rece�ve the same reply. At twelve o'clock the Super�ntendent
had gone out.

About d�nner-t�me the t�tular counc�llor called aga�n, but the clerks
asked h�m �n a severe tone what was h�s bus�ness w�th the�r
super�or. Then for the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe Akak� d�splayed an
energet�c character. He declared that �t was absolutely necessary for
h�m to speak w�th the Super�ntendent on an off�c�al matter, and that
anyone who ventured to put d�ff�cult�es �n h�s way would have to pay
dearly for �t.

Th�s left them w�thout reply. One of the clerks departed, �n order
to del�ver h�s message. When Akak� was adm�tted to the
Super�ntendent's presence, the latter's way of rece�v�ng h�s story was
somewhat s�ngular. Instead of conf�n�ng h�mself to the pr�nc�pal
matter—the theft, he asked the t�tular counc�llor how he came to be
out so late, and whether he had not been �n susp�c�ous company.

Taken aback by such a quest�on, Akak� d�d not know what to
answer, and went away w�thout know�ng whether any steps would be
taken �n the matter or not.



The whole day he had not been �n h�s off�ce—a perfectly new
event �n h�s l�fe. The next day he appeared there aga�n w�th a pale
face and restless aspect, �n h�s old cloak, wh�ch looked more
wretched than ever. When h�s colleagues heard of h�s m�sfortune,
some were cruel enough to laugh; most of them, however, felt a
s�ncere sympathy w�th h�m, and started a subscr�pt�on for h�s benef�t;
but th�s pra�seworthy undertak�ng had only a very �ns�gn�f�cant result,
because these same off�c�als had been lately called upon to
contr�bute to two other subscr�pt�ons—�n the f�rst case to purchase a
portra�t of the�r d�rector, and �n the second to buy a work wh�ch a
fr�end of h�s had publ�shed.

One of them, who felt s�ncerely sorry for Akak�, gave h�m some
good adv�ce for want of someth�ng better. He told h�m �t was a waste
of t�me to go aga�n to the Super�ntendent, because even �n case that
th�s off�c�al succeeded �n recover�ng the cloak, the pol�ce would keep
�t t�ll the t�tular counc�llor had �nd�sputably proved that he was the real
owner of �t. Akak�'s fr�end suggested to h�m to go to a certa�n
�mportant personage, who because of h�s connect�on w�th the
author�t�es could exped�te the matter.

In h�s bew�lderment, Akak� resolved to follow th�s adv�ce. It was
not known what pos�t�on th�s personage occup�ed, nor how h�gh �t
really was; the only facts known were that he had only recently been
placed �n �t, and that there must be st�ll h�gher personages than
h�mself, as he was leav�ng no stone unturned �n order to get
promot�on. When he entered h�s pr�vate room, he made h�s
subord�nates wa�t for h�m on the sta�rs below, and no one had d�rect
access to h�m. If anyone called w�th a request to see h�m, the
secretary of the board �nformed the Government secretary, who �n
h�s turn passed �t on to a h�gher off�c�al, and the latter �nformed the
�mportant personage h�mself.

That �s the way bus�ness �s carr�ed on �n our Holy Russ�a. In the
endeavour to resemble the h�gher off�c�als, everyone �m�tates the
manners of h�s super�ors. Not long ago a t�tular counc�llor, who was
appo�nted to the headsh�p of a l�ttle off�ce, �mmed�ately placed over
the door of one of h�s two t�ny rooms the �nscr�pt�on “Counc�l-
chamber.” Outs�de �t were placed servants w�th red collars and lace-
work on the�r coats, �n order to announce pet�t�oners, and to conduct



them �nto the chamber wh�ch was hardly large enough to conta�n a
cha�r.

But let us return to the �mportant personage �n quest�on. H�s way
of carry�ng th�ngs on was d�gn�f�ed and �mpos�ng, but a tr�fle
compl�cated. H�s system m�ght be summed up �n a s�ngle word
—“sever�ty.” Th�s word he would repeat �n a sonorous tone three
t�mes �n success�on, and the last t�me turn a p�erc�ng look on the
person w�th whom he happened to be speak�ng. He m�ght have
spared h�mself the trouble of d�splay�ng so much d�sc�pl�nary energy;
the ten off�c�als who were under h�s command feared h�m qu�te
suff�c�ently w�thout �t. As soon as they were aware of h�s approach,
they would lay down the�r pens, and hasten to stat�on themselves �n
a respectful att�tude as he passed by. In converse w�th h�s
subord�nates, he preserved a st�ff, unbend�ng att�tude, and generally
conf�ned h�mself to such express�ons as “What do you want? Do you
know w�th whom you are speak�ng? Do you cons�der who �s �n front
of you?”

For the rest, he was a good-natured man, fr�endly and am�able
w�th h�s acqua�ntances. But the t�tle of “D�str�ct-Super�ntendent” had
turned h�s head. S�nce the t�me when �t had been bestowed upon
h�m, he l�ved for a great part of the day �n a k�nd of d�zzy self-
�ntox�cat�on. Among h�s equals, however, he recovered h�s
equ�l�br�um, and then showed h�s real am�ab�l�ty �n more than one
d�rect�on; but as soon as he found h�mself �n the soc�ety of anyone of
less rank than h�mself, he entrenched h�mself �n a severe tac�turn�ty.
Th�s s�tuat�on was all the more pa�nful for h�m as he was qu�te aware
that he m�ght have passed h�s t�me more agreeably.

All who watched h�m at such moments perce�ved clearly that he
longed to take part �n an �nterest�ng conversat�on, but that the fear of
d�splay�ng some unguarded courtesy, of appear�ng too conf�dent�al,
and thereby do�ng a deadly �njury to h�s d�gn�ty, held h�m back. In
order to avo�d such a r�sk, he ma�nta�ned an unnatural reserve, and
only spoke from t�me to t�me �n monosyllables. He had dr�ven th�s
hab�t to such a p�tch that people called h�m “The Ted�ous,” and the
t�tle was well deserved.

Such was the person to whose a�d Akak� w�shed to appeal. The
moment at wh�ch he came seemed expressly calculated to flatter the



Super�ntendent's van�ty, and accord�ngly to help forward the t�tular
counc�llor's cause.

The h�gh personage was seated �n h�s off�ce, talk�ng cheerfully
w�th an old fr�end whom he had not seen for several years, when he
was told that a gentleman named Akak�ev�tch begged for the honour
of an �nterv�ew.

“Who �s the man?” asked the Super�ntendent �n a contemptuous
tone.

“An off�c�al,” answered the servant.
“He must wa�t. I have no t�me to rece�ve h�m now.”
The h�gh personage l�ed; there was noth�ng �n the way of h�s

grant�ng the des�red aud�ence. H�s fr�end and h�mself had already
qu�te exhausted var�ous top�cs of conversat�on. Many long,
embarrass�ng pauses had occurred, dur�ng wh�ch they had l�ghtly
tapped each other on the shoulder, say�ng, “So �t was, you see.”

“Yes, Stepan.”
But the Super�ntendent refused to rece�ve the pet�t�oner, �n order

to show h�s fr�end, who had qu�tted the publ�c serv�ce and l�ved �n the
country, h�s own �mportance, and how off�c�als must wa�t �n the
vest�bule t�ll he chose to rece�ve them.

At last, after they had d�scussed var�ous other subjects w�th other
�ntervals of s�lence, dur�ng wh�ch the two fr�ends leaned back �n the�r
cha�rs and blew c�garette smoke �n the a�r, the Super�ntendent
seemed suddenly to remember that someone had sought an
�nterv�ew w�th h�m. He called the secretary, who stood w�th a roll of
papers �n h�s hand at the door, and told h�m to adm�t the pet�t�oner.

When he saw Akak� approach�ng w�th h�s humble express�on,
wear�ng h�s shabby old un�form, he turned round suddenly towards
h�m and sa�d “What do you want?” �n a severe vo�ce, accompan�ed
by a v�brat�ng �ntonat�on wh�ch at the t�me of rece�v�ng h�s promot�on
he had pract�sed before the look�ng-glass for e�ght days.

The modest Akak� was qu�te taken aback by h�s harsh manner;
however, he made an effort to recover h�s composure, and to relate
how h�s cloak had been stolen, but d�d not do so w�thout
encumber�ng h�s narrat�ve w�th a mass of superfluous deta�l. He
added that he had appl�ed to H�s Excellence �n the hope that through



h�s mak�ng a representat�on to the pol�ce �nspector, or some other
h�gh personage, the cloak m�ght be traced.

The Super�ntendent found Akak�'s method of procedure
somewhat unoff�c�al. “Ah, s�r,” he sa�d, “don't you know what steps
you ought to take �n such a case? Don't you know the proper
procedure? You should have handed �n your pet�t�on at the
chancellery. Th�s �n due course would have passed through the
hands of the ch�ef clerk and d�rector of the bureau. It would then
have been brought before my secretary, who would have made a
commun�cat�on to you.”

“Allow me,” repl�ed Akak�, mak�ng a strenuous effort to preserve
the remnants of h�s presence of m�nd, for he felt that the persp�rat�on
stood on h�s forehead, “allow me to remark to Your Excellence that I
ventured to trouble you personally �n th�s matter because secretar�es
—secretar�es are a hopeless k�nd of people.”

“What! How! Is �t poss�ble?” excla�med the Super�ntendent. “How
could you say such a th�ng? Where have you got your �deas from? It
�s d�sgraceful to see young people so rebell�ous towards the�r
super�ors.” In h�s off�c�al zeal the Super�ntendent overlooked the fact
that the t�tular counc�llor was well on �n the f�ft�es, and that the word
“young” could only apply to h�m cond�t�onally, �.e. �n compar�son w�th
a man of seventy. “Do you also know,” he cont�nued, “w�th whom you
are speak�ng? Do you cons�der before whom you are stand�ng? Do
you cons�der, I ask you, do you cons�der?” As he spoke, he stamped
h�s foot, and h�s vo�ce grew deeper.

Akak� was qu�te upset—nay, thoroughly fr�ghtened; he trembled
and shook and could hardly rema�n stand�ng upr�ght. Unless one of
the off�ce servants had hurr�ed to help h�m, he would have fallen to
the ground. As �t was, he was dragged out almost unconsc�ous.

But the Super�ntendent was qu�te del�ghted at the effect he had
produced. It exceeded all h�s expectat�ons, and f�lled w�th sat�sfact�on
at the fact that h�s words made such an �mpress�on on a m�ddle-aged
man that he lost consc�ousness, he cast a s�de-glance at h�s fr�end to
see what effect the scene had produced on h�m. H�s self-sat�sfact�on
was further �ncreased when he observed that h�s fr�end also was
moved, and looked at h�m half-t�m�dly.



Akak� had no �dea how he got down the sta�rs and crossed the
street, for he felt more dead than al�ve. In h�s whole l�fe he had never
been so scolded by a super�or off�c�al, let alone one whom he had
never seen before.

He wandered �n the storm wh�ch raged w�thout tak�ng the least
care of h�mself, nor shelter�ng h�mself on the s�de-walk aga�nst �ts
fury. The w�nd, wh�ch blew from all s�des and out of all the narrow
streets, caused h�m to contract �nflammat�on of the throat. When he
reached home he was unable to speak a word, and went stra�ght to
bed.

Such was the result of the Super�ntendent's lecture.
The next day Akak� had a v�olent fever. Thanks to the St

Petersburg cl�mate, h�s �llness developed w�th terr�ble rap�d�ty. When
the doctor came, he saw that the case was already hopeless; he felt
h�s pulse and ordered h�m some poult�ces, merely �n order that he
should not d�e w�thout some med�cal help, and declared at once that
he had only two days to l�ve. After g�v�ng th�s op�n�on, he sa�d to
Akak�'s landlady, “There �s no t�me to be lost; order a p�ne coff�n, for
an oak one would be too expens�ve for th�s poor man.”

Whether the t�tular counc�llor heard these words, whether they
exc�ted h�m and made h�m lament h�s trag�c lot, no one ever knew,
for he was del�r�ous all the t�me. Strange p�ctures passed �ncessantly
through h�s weakened bra�n. At one t�me he saw Petrov�tch the ta�lor
and asked h�m to make a cloak w�th nooses attached for the th�eves
who persecuted h�m �n bed, and begged h�s old landlady to chase
away the robbers who were h�dden under h�s coverlet. At another
t�me he seemed to be l�sten�ng to the Super�ntendent's severe
repr�mand, and ask�ng h�s forg�veness. Then he uttered such strange
and confused remarks that the old woman crossed herself �n alarm.
She had never heard anyth�ng of the k�nd �n her l�fe, and these
rav�ngs aston�shed her all the more because the express�on “Your
Excellency” constantly occurred �n them. Later on he murmured w�ld
d�sconnected words, from wh�ch �t could only be gathered that h�s
thoughts were cont�nually revolv�ng round a cloak.

At last Akak� breathed h�s last. Ne�ther h�s room nor h�s cupboard
were off�c�ally sealed up, for the s�mple reason that he had no he�r
and left noth�ng beh�nd h�m but a bundle of goose-qu�lls, a notebook



of wh�te paper, three pa�rs of socks, some trouser buttons, and h�s
old coat.

Into whose possess�on d�d these rel�cs pass? Heaven only
knows! The wr�ter of th�s narrat�ve has never �nqu�red.

Akak� was wrapped �n h�s shroud, and la�d to rest �n the
churchyard. The great c�ty of St Petersburg cont�nued �ts l�fe as
though he had never ex�sted. Thus d�sappeared a human creature
who had never possessed a patron or fr�end, who had never el�c�ted
real hearty sympathy from anyone, nor even aroused the cur�os�ty of
the natural�sts, though they are most eager to subject a rare �nsect to
m�croscop�c exam�nat�on.

W�thout a compla�nt he had borne the scorn and contempt of h�s
colleagues; he had proceeded on h�s qu�et way to the grave w�thout
anyth�ng extraord�nary happen�ng to h�m—only towards the end of
h�s l�fe he had been joyfully exc�ted by the possess�on of a new
cloak, and had then been overthrown by m�sfortune.

Some days after h�s conversat�on w�th the Super�ntendent, h�s
super�or �n the chancellery, where no one knew what had become of
h�m, sent an off�c�al to h�s house to demand h�s presence. The
off�c�al returned w�th the news that no one would see the t�tular
counc�llor any more.

“Why?” asked all the clerks.
“Because he was bur�ed four days ago.”
In such a manner d�d Akak�'s colleagues hear of h�s death.
The next day h�s place was occup�ed by an off�c�al of robuster

f�bre, a man who d�d not trouble to make so many fa�r transcr�pts of
state documents.

.  .  .  .  .  .

It seems as though Akak�'s story ended here, and that there was
noth�ng more to be sa�d of h�m; but the modest t�tular counc�llor was
dest�ned to attract more not�ce after h�s death than dur�ng h�s l�fe,
and our tale now assumes a somewhat ghostly complex�on.

One day there spread �n St Petersburg the report that near the
Kat�nka Br�dge there appeared every n�ght a spectre �n a un�form l�ke



that of the chancellery off�c�als; that he was search�ng for a stolen
cloak, and str�pped all passers-by of the�r cloaks w�thout any regard
for rank or t�tle. It mattered not whether they were l�ned w�th
wadd�ng, m�nk, cat, otter, bear, or beaversk�n; he took all he could
get hold of. One of the t�tular counc�llor's former colleagues had seen
the ghost, and qu�te clearly recogn�sed Akak�. He ran as hard as he
could and managed to escape, but had seen h�m shak�ng h�s f�st �n
the d�stance. Everywhere �t was reported that counc�llors, and not
only t�tular counc�llors but also state-counc�llors, had caught ser�ous
colds �n the�r honourable backs on account of these ra�ds.

The pol�ce adopted all poss�ble measures �n order to get th�s
ghost dead or al�ve �nto the�r power, and to �nfl�ct an exemplary
pun�shment on h�m; but all the�r attempts were va�n.

One even�ng, however, a sent�nel succeeded �n gett�ng hold of
the malefactor just as he was try�ng to rob a mus�c�an of h�s cloak.
The sent�nel summoned w�th all the force of h�s lungs two of h�s
comrades, to whom he entrusted the pr�soner wh�le he sought for h�s
snuff-box �n order to br�ng some l�fe aga�n �nto h�s half-frozen nose.
Probably h�s snuff was so strong that even a ghost could not stand �t.
Scarcely had the sent�nel thrust a gra�n or two up h�s nostr�ls than
the pr�soner began to sneeze so v�olently that a k�nd of m�st rose
before the eyes of the sent�nels. Wh�le the three were rubb�ng the�r
eyes, the pr�soner d�sappeared. S�nce that day, all the sentr�es were
so afra�d of the ghost that they d�d not even venture to arrest the
l�v�ng but shouted to them from afar “Go on! Go on!”

Meanwh�le the ghost extended h�s depredat�ons to the other s�de
of the Kat�nka Br�dge, and spread d�smay and alarm �n the whole of
the quarter.

But now we must return to the Super�ntendent, who �s the real
or�g�n of our fantast�c yet so verac�ous story. F�rst of all we must do
h�m the just�ce to state that after Akak�'s departure he felt a certa�n
sympathy for h�m. He was by no means w�thout a sense of just�ce—
no, he possessed var�ous good qual�t�es, but h�s �nfatuat�on about h�s
t�tle h�ndered h�m from show�ng h�s good s�de. When h�s fr�end left
h�m, h�s thoughts began to occupy themselves w�th the unfortunate
t�tular counc�llor, and from that moment onwards he saw h�m
constantly �n h�s m�nd's eye, crushed by the severe reproof wh�ch



had been adm�n�stered to h�m. Th�s �mage so haunted h�m that at
last one day he ordered one of h�s off�c�als to f�nd out what had
become of Akak�, and whether anyth�ng could be done for h�m.

When the messenger returned w�th the news that the poor man
had d�ed soon after that �nterv�ew, the Super�ntendent felt a pang �n
h�s consc�ence, and rema�ned the whole day absorbed �n melancholy
brood�ng.

In order to ban�sh h�s unpleasant sensat�ons, he went �n the
even�ng to a fr�end's house, where he hoped to f�nd pleasant soc�ety
and what was the ch�ef th�ng, some other off�c�als of h�s own rank, so
that he would not be obl�ged to feel bored. And �n fact he d�d
succeed �n throw�ng off h�s melancholy thoughts there; he unbent
and became l�vely, took an act�ve part �n the conversat�on, and
passed a very pleasant even�ng. At supper he drank two glasses of
champagne, wh�ch, as everyone knows, �s an effect�ve means of
he�ghten�ng one's cheerfulness.

As he sat �n h�s sledge, wrapped �n h�s mantle, on h�s way home,
h�s m�nd was full of pleasant rever�es. He thought of the soc�ety �n
wh�ch he had passed such a cheerful even�ng, and of all the
excellent jokes w�th wh�ch he had made them laugh. He repeated
some of them to h�mself half-aloud, and laughed at them aga�n.

From t�me to t�me, however, he was d�sturbed �n th�s cheerful
mood by v�olent gusts of w�nd, wh�ch from some corner or other blew
a quant�ty of snowflakes �nto h�s face, l�fted the folds of h�s cloak, and
made �t belly l�ke a sa�l, so that he had to exert all h�s strength to hold
�t f�rmly on h�s shoulders. Suddenly he felt a powerful hand se�ze h�m
by the collar. He turned round, perce�ved a short man �n an old,
shabby un�form, and recogn�sed w�th terror Akak�'s face, wh�ch wore
a deathly pallor and emac�at�on.

The t�tular counc�llor opened h�s mouth, from wh�ch �ssued a k�nd
of corpse-l�ke odour, and w�th �nexpress�ble fr�ght the Super�ntendent
heard h�m say, “At last I have you—by the collar! I need your cloak.
You d�d not trouble about me when I was �n d�stress; you thought �t
necessary to repr�mand me. Now g�ve me your cloak.”

The h�gh d�gn�tary nearly choked. In h�s off�ce, and espec�ally �n
the presence of h�s subord�nates, he was a man of �mpos�ng
manners. He only needed to f�x h�s eye on one of them and they all



seemed �mpressed by h�s pompous bear�ng. But, as �s the case w�th
many such off�c�als, all th�s was only outward show; at th�s moment
he felt so upset that he ser�ously feared for h�s health. Tak�ng off h�s
cloak w�th a fever�sh, trembl�ng hand, he handed �t to Akak�, and
called to h�s coachman, “Dr�ve home qu�ckly.”

When the coachman heard th�s vo�ce, wh�ch d�d not sound as �t
usually d�d, and had often been accompan�ed by blows of a wh�p, he
bent h�s head caut�ously and drove on apace.

Soon afterwards the Super�ntendent found h�mself at home.
Cloakless, he ret�red to h�s room w�th a pale face and w�ld looks, and
had such a bad n�ght that on the follow�ng morn�ng h�s daughter
excla�med “Father, are you �ll?” But he sa�d noth�ng of what he had
seen, though a very deep �mpress�on had been made on h�m. From
that day onwards he no longer addressed to h�s subord�nates �n a
v�olent tone the words, “Do you know w�th whom you are speak�ng?
Do you know who �s stand�ng before you?” Or �f �t ever d�d happen
that he spoke to them �n a dom�neer�ng tone, �t was not t�ll he had
f�rst l�stened to what they had to say.

Strangely enough, from that t�me the spectre never appeared
aga�n. Probably �t was the Super�ntendent's cloak wh�ch he had been
seek�ng so earnestly; now he had �t and d�d not want anyth�ng more.
Var�ous persons, however, asserted that th�s form�dable ghost was
st�ll to be seen �n other parts of the c�ty. A sent�nel went so far as to
say that he had seen h�m w�th h�s own eyes gl�de l�ke a furt�ve
shadow beh�nd a house. But th�s sent�nel was of such a nervous
d�spos�t�on that he had been chaffed about h�s t�m�d�ty more than
once. S�nce he d�d not venture to se�ze the fl�tt�ng shadow, he stole
after �t �n the darkness; but the shadow turned round and shouted at
h�m “What do you want?” shak�ng an enormous f�st, such as no man
had ever possessed.

“I want noth�ng,” answered the sentry, qu�ckly ret�r�ng.
Th�s shadow, however, was taller than the ghost of the t�tular

counc�llor, and had an enormous moustache. He went w�th great
str�des towards the Obuchoff Br�dge, and d�sappeared �n the
darkness.



THE NOSE

I

O� the 25th March, 18—, a very strange occurrence took place �n St
Petersburg. On the Ascens�on Avenue there l�ved a barber of the
name of Ivan Jakovlev�tch. He had lost h�s fam�ly name, and on h�s
s�gn-board, on wh�ch was dep�cted the head of a gentleman w�th one
cheek soaped, the only �nscr�pt�on to be read was, “Blood-lett�ng
done here.”

On th�s part�cular morn�ng he awoke pretty early. Becom�ng
aware of the smell of fresh-baked bread, he sat up a l�ttle �n bed, and
saw h�s w�fe, who had a spec�al part�al�ty for coffee, �n the act of
tak�ng some fresh-baked bread out of the oven.

“To-day, Prasskovna Oss�povna,” he sa�d, “I do not want any
coffee; I should l�ke a fresh loaf w�th on�ons.”

“The blockhead may eat bread only as far as I am concerned,”
sa�d h�s w�fe to herself; “then I shall have a chance of gett�ng some
coffee.” And she threw a loaf on the table.

For the sake of propr�ety, Ivan Jakovlev�tch drew a coat over h�s
sh�rt, sat down at the table, shook out some salt for h�mself,
prepared two on�ons, assumed a ser�ous express�on, and began to
cut the bread. After he had cut the loaf �n two halves, he looked, and
to h�s great aston�shment saw someth�ng wh�t�sh st�ck�ng �n �t. He
carefully poked round �t w�th h�s kn�fe, and felt �t w�th h�s f�nger.

“Qu�te f�rmly f�xed!” he murmured �n h�s beard. “What can �t be?”



He put �n h�s f�nger, and drew out—a nose!
Ivan Jakovlev�tch at f�rst let h�s hands fall from sheer

aston�shment; then he rubbed h�s eyes and began to feel �t. A nose,
an actual nose; and, moreover, �t seemed to be the nose of an
acqua�ntance! Alarm and terror were dep�cted �n Ivan's face; but
these feel�ngs were sl�ght �n compar�son w�th the d�sgust wh�ch took
possess�on of h�s w�fe.

“Whose nose have you cut off, you monster?” she screamed, her
face red w�th anger. “You scoundrel! You t�ppler! I myself w�ll report
you to the pol�ce! Such a rascal! Many customers have told me that
wh�le you were shav�ng them, you held them so t�ght by the nose
that they could hardly s�t st�ll.”

But Ivan Jakovlev�tch was more dead than al�ve; he saw at once
that th�s nose could belong to no other than to Kovaloff, a member of
the Mun�c�pal Comm�ttee whom he shaved every Sunday and
Wednesday.

“Stop, Prasskovna Oss�povna! I w�ll wrap �t �n a p�ece of cloth and
place �t �n the corner. There �t may rema�n for the present; later on I
w�ll take �t away.”

“No, not there! Shall I endure an amputated nose �n my room?
You understand noth�ng except how to strop a razor. You know
noth�ng of the dut�es and obl�gat�ons of a respectable man. You
vagabond! You good-for-noth�ng! Am I to undertake all respons�b�l�ty
for you at the pol�ce-off�ce? Ah, you soap-smearer! You blockhead!
Take �t away where you l�ke, but don't let �t stay under my eyes!”

Ivan Jakovlev�tch stood there flabbergasted. He thought and
thought, and knew not what he thought.

“The dev�l knows how that happened!” he sa�d at last, scratch�ng
h�s head beh�nd h�s ear. “Whether I came home drunk last n�ght or
not, I really don't know; but �n all probab�l�ty th�s �s a qu�te
extraord�nary occurrence, for a loaf �s someth�ng baked and a nose
�s someth�ng d�fferent. I don't understand the matter at all.” And Ivan
Jakovlev�tch was s�lent. The thought that the pol�ce m�ght f�nd h�m �n
unlawful possess�on of a nose and arrest h�m, robbed h�m of all
presence of m�nd. Already he began to have v�s�ons of a red collar
w�th s�lver bra�d and of a sword—and he trembled all over.



At last he f�n�shed dress�ng h�mself, and to the accompan�ment of
the emphat�c exhortat�ons of h�s spouse, he wrapped up the nose �n
a cloth and �ssued �nto the street.

He �ntended to lose �t somewhere—e�ther at somebody's door, or
�n a publ�c square, or �n a narrow alley; but just then, �n order to
complete h�s bad luck, he was met by an acqua�ntance, who
showered �nqu�r�es upon h�m. “Hullo, Ivan Jakovlev�tch! Whom are
you go�ng to shave so early �n the morn�ng?” etc., so that he could
f�nd no su�table opportun�ty to do what he wanted. Later on he d�d let
the nose drop, but a sentry bore down upon h�m w�th h�s halberd,
and sa�d, “Look out! You have let someth�ng drop!” and Ivan
Jakovlev�tch was obl�ged to p�ck �t up and put �t �n h�s pocket.

A feel�ng of despa�r began to take possess�on of h�m; all the more
as the streets became more thronged and the merchants began to
open the�r shops. At last he resolved to go to the Isaac Br�dge,
where perhaps he m�ght succeed �n throw�ng �t �nto the Neva.

But my consc�ence �s a l�ttle uneasy that I have not yet g�ven any
deta�led �nformat�on about Ivan Jakovlev�tch, an est�mable man �n
many ways.

L�ke every honest Russ�an tradesman, Ivan Jakovlev�tch was a
terr�ble drunkard, and although he shaved other people's faces every
day, h�s own was always unshaved. H�s coat (he never wore an
overcoat) was qu�te mottled, �.e. �t had been black, but become
brown�sh-yellow; the collar was qu�te sh�ny, and �nstead of the three
buttons, only the threads by wh�ch they had been fastened were to
be seen.

Ivan Jakovlev�tch was a great cyn�c, and when Kovaloff, the
member of the Mun�c�pal Comm�ttee, sa�d to h�m, as was h�s custom
wh�le be�ng shaved, “Your hands always smell, Ivan Jakovlev�tch!”
the latter answered, “What do they smell of?” “I don't know, my
fr�end, but they smell very strong.” Ivan Jakovlev�tch after tak�ng a
p�nch of snuff would then, by way of repr�sals, set to work to soap
h�m on the cheek, the upper l�p, beh�nd the ears, on the ch�n, and
everywhere.

Th�s worthy man now stood on the Isaac Br�dge. At f�rst he
looked round h�m, then he leant on the ra�l�ngs of the br�dge, as
though he w�shed to look down and see how many f�sh were



sw�mm�ng past, and secretly threw the nose, wrapped �n a l�ttle p�ece
of cloth, �nto the water. He felt as though a ton we�ght had been l�fted
off h�m, and laughed cheerfully. Instead, however, of go�ng to shave
any off�c�als, he turned h�s steps to a bu�ld�ng, the s�gn-board of
wh�ch bore the legend “Teas served here,” �n order to have a glass of
punch, when suddenly he perce�ved at the other end of the br�dge a
pol�ce �nspector of �mpos�ng exter�or, w�th long wh�skers, three-
cornered hat, and sword hang�ng at h�s s�de. He nearly fa�nted; but
the pol�ce �nspector beckoned to h�m w�th h�s hand and sa�d, “Come
here, my dear s�r.”

Ivan Jakovlev�tch, know�ng how a gentleman should behave, took
h�s hat off qu�ckly, went towards the pol�ce �nspector and sa�d, “I
hope you are �n the best of health.”

“Never m�nd my health. Tell me, my fr�end, why you were
stand�ng on the br�dge.”

“By heaven, grac�ous s�r, I was on the way to my customers, and
only looked down to see �f the r�ver was flow�ng qu�ckly.”

“That �s a l�e! You won't get out of �t l�ke that. Confess the truth.”
“I am w�ll�ng to shave Your Grace two or even three t�mes a week

grat�s,” answered Ivan Jakovlev�tch.
“No, my fr�end, don't put yourself out! Three barbers are busy

w�th me already, and reckon �t a h�gh honour that I let them show me
the�r sk�ll. Now then, out w�th �t! What were you do�ng there?”

Ivan Jakovlev�tch grew pale. But here the strange ep�sode
van�shes �n m�st, and what further happened �s not known.

II

Kovaloff, the member of the Mun�c�pal Comm�ttee, awoke fa�rly
early that morn�ng, and made a dron�ng no�se—“Brr! Brr!”—through
h�s l�ps, as he always d�d, though he could not say why. He stretched
h�mself, and told h�s valet to g�ve h�m a l�ttle m�rror wh�ch was on the
table. He w�shed to look at the heat-bo�l wh�ch had appeared on h�s
nose the prev�ous even�ng; but to h�s great aston�shment, he saw
that �nstead of h�s nose he had a perfectly smooth vacancy �n h�s



face. Thoroughly alarmed, he ordered some water to be brought,
and rubbed h�s eyes w�th a towel. Sure enough, he had no longer a
nose! Then he sprang out of bed, and shook h�mself v�olently! No, no
nose any more! He dressed h�mself and went at once to the pol�ce
super�ntendent.

But before proceed�ng further, we must certa�nly g�ve the reader
some �nformat�on about Kovaloff, so that he may know what sort of a
man th�s member of the Mun�c�pal Comm�ttee really was. These
comm�ttee-men, who obta�n that t�tle by means of cert�f�cates of
learn�ng, must not be compared w�th the comm�ttee-men appo�nted
for the Caucasus d�str�ct, who are of qu�te a d�fferent k�nd. The
learned comm�ttee-man—but Russ�a �s such a wonderful country
that when one comm�ttee-man �s spoken of all the others from R�ga
to Kamschatka refer �t to themselves. The same �s also true of all
other t�tled off�c�als. Kovaloff had been a Caucas�an comm�ttee-man
two years prev�ously, and could not forget that he had occup�ed that
pos�t�on; but �n order to enhance h�s own �mportance, he never called
h�mself “comm�ttee-man” but “Major.”

“L�sten, my dear,” he used to say when he met an old woman �n
the street who sold sh�rt-fronts; “go to my house �n Sadova�a Street
and ask ‘Does Major Kovaloff l�ve here?’ Any ch�ld can tell you where
�t �s.”

Accord�ngly we w�ll call h�m for the future Major Kovaloff. It was
h�s custom to take a da�ly walk on the Neffsky Avenue. The collar of
h�s sh�rt was always remarkably clean and st�ff. He wore the same
style of wh�skers as those that are worn by governors of d�str�cts,
arch�tects, and reg�mental doctors; �n short, all those who have full
red cheeks and play a good game of wh�st. These wh�skers grow
stra�ght across the cheek towards the nose.

Major Kovaloff wore a number of seals, on some of wh�ch were
engraved armor�al bear�ngs, and others the names of the days of the
week. He had come to St Petersburg w�th the v�ew of obta�n�ng some
pos�t�on correspond�ng to h�s rank, �f poss�ble that of v�ce-governor of
a prov�nce; but he was prepared to be content w�th that of a ba�l�ff �n
some department or other. He was, moreover, not d�s�ncl�ned to
marry, but only such a lady who could br�ng w�th her a dowry of two
hundred thousand roubles. Accord�ngly, the reader can judge for



h�mself what h�s sensat�ons were when he found �n h�s face, �nstead
of a fa�rly symmetr�cal nose, a broad, flat vacancy.

To �ncrease h�s m�sfortune, not a s�ngle droshky was to be seen
�n the street, and so he was obl�ged to proceed on foot. He wrapped
h�mself up �n h�s cloak, and held h�s handkerch�ef to h�s face as
though h�s nose bled. “But perhaps �t �s all only my �mag�nat�on; �t �s
�mposs�ble that a nose should drop off �n such a s�lly way,” he
thought, and stepped �nto a confect�oner's shop �n order to look �nto
the m�rror.

Fortunately no customer was �n the shop; only small shop-boys
were clean�ng �t out, and putt�ng cha�rs and tables stra�ght. Others
w�th sleepy faces were carry�ng fresh cakes on trays, and
yesterday's newspapers sta�ned w�th coffee were st�ll ly�ng about.
“Thank God no one �s here!” he sa�d to h�mself. “Now I can look at
myself le�surely.”

He stepped g�ngerly up to a m�rror and looked.
“What an �nfernal face!” he excla�med, and spat w�th d�sgust. “If

there were only someth�ng there �nstead of the nose, but there �s
absolutely noth�ng.”

He b�t h�s l�ps w�th vexat�on, left the confect�oner's, and resolved,
qu�te contrary to h�s hab�t, ne�ther to look nor sm�le at anyone on the
street. Suddenly he halted as �f rooted to the spot before a door,
where someth�ng extraord�nary happened. A carr�age drew up at the
entrance; the carr�age door was opened, and a gentleman �n un�form
came out and hurr�ed up the steps. How great was Kovaloff's terror
and aston�shment when he saw that �t was h�s own nose!

At th�s extraord�nary s�ght, everyth�ng seemed to turn round w�th
h�m. He felt as though he could hardly keep upr�ght on h�s legs; but,
though trembl�ng all over as though w�th fever, he resolved to wa�t t�ll
the nose should return to the carr�age. After about two m�nutes the
nose actually came out aga�n. It wore a gold-embro�dered un�form
w�th a st�ff, h�gh collar, trousers of chamo�s leather, and a sword
hung at �ts s�de. The hat, adorned w�th a plume, showed that �t held
the rank of a state-counc�llor. It was obv�ous that �t was pay�ng “duty-
calls.” It looked round on both s�des, called to the coachman “Dr�ve
on,” and got �nto the carr�age, wh�ch drove away.



Poor Kovaloff nearly lost h�s reason. He d�d not know what to
th�nk of th�s extraord�nary procedure. And �ndeed how was �t poss�ble
that the nose, wh�ch only yesterday he had on h�s face, and wh�ch
could ne�ther walk nor dr�ve, should wear a un�form. He ran after the
carr�age, wh�ch fortunately had stopped a short way off before the
Grand Bazar of Moscow. He hurr�ed towards �t and pressed through
a crowd of beggar-women w�th the�r faces bound up, leav�ng only
two open�ngs for the eyes, over whom he had formerly so often
made merry.

There were only a few people �n front of the Bazar. Kovaloff was
so ag�tated that he could dec�de on noth�ng, and looked for the nose
everywhere. At last he saw �t stand�ng before a shop. It seemed half
bur�ed �n �ts st�ff collar, and was attent�vely �nspect�ng the wares
d�splayed.

“How can I get at �t?” thought Kovaloff. “Everyth�ng—the un�form,
the hat, and so on—show that �t �s a state-counc�llor. How the deuce
has that happened?”

He began to cough d�screetly near �t, but the nose pa�d h�m not
the least attent�on.

“Honourable s�r,” sa�d Kovaloff at last, pluck�ng up courage,
“honourable s�r.”

“What do you want?” asked the nose, and turned round.
“It seems to me strange, most respected s�r—you should know

where you belong—and I f�nd you all of a sudden—where? Judge
yourself.”

“Pardon me, I do not understand what you are talk�ng about.
Expla�n yourself more d�st�nctly.”

“How shall I make my mean�ng pla�ner to h�m?” Then pluck�ng up
fresh courage, he cont�nued, “Naturally—bes�des I am a Major. You
must adm�t �t �s not bef�tt�ng that I should go about w�thout a nose. An
old apple-woman on the Ascens�on Br�dge may carry on her
bus�ness w�thout one, but s�nce I am on the look out for a post;
bes�des �n many houses I am acqua�nted w�th lad�es of h�gh pos�t�on
—Madame Tchektyr�ev, w�fe of a state-counc�llor, and many others.
So you see—I do not know, honourable s�r, what you——” (here the
Major shrugged h�s shoulders). “Pardon me; �f one regards the



matter from the po�nt of v�ew of duty and honour—you w�ll yourself
understand——”

“I understand noth�ng,” answered the nose. “I repeat, please
expla�n yourself more d�st�nctly.”

“Honourable s�r,” sa�d Kovaloff w�th d�gn�ty, “I do not know how I
am to understand your words. It seems to me the matter �s as clear
as poss�ble. Or do you w�sh—but you are after all my own nose!”

The nose looked at the Major and wr�nkled �ts forehead. “There
you are wrong, respected s�r; I am myself. Bes�des, there can be no
close relat�ons between us. To judge by the buttons of your un�form,
you must be �n qu�te a d�fferent department to m�ne.” So say�ng, the
nose turned away.

Kovaloff was completely puzzled; he d�d not know what to do,
and st�ll less what to th�nk. At th�s moment he heard the pleasant
rustl�ng of a lady's dress, and there approached an elderly lady
wear�ng a quant�ty of lace, and by her s�de her graceful daughter �n a
wh�te dress wh�ch set off her slender f�gure to advantage, and
wear�ng a l�ght straw hat. Beh�nd the lad�es marched a tall lackey
w�th long wh�skers.

Kovaloff advanced a few steps, adjusted h�s cambr�c collar,
arranged h�s seals wh�ch hung by a l�ttle gold cha�n, and w�th sm�l�ng
face f�xed h�s eyes on the graceful lady, who bowed l�ghtly l�ke a
spr�ng flower, and ra�sed to her brow her l�ttle wh�te hand w�th
transparent f�ngers. He sm�led st�ll more when he sp�ed under the
br�m of her hat her l�ttle round ch�n, and part of her cheek fa�ntly
t�nted w�th rose-colour. But suddenly he sprang back as though he
had been scorched. He remembered that he had noth�ng but an
absolute blank �n place of a nose, and tears started to h�s eyes. He
turned round �n order to tell the gentleman �n un�form that he was
only a state-counc�llor �n appearance, but really a scoundrel and a
rascal, and noth�ng else but h�s own nose; but the nose was no
longer there. He had had t�me to go, doubtless �n order to cont�nue
h�s v�s�ts.

H�s d�sappearance plunged Kovaloff �nto despa�r. He went back
and stood for a moment under a colonnade, look�ng round h�m on all
s�des �n hope of perce�v�ng the nose somewhere. He remembered
very well that �t wore a hat w�th a plume �n �t and a gold-embro�dered



un�form; but he had not not�ced the shape of the cloak, nor the colour
of the carr�ages and the horses, nor even whether a lackey stood
beh�nd �t, and, �f so, what sort of l�very he wore. Moreover, so many
carr�ages were pass�ng that �t would have been d�ff�cult to recogn�se
one, and even �f he had done so, there would have been no means
of stopp�ng �t.

The day was f�ne and sunny. An �mmense crowd was pass�ng to
and fro �n the Neffsky Avenue; a var�egated stream of lad�es flowed
along the pavement. There was h�s acqua�ntance, the Pr�vy
Counc�llor, whom he was accustomed to style “General,” espec�ally
when strangers were present. There was Iaryg�n, h�s �nt�mate fr�end
who always lost �n the even�ngs at wh�st; and there another Major,
who had obta�ned the rank of comm�ttee-man �n the Caucasus,
beckoned to h�m.

“Go to the deuce!” sa�d Kovaloff sotto voce. “H�! coachman, dr�ve
me stra�ght to the super�ntendent of pol�ce.” So say�ng, he got �nto a
droshky and cont�nued to shout all the t�me to the coachman “Dr�ve
hard!”

“Is the pol�ce super�ntendent at home?” he asked on enter�ng the
front hall.

“No, s�r,” answered the porter, “he has just gone out.”
“Ah, just as I thought!”
“Yes,” cont�nued the porter, “he has only just gone out; �f you had

been a moment earl�er you would perhaps have caught h�m.”
Kovaloff, st�ll hold�ng h�s handkerch�ef to h�s face, re-entered the

droshky and cr�ed �n a despa�r�ng vo�ce “Dr�ve on!”
“Where?” asked the coachman.
“Stra�ght on!”
“But how? There are cross-roads here. Shall I go to the r�ght or

the left?”
Th�s quest�on made Kovaloff reflect. In h�s s�tuat�on �t was

necessary to have recourse to the pol�ce; not because the affa�r had
anyth�ng to do w�th them d�rectly but because they acted more
promptly than other author�t�es. As for demand�ng any explanat�on
from the department to wh�ch the nose cla�med to belong, �t would,
he felt, be useless, for the answers of that gentleman showed that he



regarded noth�ng as sacred, and he m�ght just as l�kely have l�ed �n
th�s matter as �n say�ng that he had never seen Kovaloff.

But just as he was about to order the coachman to dr�ve to the
pol�ce-stat�on, the �dea occurred to h�m that th�s rascally scoundrel
who, at the�r f�rst meet�ng, had behaved so d�sloyally towards h�m,
m�ght, prof�t�ng by the delay, qu�t the c�ty secretly; and then all h�s
search�ng would be �n va�n, or m�ght last over a whole month. F�nally,
as though v�s�ted w�th a heavenly �nsp�rat�on, he resolved to go
d�rectly to an advert�sement off�ce, and to advert�se the loss of h�s
nose, g�v�ng all �ts d�st�nct�ve character�st�cs �n deta�l, so that anyone
who found �t m�ght br�ng �t at once to h�m, or at any rate �nform h�m
where �t l�ved. Hav�ng dec�ded on th�s course, he ordered the
coachman to dr�ve to the advert�sement off�ce, and all the way he
cont�nued to punch h�m �n the back—“Qu�ck, scoundrel! qu�ck!”

“Yes, s�r!” answered the coachman, lash�ng h�s shaggy horse w�th
the re�ns.

At last they arr�ved, and Kovaloff, out of breath, rushed �nto a l�ttle
room where a grey-ha�red off�c�al, �n an old coat and w�th spectacles
on h�s nose, sat at a table hold�ng h�s pen between h�s teeth,
count�ng a heap of copper co�ns.

“Who takes �n the advert�sements here?” excla�med Kovaloff.
“At your serv�ce, s�r,” answered the grey-ha�red funct�onary,

look�ng up and then fasten�ng h�s eyes aga�n on the heap of co�ns
before h�m.

“I w�sh to place an advert�sement �n your paper——”
“Have the k�ndness to wa�t a m�nute,” answered the off�c�al,

putt�ng down f�gures on paper w�th one hand, and w�th the other
mov�ng two balls on h�s calculat�ng-frame.

A lackey, whose s�lver-laced coat showed that he served �n one
of the houses of the nob�l�ty, was stand�ng by the table w�th a note �n
h�s hand, and speak�ng �n a l�vely tone, by way of show�ng h�mself
soc�able. “Would you bel�eve �t, s�r, th�s l�ttle dog �s really not worth
twenty-four kopecks, and for my own part I would not g�ve a farth�ng
for �t; but the countess �s qu�te gone upon �t, and offers a hundred
roubles' reward to anyone who f�nds �t. To tell you the truth, the
tastes of these people are very d�fferent from ours; they don't m�nd



g�v�ng f�ve hundred or a thousand roubles for a poodle or a po�nter,
prov�ded �t be a good one.”

The off�c�al l�stened w�th a ser�ous a�r wh�le count�ng the number
of letters conta�ned �n the note. At e�ther s�de of the table stood a
number of housekeepers, clerks and porters, carry�ng notes. The
wr�ter of one w�shed to sell a barouche, wh�ch had been brought
from Par�s �n 1814 and had been very l�ttle used; others wanted to
d�spose of a strong droshky wh�ch wanted one spr�ng, a sp�r�ted
horse seventeen years old, and so on. The room where these people
were collected was very small, and the a�r was very close; but
Kovaloff was not affected by �t, for he had covered h�s face w�th a
handkerch�ef, and because h�s nose �tself was heaven knew where.

“S�r, allow me to ask you—I am �n a great hurry,” he sa�d at last
�mpat�ently.

“In a moment! In a moment! Two roubles, twenty-four kopecks—
one m�nute! One rouble, s�xty-four kopecks!” sa�d the grey-ha�red
off�c�al, throw�ng the�r notes back to the housekeepers and porters.
“What do you w�sh?” he sa�d, turn�ng to Kovaloff.

“I w�sh—” answered the latter, “I have just been sw�ndled and
cheated, and I cannot get hold of the perpetrator. I only want you to
�nsert an advert�sement to say that whoever br�ngs th�s scoundrel to
me w�ll be well rewarded.”

“What �s your name, please?”
“Why do you want my name? I have many lady fr�ends—Madame

Tchektyr�ev, w�fe of a state-counc�llor, Madame Podtotch�na, w�fe of a
Colonel. Heaven forb�d that they should get to hear of �t. You can
s�mply wr�te ‘comm�ttee-man,’ or, better, ‘Major.’”

“And the man who has run away �s your serf.”
“Serf! If he was, �t would not be such a great sw�ndle! It �s the

nose wh�ch has absconded.”
“H'm! What a strange name. And th�s Mr Nose has stolen from

you a cons�derable sum?”
“Mr Nose! Ah, you don't understand me! It �s my own nose wh�ch

has gone, I don't know where. The dev�l has played a tr�ck on me.”
“How has �t d�sappeared? I don't understand.”
“I can't tell you how, but the �mportant po�nt �s that now �t walks

about the c�ty �tself a state-counc�llor. That �s why I want you to



advert�se that whoever gets hold of �t should br�ng �t as soon as
poss�ble to me. Cons�der; how can I l�ve w�thout such a prom�nent
part of my body? It �s not as �f �t were merely a l�ttle toe; I would only
have to put my foot �n my boot and no one would not�ce �ts absence.
Every Thursday I call on the w�fe of M. Tchektyr�ev, the state-
counc�llor; Madame Podtotch�na, a Colonel's w�fe who has a very
pretty daughter, �s one of my acqua�ntances; and what am I to do
now? I cannot appear before them l�ke th�s.”

The off�c�al compressed h�s l�ps and reflected. “No, I cannot �nsert
an advert�sement l�ke that,” he sa�d after a long pause.

“What! Why not?”
“Because �t m�ght comprom�se the paper. Suppose everyone

could advert�se that h�s nose was lost. People already say that all
sorts of nonsense and l�es are �nserted.”

“But th�s �s not nonsense! There �s noth�ng of that sort �n my
case.”

“You th�nk so? L�sten a m�nute. Last week there was a case very
l�ke �t. An off�c�al came, just as you have done, br�ng�ng an
advert�sement for the �nsert�on of wh�ch he pa�d two roubles, s�xty-
three kopecks; and th�s advert�sement s�mply announced the loss of
a black-ha�red poodle. There d�d not seem to be anyth�ng out of the
way �n �t, but �t was really a sat�re; by the poodle was meant the
cash�er of some establ�shment or other.”

“But I am not talk�ng of a poodle, but my own nose; �.e. almost
myself.”

“No, I cannot �nsert your advert�sement.”
“But my nose really has d�sappeared!”
“That �s a matter for a doctor. There are sa�d to be people who

can prov�de you w�th any k�nd of nose you l�ke. But I see that you are
a w�tty man, and l�ke to have your l�ttle joke.”

“But I swear to you on my word of honour. Look at my face
yourself.”

“Why put yourself out?” cont�nued the off�c�al, tak�ng a p�nch of
snuff. “All the same, �f you don't m�nd,” he added w�th a touch of
cur�os�ty, “I should l�ke to have a look at �t.”

The comm�ttee-man removed the handkerch�ef from before h�s
face.



“It certa�nly does look odd,” sa�d the off�c�al. “It �s perfectly flat l�ke
a freshly fr�ed pancake. It �s hardly cred�ble.”

“Very well. Are you go�ng to hes�tate any more? You see �t �s
�mposs�ble to refuse to advert�se my loss. I shall be part�cularly
obl�ged to you, and I shall be glad that th�s �nc�dent has procured me
the pleasure of mak�ng your acqua�ntance.” The Major, we see, d�d
not even shr�nk from a sl�ght hum�l�at�on.

“It certa�nly �s not d�ff�cult to advert�se �t,” repl�ed the off�c�al; “but I
don't see what good �t would do you. However, �f you lay so much
stress on �t, you should apply to someone who has a sk�lful pen, so
that he may descr�be �t as a cur�ous, natural freak, and publ�sh the
art�cle �n the Northern Bee” (here he took another p�nch) “for the
benef�t of youthful readers” (he w�ped h�s nose), “or s�mply as a
matter worthy of arous�ng publ�c cur�os�ty.”

The comm�ttee-man felt completely d�scouraged. He let h�s eyes
fall absent-m�ndedly on a da�ly paper �n wh�ch theatr�cal
performances were advert�sed. Read�ng there the name of an
actress whom he knew to be pretty, he �nvoluntar�ly sm�led, and h�s
hand sought h�s pocket to see �f he had a blue t�cket—for �n
Kovaloff's op�n�on super�or off�cers l�ke h�mself should not take a
lesser-pr�ced seat; but the thought of h�s lost nose suddenly spo�lt
everyth�ng.

The off�c�al h�mself seemed touched at h�s d�ff�cult pos�t�on.
Des�r�ng to console h�m, he tr�ed to express h�s sympathy by a few
pol�te words. “I much regret,” he sa�d, “your extraord�nary m�shap.
W�ll you not try a p�nch of snuff? It clears the head, ban�shes
depress�on, and �s a good prevent�ve aga�nst hæmorrho�ds.”

So say�ng, he reached h�s snuff-box out to Kovaloff, sk�lfully
conceal�ng at the same t�me the cover, wh�ch was adorned w�th the
portra�t of some lady or other.

Th�s act, qu�te �nnocent �n �tself, exasperated Kovaloff. “I don't
understand what you f�nd to joke about �n the matter,” he excla�med
angr�ly. “Don't you see that I lack prec�sely the essent�al feature for
tak�ng snuff? The dev�l take your snuff-box. I don't want to look at
snuff now, not even the best, certa�nly not your v�le stuff!”

So say�ng, he left the advert�sement off�ce �n a state of profound
�rr�tat�on, and went to the comm�ssary of pol�ce. He arr�ved just as



th�s d�gn�tary was recl�n�ng on h�s couch, and say�ng to h�mself w�th a
s�gh of sat�sfact�on, “Yes, I shall make a n�ce l�ttle sum out of that.”

It m�ght be expected, therefore, that the comm�ttee-man's v�s�t
would be qu�te �nopportune.

Th�s pol�ce comm�ssary was a great patron of all the arts and
�ndustr�es; but what he l�ked above everyth�ng else was a cheque. “It
�s a th�ng,” he used to say, “to wh�ch �t �s not easy to f�nd an
equ�valent; �t requ�res no food, �t does not take up much room, �t
stays �n one's pocket, and �f �t falls, �t �s not broken.”

The comm�ssary accorded Kovaloff a fa�rly fr�g�d recept�on,
say�ng that the afternoon was not the best t�me to come w�th a case,
that nature requ�red one to rest a l�ttle after eat�ng (th�s showed the
comm�ttee-man that the comm�ssary was acqua�nted w�th the
aphor�sms of the anc�ent sages), and that respectable people d�d not
have the�r noses stolen.

The last allus�on was too d�rect. We must remember that Kovaloff
was a very sens�t�ve man. He d�d not m�nd anyth�ng sa�d aga�nst h�m
as an �nd�v�dual, but he could not endure any reflect�on on h�s rank or
soc�al pos�t�on. He even bel�eved that �n comed�es one m�ght allow
attacks on jun�or off�cers, but never on the�r sen�ors.

The comm�ssary's recept�on of h�m hurt h�s feel�ngs so much that
he ra�sed h�s head proudly, and sa�d w�th d�gn�ty, “After such �nsult�ng
express�ons on your part, I have noth�ng more to say.” And he left
the place.

He reached h�s house qu�te wear�ed out. It was already grow�ng
dark. After all h�s fru�tless search, h�s room seemed to h�m
melancholy and even ugly. In the vest�bule he saw h�s valet Ivan
stretched on the leather couch and amus�ng h�mself by sp�tt�ng at the
ce�l�ng, wh�ch he d�d very cleverly, h�tt�ng every t�me the same spot.
H�s servant's equan�m�ty enraged h�m; he struck h�m on the forehead
w�th h�s hat, and sa�d, “You good-for-noth�ng, you are always play�ng
the fool!”

Ivan rose qu�ckly and hastened to take off h�s master's cloak.
Once �n h�s room, the Major, t�red and depressed, threw h�mself

�n an armcha�r and, after s�gh�ng a wh�le, began to sol�loqu�se:
“In heaven's name, why should such a m�sfortune befall me? If I

had lost an arm or a leg, �t would be less �nsupportable; but a man



w�thout a nose! Dev�l take �t!—what �s he good for? He �s only f�t to
be thrown out of the w�ndow. If �t had been taken from me �n war or
�n a duel, or �f I had lost �t by my own fault! But �t has d�sappeared
�nexpl�cably. But no! �t �s �mposs�ble,” he cont�nued after reflect�ng a
few moments, “�t �s �ncred�ble that a nose can d�sappear l�ke that—
qu�te �ncred�ble. I must be dream�ng, or suffer�ng from some
halluc�nat�on; perhaps I swallowed, by m�stake �nstead of water, the
brandy w�th wh�ch I rub my ch�n after be�ng shaved. That fool of an
Ivan must have forgotten to take �t away, and I must have swallowed
�t.”

In order to f�nd out whether he were really drunk, the Major
p�nched h�mself so hard that he unvoluntar�ly uttered a cry. The pa�n
conv�nced h�m that he was qu�te w�de awake. He walked slowly to
the look�ng-glass and at f�rst closed h�s eyes, hop�ng to see h�s nose
suddenly �n �ts proper place; but on open�ng them, he started back.
“What a h�deous s�ght!” he excla�med.

It was really �ncomprehens�ble. One m�ght eas�ly lose a button, a
s�lver spoon, a watch, or someth�ng s�m�lar; but a loss l�ke th�s, and
�n one's own dwell�ng!

After cons�der�ng all the c�rcumstances, Major Kovaloff felt
�ncl�ned to suppose that the cause of all h�s trouble should be la�d at
the door of Madame Podtotch�na, the Colonel's w�fe, who w�shed
h�m to marry her daughter. He h�mself pa�d her court read�ly, but
always avo�ded com�ng to the po�nt. And when the lady one day told
h�m po�nt-blank that she w�shed h�m to marry her daughter, he gently
drew back, declar�ng that he was st�ll too young, and that he had to
serve f�ve years more before he would be forty-two. Th�s must be the
reason why the lady, �n revenge, had resolved to br�ng h�m �nto
d�sgrace, and had h�red two sorceresses for that object. One th�ng
was certa�n—h�s nose had not been cut off; no one had entered h�s
room, and as for Ivan Jakovlev�tch—he had been shaved by h�m on
Wednesday, and dur�ng that day and the whole of Thursday h�s nose
had been there, as he knew and well remembered. Moreover, �f h�s
nose had been cut off he would naturally have felt pa�n, and
doubtless the wound would not have healed so qu�ckly, nor would
the surface have been as flat as a pancake.



All k�nds of plans passed through h�s head: should he br�ng a
legal act�on aga�nst the w�fe of a super�or off�cer, or should he go to
her and charge her openly w�th her treachery?

H�s reflect�ons were �nterrupted by a sudden l�ght, wh�ch shone
through all the ch�nks of the door, show�ng that Ivan had l�t the wax-
candles �n the vest�bule. Soon Ivan h�mself came �n w�th the l�ghts.
Kovaloff qu�ckly se�zed a handkerch�ef and covered the place where
h�s nose had been the even�ng before, so that h�s blockhead of a
servant m�ght not gape w�th h�s mouth w�de open when he saw h�s
master's extraord�nary appearance.

Scarcely had Ivan returned to the vest�bule than a stranger's
vo�ce was heard there.

“Does Major Kovaloff l�ve here?” �t asked.
“Come �n!” sa�d the Major, r�s�ng rap�dly and open�ng the door.
He saw a pol�ce off�c�al of pleasant appearance, w�th grey

wh�skers and fa�rly full cheeks—the same who at the
commencement of th�s story was stand�ng at the end of the Isaac
Br�dge. “You have lost your nose?” he asked.

“Exactly so.”
“It has just been found.”
“What—do you say?” stammered Major Kovaloff.
Joy had suddenly paralysed h�s tongue. He stared at the pol�ce

comm�ssary on whose cheeks and full l�ps fell the fl�cker�ng l�ght of
the candle.

“How was �t?” he asked at last.
“By a very s�ngular chance. It has been arrested just as �t was

gett�ng �nto a carr�age for R�ga. Its passport had been made out
some t�me ago �n the name of an off�c�al; and what �s st�ll more
strange, I myself took �t at f�rst for a gentleman. Fortunately I had my
glasses w�th me, and then I saw at once that �t was a nose. I am
shorts�ghted, you know, and as you stand before me I cannot
d�st�ngu�sh your nose, your beard, or anyth�ng else. My mother-�n-
law can hardly see at all.”

Kovaloff was bes�de h�mself w�th exc�tement. “Where �s �t?
Where? I w�ll hasten there at once.”

“Don't put yourself out. Know�ng that you need �t, I have brought �t
w�th me. Another s�ngular th�ng �s that the pr�nc�pal culpr�t �n the



matter �s a scoundrel of a barber l�v�ng �n the Ascens�on Avenue,
who �s now safely locked up. I had long suspected h�m of
drunkenness and theft; only the day before yesterday he stole some
buttons �n a shop. Your nose �s qu�te un�njured.” So say�ng, the
pol�ce comm�ssary put h�s hand �n h�s pocket and brought out the
nose wrapped up �n paper.

“Yes, yes, that �s �t!” excla�med Kovaloff. “W�ll you not stay and
dr�nk a cup of tea w�th me?”

“I should l�ke to very much, but I cannot. I must go at once to the
House of Correct�on. The cost of l�v�ng �s very h�gh nowadays. My
mother-�n-law l�ves w�th me, and there are several ch�ldren; the
eldest �s very hopeful and �ntell�gent, but I have no means for the�r
educat�on.”

After the comm�ssary's departure, Kovaloff rema�ned for some
t�me plunged �n a k�nd of vague rever�e, and d�d not recover full
consc�ousness for several moments, so great was the effect of th�s
unexpected good news. He placed the recovered nose carefully �n
the palm of h�s hand, and exam�ned �t aga�n w�th the greatest
attent�on.

“Yes, th�s �s �t!” he sa�d to h�mself. “Here �s the heat-bo�l on the left
s�de, wh�ch came out yesterday.” And he nearly laughed aloud w�th
del�ght.

But noth�ng �s permanent �n th�s world. Joy �n the second moment
of �ts arr�val �s already less keen than �n the f�rst, �s st�ll fa�nter �n the
th�rd, and f�n�shes by coalesc�ng w�th our normal mental state, just as
the c�rcles wh�ch the fall of a pebble forms on the surface of water,
gradually d�e away. Kovaloff began to med�tate, and saw that h�s
d�ff�cult�es were not yet over; h�s nose had been recovered, but �t had
to be jo�ned on aga�n �n �ts proper place.

And suppose �t could not? As he put th�s quest�on to h�mself,
Kovaloff grew pale. W�th a feel�ng of �ndescr�bable dread, he rushed
towards h�s dress�ng-table, and stood before the m�rror �n order that
he m�ght not place h�s nose crookedly. H�s hands trembled.

Very carefully he placed �t where �t had been before. Horror! It d�d
not rema�n there. He held �t to h�s mouth and warmed �t a l�ttle w�th
h�s breath, and then placed �t there aga�n; but �t would not hold.

“Hold on, you stup�d!” he sa�d.



But the nose seemed to be made of wood, and fell back on the
table w�th a strange no�se, as though �t had been a cork. The Major's
face began to tw�tch fever�shly. “Is �t poss�ble that �t won't st�ck?” he
asked h�mself, full of alarm. But however often he tr�ed, all h�s efforts
were �n va�n.

He called Ivan, and sent h�m to fetch the doctor who occup�ed the
f�nest flat �n the mans�on. Th�s doctor was a man of �mpos�ng
appearance, who had magn�f�cent black wh�skers and a healthy w�fe.
He ate fresh apples every morn�ng, and cleaned h�s teeth w�th
extreme care, us�ng f�ve d�fferent tooth-brushes for three-quarters of
an hour da�ly.

The doctor came �mmed�ately. After hav�ng asked the Major when
th�s m�sfortune had happened, he ra�sed h�s ch�n and gave h�m a
f�ll�p w�th h�s f�nger just where the nose had been, �n such a way that
the Major suddenly threw back h�s head and struck the wall w�th �t.
The doctor sa�d that d�d not matter; then, mak�ng h�m turn h�s face to
the r�ght, he felt the vacant place and sa�d “H'm!” then he made h�m
turn �t to the left and d�d the same; f�nally he aga�n gave h�m a f�ll�p
w�th h�s f�nger, so that the Major started l�ke a horse whose teeth are
be�ng exam�ned. After th�s exper�ment, the doctor shook h�s head
and sa�d, “No, �t cannot be done. Rather rema�n as you are, lest
someth�ng worse happen. Certa�nly one could replace �t at once, but
I assure you the remedy would be worse than the d�sease.”

“All very f�ne, but how am I to go on w�thout a nose?” answered
Kovaloff. “There �s noth�ng worse than that. How can I show myself
w�th such a v�lla�nous appearance? I go �nto good soc�ety, and th�s
even�ng I am �nv�ted to two part�es. I know several lad�es, Madame
Tchektyr�ev, the w�fe of a state-counc�llor, Madame Podtotch�na—
although after what she has done, I don't want to have anyth�ng to
do w�th her except through the agency of the pol�ce. I beg you,”
cont�nued Kovaloff �n a suppl�cat�ng tone, “f�nd some way or other of
replac�ng �t; even �f �t �s not qu�te f�rm, as long as �t holds at all; I can
keep �t �n place somet�mes w�th my hand, whenever there �s any r�sk.
Bes�des, I do not even dance, so that �t �s not l�kely to be �njured by
any sudden movement. As to your fee, be �n no anx�ety about that; I
can well afford �t.”



“Bel�eve me,” answered the doctor �n a vo�ce wh�ch was ne�ther
too h�gh nor too low, but soft and almost magnet�c, “I do not treat
pat�ents from love of ga�n. That would be contrary to my pr�nc�ples
and to my art. It �s true that I accept fees, but that �s only not to hurt
my pat�ents' feel�ngs by refus�ng them. I could certa�nly replace your
nose, but I assure you on my word of honour, �t would only make
matters worse. Rather let Nature do her own work. Wash the place
often w�th cold water, and I assure you that even w�thout a nose, you
w�ll be just as well as �f you had one. As to the nose �tself, I adv�se
you to have �t preserved �n a bottle of sp�r�ts, or, st�ll better, of warm
v�negar m�xed w�th two spoonfuls of brandy, and then you can sell �t
at a good pr�ce. I would be w�ll�ng to take �t myself, prov�ded you do
not ask too much.”

“No, no, I shall not sell �t at any pr�ce. I would rather �t were lost
aga�n.”

“Excuse me,” sa�d the doctor, tak�ng h�s leave. “I hoped to be
useful to you, but I can do noth�ng more; you are at any rate
conv�nced of my good-w�ll.” So say�ng, the doctor left the room w�th a
d�gn�f�ed a�r.

Kovaloff d�d not even not�ce h�s departure. Absorbed �n a
profound rever�e, he only saw the edge of h�s snow-wh�te cuffs
emerg�ng from the sleeves of h�s black coat.

The next day he resolved, before br�ng�ng a formal act�on, to
wr�te to the Colonel's w�fe and see whether she would not return to
h�m, w�thout further d�spute, that of wh�ch she had depr�ved h�m.

The letter ran as follows:

“To M����� A�������� P����������,
“I hardly understand your method of act�on. Be sure that by

adopt�ng such a course you w�ll ga�n noth�ng, and w�ll certa�nly not
succeed �n mak�ng me marry your daughter. Bel�eve me, the story of
my nose has become well known; �t �s you and no one else who
have taken the pr�nc�pal part �n �t. Its unexpected separat�on from the
place wh�ch �t occup�ed, �ts fl�ght and �ts appearances somet�mes �n
the d�sgu�se of an off�c�al, somet�mes �n proper person, are noth�ng
but the consequence of unholy spells employed by you or by



persons who, l�ke you, are add�cted to such honourable pursu�ts. On
my part, I w�sh to �nform you, that �f the above-ment�oned nose �s not
restored to-day to �ts proper place, I shall be obl�ged to have
recourse to legal procedure.

“For the rest, w�th all respect, I have the honour to be your
humble servant,

“P����� K�������.”

The reply was not long �n com�ng, and was as follows:

“Major P����� K�������,—
“Your letter has profoundly aston�shed me. I must confess that I

had not expected such unjust reproaches on your part. I assure you
that the off�c�al of whom you speak has not been at my house, e�ther
d�sgu�sed or �n h�s proper person. It �s true that Ph�l�ppe Ivanov�tch
Potantch�koff has pa�d v�s�ts at my house, and though he has
actually asked for my daughter's hand, and was a man of good
breed�ng, respectable and �ntell�gent, I never gave h�m any hope.

“Aga�n, you say someth�ng about a nose. If you �ntend to �mply by
that that I w�shed to snub you, �.e. to meet you w�th a refusal, I am
very aston�shed because, as you well know, I was qu�te of the
oppos�te m�nd. If after th�s you w�sh to ask for my daughter's hand, I
should be glad to grat�fy you, for such has also been the object of my
most fervent des�re, �n the hope of the accompl�shment of wh�ch, I
rema�n, yours most s�ncerely,

“A�������� P����������.”

“No,” sa�d Kovaloff, after hav�ng reperused the letter, “she �s
certa�nly not gu�lty. It �s �mposs�ble. Such a letter could not be wr�tten
by a cr�m�nal.” The comm�ttee-man was exper�enced �n such matters,
for he had been often off�c�ally deputed to conduct cr�m�nal
�nvest�gat�ons wh�le �n the Caucasus. “But then how and by what
tr�ck of fate has the th�ng happened?” he sa�d to h�mself w�th a
gesture of d�scouragement. “The dev�l must be at the bottom of �t.”



Meanwh�le the rumour of th�s extraord�nary event had spread all
over the c�ty, and, as �s generally the case, not w�thout numerous
add�t�ons. At that per�od there was a general d�spos�t�on to bel�eve �n
the m�raculous; the publ�c had recently been �mpressed by
exper�ments �n magnet�sm. The story of the float�ng cha�rs �n
Kon�ouchenna�a Street was st�ll qu�te recent, and there was noth�ng
aston�sh�ng �n hear�ng soon afterwards that Major Kovaloff's nose
was to be seen walk�ng every day at three o'clock on the Neffsky
Avenue. The crowd of cur�ous spectators wh�ch gathered there da�ly
was enormous. On one occas�on someone spread a report that the
nose was �n Junker's stores and �mmed�ately the place was
bes�eged by such a crowd that the pol�ce had to �nterfere and
establ�sh order. A certa�n speculator w�th a grave, wh�skered face,
who sold cakes at a theatre door, had some strong wooden benches
made wh�ch he placed before the w�ndow of the stores, and
obl�g�ngly �nv�ted the publ�c to stand on them and look �n, at the
modest charge of twenty-four kopecks. A veteran colonel, leav�ng h�s
house earl�er than usual expressly for the purpose, had the greatest
d�ff�culty �n elbow�ng h�s way through the crowd, but to h�s great
�nd�gnat�on he saw noth�ng �n the store w�ndow but an ord�nary
flannel wa�stcoat and a coloured l�thograph represent�ng a young g�rl
darn�ng a stock�ng, wh�le an elegant youth �n a wa�stcoat w�th large
lappels watched her from beh�nd a tree. The p�cture had hung �n the
same place for more than ten years. The colonel went off, growl�ng
savagely to h�mself, “How can the fools let themselves be exc�ted by
such �d�ot�c stor�es?”

Then another rumour got abroad, to the effect that the nose of
Major Kovaloff was �n the hab�t of walk�ng not on the Neffsky Avenue
but �n the Taur�s Gardens. Some students of the Academy of Surgery
went there on purpose to see �t. A h�gh-born lady wrote to the keeper
of the gardens ask�ng h�m to show her ch�ldren th�s rare
phenomenon, and to g�ve them some su�table �nstruct�on on the
occas�on.

All these �nc�dents were eagerly collected by the town w�ts, who
just then were very short of anecdotes adapted to amuse lad�es. On
the other hand, the m�nor�ty of sol�d, sober people were very much
d�spleased. One gentleman asserted w�th great �nd�gnat�on that he



could not understand how �n our enl�ghtened age such absurd�t�es
could spread abroad, and he was aston�shed that the Government
d�d not d�rect the�r attent�on to the matter. Th�s gentleman ev�dently
belonged to the category of those people who w�sh the Government
to �nterfere �n everyth�ng, even �n the�r da�ly quarrels w�th the�r w�ves.

But here the course of events �s aga�n obscured by a ve�l.

III

Strange events happen �n th�s world, events wh�ch are
somet�mes ent�rely �mprobable. The same nose wh�ch had
masqueraded as a state-counc�llor, and caused so much sensat�on
�n the town, was found one morn�ng �n �ts proper place, �.e. between
the cheeks of Major Kovaloff, as �f noth�ng had happened.

Th�s occurred on 7th Apr�l. On awak�ng, the Major looked by
chance �nto a m�rror and perce�ved a nose. He qu�ckly put h�s hand
to �t; �t was there beyond a doubt!

“Oh!” excla�med Kovaloff. For sheer joy he was on the po�nt of
perform�ng a dance barefooted across h�s room, but the entrance of
Ivan prevented h�m. He told h�m to br�ng water, and after wash�ng
h�mself, he looked aga�n �n the glass. The nose was there! Then he
dr�ed h�s face w�th a towel and looked aga�n. Yes, there was no
m�stake about �t!

“Look here, Ivan, �t seems to me that I have a heat-bo�l on my
nose,” he sa�d to h�s valet.

And he thought to h�mself at the same t�me, “That w�ll be a n�ce
bus�ness �f Ivan says to me ‘No, s�r, not only �s there no bo�l, but your
nose �tself �s not there!’”

But Ivan answered, “There �s noth�ng, s�r; I can see no bo�l on
your nose.”

“Good! Good!” excla�med the Major, and snapped h�s f�ngers w�th
del�ght.

At th�s moment the barber, Ivan Jakovlev�tch, put h�s head �n at
the door, but as t�m�dly as a cat wh�ch has just been beaten for
steal�ng lard.



“Tell me f�rst, are your hands clean?” asked Kovaloff when he
saw h�m.

“Yes, s�r.”
“You l�e.”
“I swear they are perfectly clean, s�r.”
“Very well; then come here.”
Kovaloff seated h�mself. Jakovlev�tch t�ed a napk�n under h�s

ch�n, and �n the tw�nkl�ng of an eye covered h�s beard and part of h�s
cheeks w�th a cop�ous creamy lather.

“There �t �s!” sa�d the barber to h�mself, as he glanced at the
nose. Then he bent h�s head a l�ttle and exam�ned �t from one s�de.
“Yes, �t actually �s the nose—really, when one th�nks——” he
cont�nued, pursu�ng h�s mental sol�loquy and st�ll look�ng at �t. Then
qu�te gently, w�th �nf�n�te precaut�on, he ra�sed two f�ngers �n the a�r �n
order to take hold of �t by the extrem�ty, as he was accustomed to do.

“Now then, take care!” Kovaloff excla�med.
Ivan Jakovlev�tch let h�s arm fall and felt more embarrassed than

he had ever done �n h�s l�fe. At last he began to pass the razor very
l�ghtly over the Major's ch�n, and although �t was very d�ff�cult to
shave h�m w�thout us�ng the olfactory organ as a po�nt of support, he
succeeded, however, by plac�ng h�s wr�nkled thumb aga�nst the
Major's lower jaw and cheek, thus overcom�ng all obstacles and
br�ng�ng h�s task to a safe conclus�on.

When the barber had f�n�shed, Kovaloff hastened to dress
h�mself, took a droshky, and drove stra�ght to the confect�oner's. As
he entered �t, he ordered a cup of chocolate. He then stepped
stra�ght to the m�rror; the nose was there!

He returned joyfully, and regarded w�th a sat�r�cal express�on two
off�cers who were �n the shop, one of whom possessed a nose not
much larger than a wa�stcoat button.

After that he went to the off�ce of the department where he had
appl�ed for the post of v�ce-governor of a prov�nce or Government
ba�l�ff. As he passed through the hall of recept�on, he cast a glance
at the m�rror; the nose was there! Then he went to pay a v�s�t to
another comm�ttee-man, a very sarcast�c personage, to whom he
was accustomed to say �n answer to h�s ra�llery, “Yes, I know, you
are the funn�est fellow �n St Petersburg.”



On the way he sa�d to h�mself, “If the Major does not burst �nto
laughter at the s�ght of me, that �s a most certa�n s�gn that everyth�ng
�s �n �ts accustomed place.”

But the Major sa�d noth�ng. “Very good!” thought Kovaloff.
As he returned, he met Madame Podtotch�na w�th her daughter.

He accosted them, and they responded very grac�ously. The
conversat�on lasted a long t�me, dur�ng wh�ch he took more than one
p�nch of snuff, say�ng to h�mself, “No, you haven't caught me yet,
coquettes that you are! And as to the daughter, I shan't marry her at
all.”

After that, the Major resumed h�s walks on the Neffsky Avenue
and h�s v�s�ts to the theatre as �f noth�ng had happened. H�s nose
also rema�ned �n �ts place as �f �t had never qu�tted �t. From that t�me
he was always to be seen sm�l�ng, �n a good humour, and pay�ng
attent�ons to pretty g�rls.

IV

Such was the occurrence wh�ch took place �n the northern cap�tal
of our vast emp�re. On cons�der�ng the account carefully we see that
there �s a good deal wh�ch looks �mprobable about �t. Not to speak of
the strange d�sappearance of the nose, and �ts appearance �n
d�fferent places under the d�sgu�se of a counc�llor of state, how was �t
that Kovaloff d�d not understand that one cannot decently advert�se
for a lost nose? I do not mean to say that he would have had to pay
too much for the advert�sement—that �s a mere tr�fle, and I am not
one of those who attach too much �mportance to money; but to
advert�se �n such a case �s not proper nor bef�tt�ng.

Another d�ff�culty �s—how was the nose found �n the baked loaf,
and how d�d Ivan Jakovlev�tch h�mself—no, I don't understand �t at
all!

But the most �ncomprehens�ble th�ng of all �s, how authors can
choose such subjects for the�r stor�es. That really surpasses my
understand�ng. In the f�rst place, no advantage results from �t for the
country; and �n the second place, no harm results e�ther.



All the same, when one reflects well, there really �s someth�ng �n
the matter. Whatever may be sa�d to the contrary, such cases do
occur—rarely, �t �s true, but now and then actually.



MEMOIRS OF A MADMAN

October 3rd.—A strange occurrence has taken place to-day. I got up
fa�rly late, and when Mawra brought me my clean boots, I asked her
how late �t was. When I heard �t had long struck ten, I dressed as
qu�ckly as poss�ble.

To tell the truth, I would rather not have gone to the off�ce at all
to-day, for I know beforehand that our department-ch�ef w�ll look as
sour as v�negar. For some t�me past he has been �n the hab�t of
say�ng to me, “Look here, my fr�end; there �s someth�ng wrong w�th
your head. You often rush about as though you were possessed.
Then you make such confused abstracts of the documents that the
dev�l h�mself cannot make them out; you wr�te the t�tle w�thout any
cap�tal letters, and add ne�ther the date nor the docket-number.” The
long-legged scoundrel! He �s certa�nly env�ous of me, because I s�t �n
the d�rector's work-room, and mend H�s Excellency's pens. In a
word, I should not have gone to the off�ce �f I had not hoped to meet
the accountant, and perhaps squeeze a l�ttle advance out of th�s
sk�nfl�nt.

A terr�ble man, th�s accountant! As for h�s advanc�ng one's salary
once �n a way—you m�ght sooner expect the sk�es to fall. You may
beg and beseech h�m, and be on the very verge of ru�n—th�s grey
dev�l won't budge an �nch. At the same t�me, h�s own cook at home,
as all the world knows, boxes h�s ears.

I really don't see what good one gets by serv�ng �n our
department. There are no plums there. In the f�scal and jud�c�al
off�ces �t �s qu�te d�fferent. There some unga�nly fellow s�ts �n a corner
and wr�tes and wr�tes; he has such a shabby coat and such an ugly



mug that one would l�ke to sp�t on both of them. But you should see
what a splend�d country-house he has rented. He would not
condescend to accept a g�lt porcela�n cup as a present. “You can
g�ve that to your fam�ly doctor,” he would say. Noth�ng less than a
pa�r of chestnut horses, a f�ne carr�age, or a beaver-fur coat worth
three hundred roubles would be good enough for h�m. And yet he
seems so m�ld and qu�et, and asks so am�ably, “Please lend me your
penkn�fe; I w�sh to mend my pen.” Nevertheless, he knows how to
scar�fy a pet�t�oner t�ll he has hardly a whole st�tch left on h�s body.

In our off�ce �t must be adm�tted everyth�ng �s done �n a proper
and gentlemanly way; there �s more cleanness and elegance than
one w�ll ever f�nd �n Government off�ces. The tables are mahogany,
and everyone �s addressed as “s�r.” And truly, were �t not for th�s
off�c�al propr�ety, I should long ago have sent �n my res�gnat�on.

I put on my old cloak, and took my umbrella, as a l�ght ra�n was
fall�ng. No one was to be seen on the streets except some women,
who had flung the�r sk�rts over the�r heads. Here and there one saw
a cabman or a shopman w�th h�s umbrella up. Of the h�gher classes
one only saw an off�c�al here and there. One I saw at the street-
cross�ng, and thought to myself, “Ah! my fr�end, you are not go�ng to
the off�ce, but after that young lady who walks �n front of you. You are
just l�ke the off�cers who run after every pett�coat they see.”

As I was thus follow�ng the tra�n of my thoughts, I saw a carr�age
stop before a shop just as I was pass�ng �t. I recogn�sed �t at once; �t
was our d�rector's carr�age. “He has noth�ng to do �n the shop,” I sa�d
to myself; “�t must be h�s daughter.”

I pressed myself close aga�nst the wall. A lackey opened the
carr�age door, and, as I had expected, she fluttered l�ke a b�rd out of
�t. How proudly she looked r�ght and left; how she drew her eyebrows
together, and shot l�ghtn�ngs from her eyes—good heavens! I am
lost, hopelessly lost!

But why must she come out �n such abom�nable weather? And
yet they say women are so mad on the�r f�nery!

She d�d not recogn�se me. I had wrapped myself as closely as
poss�ble �n my cloak. It was d�rty and old-fash�oned, and I would not
have l�ked to have been seen by her wear�ng �t. Now they wear



cloaks w�th long collars, but m�ne has only a short double collar, and
the cloth �s of �nfer�or qual�ty.

Her l�ttle dog could not get �nto the shop, and rema�ned outs�de. I
know th�s dog; �ts name �s “Meggy.”

Before I had been stand�ng there a m�nute, I heard a vo�ce call,
“Good day, Meggy!”

Who the deuce was that? I looked round and saw two lad�es
hurry�ng by under an umbrella—one old, the other fa�rly young. They
had already passed me when I heard the same vo�ce say aga�n, “For
shame, Meggy!”

What was that? I saw Meggy sn�ff�ng at a dog wh�ch ran beh�nd
the lad�es. The deuce! I thought to myself, “I am not drunk? That
happens pretty seldom.”

“No, F�del, you are wrong,” I heard Meggy say qu�te d�st�nctly. “I
was—bow—wow!—I was—bow! wow! wow!—very �ll.”

What an extraord�nary dog! I was, to tell the truth, qu�te amazed
to hear �t talk human language. But when I cons�dered the matter
well, I ceased to be aston�shed. In fact, such th�ngs have already
happened �n the world. It �s sa�d that �n England a f�sh put �ts head
out of water and sa�d a word or two �n such an extraord�nary
language that learned men have been puzzl�ng over them for three
years, and have not succeeded �n �nterpret�ng them yet. I also read
�n the paper of two cows who entered a shop and asked for a pound
of tea.

Meanwh�le what Meggy went on to say seemed to me st�ll more
remarkable. She added, “I wrote to you lately, F�del; perhaps Polkan
d�d not br�ng you the letter.”

Now I am w�ll�ng to forfe�t a whole month's salary �f I ever heard
of dogs wr�t�ng before. Th�s has certa�nly aston�shed me. For some
l�ttle t�me past I hear and see th�ngs wh�ch no other man has heard
and seen.

“I w�ll,” I thought, “follow that dog �n order to get to the bottom of
the matter. Accord�ngly, I opened my umbrella and went after the two
lad�es. They went down Bean Street, turned through C�t�zen Street
and Carpenter Street, and f�nally halted on the Cuckoo Br�dge before
a large house. I know th�s house; �t �s Sverkoff's. What a monster he
�s! What sort of people l�ve there! How many cooks, how many



bagmen! There are brother off�c�als of m�ne also there packed on
each other l�ke herr�ngs. And I have a fr�end there, a f�ne player on
the cornet.”

The lad�es mounted to the f�fth story. “Very good,” thought I; “I w�ll
make a note of the number, �n order to follow up the matter at the
f�rst opportun�ty.”

October 4th.—To-day �s Wednesday, and I was as usual �n the
off�ce. I came early on purpose, sat down, and mended all the pens.

Our d�rector must be a very clever man. The whole room �s full of
bookcases. I read the t�tles of some of the books; they were very
learned, beyond the comprehens�on of people of my class, and all �n
French and German. I look at h�s face; see! how much d�gn�ty there
�s �n h�s eyes. I never hear a s�ngle superfluous word from h�s mouth,
except that when he hands over the documents, he asks “What sort
of weather �s �t?”

No, he �s not a man of our class; he �s a real statesman. I have
already not�ced that I am a spec�al favour�te of h�s. If now h�s
daughter also—ah! what folly—let me say no more about �t!

I have read the Northern Bee. What fool�sh people the French
are! By heavens! I should l�ke to tackle them all, and g�ve them a
thrash�ng. I have also read a f�ne descr�pt�on of a ball g�ven by a
landowner of Kursk. The landowners of Kursk wr�te a f�ne style.

Then I not�ced that �t was already half-past twelve, and the
d�rector had not yet left h�s bedroom. But about half-past one
someth�ng happened wh�ch no pen can descr�be.

The door opened. I thought �t was the d�rector; I jumped up w�th
my documents from the seat, and—then—she—herself—came �nto
the room. Ye sa�nts! how beaut�fully she was dressed. Her garments
were wh�ter than a swan's plumage—oh how splend�d! A sun,
�ndeed, a real sun!

She greeted me and asked, “Has not my father come yet?”
Ah! what a vo�ce. A canary b�rd! A real canary b�rd!
“Your Excellency,” I wanted to excla�m, “don't have me executed,

but �f �t must be done, then k�ll me rather w�th your own angel�c



hand.” But, God knows why, I could not br�ng �t out, so I only sa�d,
“No, he has not come yet.”

She glanced at me, looked at the books, and let her handkerch�ef
fall. Instantly I started up, but sl�pped on the �nfernal pol�shed floor,
and nearly broke my nose. St�ll I succeeded �n p�ck�ng up the
handkerch�ef. Ye heavenly cho�rs, what a handkerch�ef! So tender
and soft, of the f�nest cambr�c. It had the scent of a general's rank!

She thanked me, and sm�led so am�ably that her sugar l�ps nearly
melted. Then she left the room.

After I had sat there about an hour, a flunkey came �n and sa�d,
“You can go home, Mr Ivanov�tch; the d�rector has already gone out!”

I cannot stand these lackeys! They hang about the vest�bules,
and scarcely vouchsafe to greet one w�th a nod. Yes, somet�mes �t �s
even worse; once one of these rascals offered me h�s snuff-box
w�thout even gett�ng up from h�s cha�r. “Don't you know then, you
country-bumpk�n, that I am an off�c�al and of ar�stocrat�c b�rth?”

Th�s t�me, however, I took my hat and overcoat qu�etly; these
people naturally never th�nk of help�ng one on w�th �t. I went home,
lay a good wh�le on the bed, and wrote some verses �n my note:

“'T�s an hour s�nce I saw thee,
And �t seems a whole long year;

If I loathe my own ex�stence,
How can I l�ve on, my dear?”

I th�nk they are by Pushk�n.
In the even�ng I wrapped myself �n my cloak, hastened to the

d�rector's house, and wa�ted there a long t�me to see �f she would
come out and get �nto the carr�age. I only wanted to see her once,
but she d�d not come.

November 6th.—Our ch�ef clerk has gone mad. When I came to
the off�ce to-day he called me to h�s room and began as follows:
“Look here, my fr�end, what w�ld �deas have got �nto your head?”

“How! What? None at all,” I answered.



“Cons�der well. You are already past forty; �t �s qu�te t�me to be
reasonable. What do you �mag�ne? Do you th�nk I don't know all your
tr�cks? Are you try�ng to pay court to the d�rector's daughter? Look at
yourself and real�se what you are! A nonent�ty, noth�ng else. I would
not g�ve a kopeck for you. Look well �n the glass. How can you have
such thoughts w�th such a car�cature of a face?”

May the dev�l take h�m! Because h�s own face has a certa�n
resemblance to a med�c�ne-bottle, because he has a curly bush of
ha�r on h�s head, and somet�mes combs �t upwards, and somet�mes
plasters �t down �n all k�nds of queer ways, he th�nks that he can do
everyth�ng. I know well, I know why he �s angry w�th me. He �s
env�ous; perhaps he has not�ced the tokens of favour wh�ch have
been grac�ously shown me. But why should I bother about h�m? A
counc�llor! What sort of �mportant an�mal �s that? He wears a gold
cha�n w�th h�s watch, buys h�mself boots at th�rty roubles a pa�r; may
the deuce take h�m! Am I a ta�lor's son or some other obscure
cabbage? I am a nobleman! I can also work my way up. I am just
forty-two—an age when a man's real career generally beg�ns. Wa�t a
b�t, my fr�end! I too may get to a super�or's rank; or perhaps, �f God �s
grac�ous, even to a h�gher one. I shall make a name wh�ch w�ll far
outstr�p yours. You th�nk there are no able men except yourself? I
only need to order a fash�onable coat and wear a t�e l�ke yours, and
you would be qu�te ecl�psed.

But I have no money—that �s the worst part of �t!

November 8th.—I was at the theatre. “The Russ�an House-Fool”
was performed. I laughed heart�ly. There was also a k�nd of mus�cal
comedy wh�ch conta�ned amus�ng h�ts at barr�sters. The language
was very broad; I wonder the censor passed �t. In the comedy l�nes
occur wh�ch accuse the merchants of cheat�ng; the�r sons are sa�d to
lead �mmoral l�ves, and to behave very d�srespectfully towards the
nob�l�ty.

The cr�t�cs also are cr�t�c�sed; they are sa�d only to be able to f�nd
fault, so that authors have to beg the publ�c for protect�on.



Our modern dramat�sts certa�nly wr�te amus�ng th�ngs. I am very
fond of the theatre. If I have only a kopeck �n my pocket, I always go
there. Most of my fellow-off�c�als are uneducated boors, and never
enter a theatre unless one throws free t�ckets at the�r head.

One actress sang d�v�nely. I thought also of—but s�lence!

November 9th.—About e�ght o'clock I went to the off�ce. The ch�ef
clerk pretended not to not�ce my arr�val. I for my part also behaved
as though he were not �n ex�stence. I read through and collated
documents. About four o'clock I left. I passed by the d�rector's house,
but no one was to be seen. After d�nner I lay for a good wh�le on the
bed.

November 11th.—To-day I sat �n the d�rector's room, mended
twenty-three pens for h�m, and for Her—for Her Excellence, h�s
daughter, four more.

The d�rector l�kes to see many pens ly�ng on h�s table. What a
head he must have! He cont�nually wraps h�mself �n s�lence, but I
don't th�nk the smallest tr�fle escapes h�s eye. I should l�ke to know
what he �s generally th�nk�ng of, what �s really go�ng on �n th�s bra�n; I
should l�ke to get acqua�nted w�th the whole manner of l�fe of these
gentlemen, and get a closer v�ew of the�r cunn�ng court�ers' arts, and
all the act�v�t�es of these c�rcles. I have often thought of ask�ng H�s
Excellence about them; but—the deuce knows why!—every t�me my
tongue fa�led me and I could get noth�ng out but my meteorolog�cal
report.

I w�sh I could get a look �nto the spare-room whose door I so
often see open. And a second small room beh�nd the spare-room
exc�tes my cur�os�ty. How splend�dly �t �s f�tted up; what a quant�ty of
m�rrors and cho�ce ch�na �t conta�ns! I should also l�ke to cast a
glance �nto those reg�ons where Her Excellency, the daughter, w�elds
the sceptre. I should l�ke to see how all the scent-bottles and boxes
are arranged �n her boudo�r, and the flowers wh�ch exhale so



del�c�ous a scent that one �s half afra�d to breathe. And her clothes
ly�ng about wh�ch are too ethereal to be called clothes—but s�lence!

To-day there came to me what seemed a heavenly �nsp�rat�on. I
remembered the conversat�on between the two dogs wh�ch I had
overheard on the Nevsk� Prospect. “Very good,” I thought; “now I see
my way clear. I must get hold of the correspondence wh�ch these two
s�lly dogs have carr�ed on w�th each other. In �t I shall probably f�nd
many th�ngs expla�ned.”

I had already once called Meggy to me and sa�d to her, “L�sten,
Meggy! Now we are alone together; �f you l�ke, I w�ll also shut the
door so that no one can see us. Tell me now all that you know about
your m�stress. I swear to you that I w�ll tell no one.”

But the cunn�ng dog drew �n �ts ta�l, ruffled up �ts ha�r, and went
qu�te qu�etly out of the door, as though �t had heard noth�ng.

I had long been of the op�n�on that dogs are much cleverer than
men. I also bel�eved that they could talk, and that only a certa�n
obst�nacy kept them from do�ng so. They are espec�ally watchful
an�mals, and noth�ng escapes the�r observat�on. Now, cost what �t
may, I w�ll go to-morrow to Sverkoff's house �n order to ask after
F�del, and �f I have luck, to get hold of all the letters wh�ch Meggy has
wr�tten to her.

November 12th.—To-day about two o'clock �n the afternoon I
started �n order, by some means or other, to see F�del and quest�on
her.

I cannot stand th�s smell of Sauerkraut wh�ch assa�ls one's
olfactory nerves from all the shops �n C�t�zen Street. There also
exhales such an odour from under each house door, that one must
hold one's nose and pass by qu�ckly. There ascends also so much
smoke and soot from the art�sans' shops that �t �s almost �mposs�ble
to get through �t.

When I had cl�mbed up to the s�xth story, and had rung the bell, a
rather pretty g�rl w�th a freckled face came out. I recogn�sed her as
the compan�on of the old lady. She blushed a l�ttle and asked “What
do you want?”



“I want to have a l�ttle conversat�on w�th your dog.”
She was a s�mple-m�nded g�rl, as I saw at once. The dog came

runn�ng and bark�ng loudly. I wanted to take hold of �t, but the
abom�nable beast nearly caught hold of my nose w�th �ts teeth. But �n
a corner of the room I saw �ts sleep�ng-basket. Ah! that was what I
wanted. I went to �t, rummaged �n the straw, and to my great
sat�sfact�on drew out a l�ttle packet of small p�eces of paper. When
the h�deous l�ttle dog saw th�s, �t f�rst b�t me �n the calf of the leg, and
then, as soon as �t had become aware of my theft, �t began to
wh�mper and to fawn on me; but I sa�d, “No, you l�ttle beast; good-
bye!” and hastened away.

I bel�eve the g�rl thought me mad; at any rate she was thoroughly
alarmed.

When I reached my room I w�shed to get to work at once, and
read through the letters by dayl�ght, s�nce I do not see well by
candle-l�ght; but the wretched Mawra had got the �dea of sweep�ng
the floor. These blockheads of F�nn�sh women are always clean
where there �s no need to be.

I then went for a l�ttle walk and began to th�nk over what had
happened. Now at last I could get to the bottom of all facts, �deas
and mot�ves! These letters would expla�n everyth�ng. Dogs are clever
fellows; they know all about pol�t�cs, and I w�ll certa�nly f�nd �n the
letters all I want, espec�ally the character of the d�rector and all h�s
relat�onsh�ps. And through these letters I w�ll get �nformat�on about
her who—but s�lence!

Towards even�ng I came home and lay for a good wh�le on the
bed.

November 13th.—Now let us see! The letter �s fa�rly leg�ble but
the handwr�t�ng �s somewhat dogg�sh.

“D��� F����!—I cannot get accustomed to your ord�nary name,
as �f they could not have found a better one for you! F�del! How



tasteless! How ord�nary! But th�s �s not the t�me to d�scuss �t. I am
very glad that we thought of correspond�ng w�th each other.”

(The letter �s qu�te correctly wr�tten. The punctuat�on and spell�ng
are perfectly r�ght. Even our head clerk does not wr�te so s�mply and
clearly, though he declares he has been at the Un�vers�ty. Let us go
on.)

“I th�nk that �t �s one of the most ref�ned joys of th�s world to
�nterchange thoughts, feel�ngs, and �mpress�ons.”

(H'm! Th�s �dea comes from some book wh�ch has been
translated from German. I can't remember the t�tle.)

“I speak from exper�ence, although I have not gone farther �nto
the world than just before our front door. Does not my l�fe pass
happ�ly and comfortably? My m�stress, whom her father calls Soph�e,
�s qu�te �n love w�th me.”

(Ah! Ah!—but better be s�lent!)
“Her father also often strokes me. I dr�nk tea and coffee w�th

cream. Yes, my dear, I must confess to you that I f�nd no sat�sfact�on
�n those large, gnawed-at bones wh�ch Polkan devours �n the
k�tchen. Only the bones of w�ld fowl are good, and that only when the
marrow has not been sucked out of them. They taste very n�ce w�th a
l�ttle sauce, but there should be no green stuff �n �t. But I know
noth�ng worse than the hab�t of g�v�ng dogs balls of bread kneaded
up. Someone s�ts at table, kneads a bread-ball w�th d�rty f�ngers,
calls you and st�cks �t �n your mouth. Good manners forb�d your
refus�ng �t, and you eat �t—w�th d�sgust �t �s true, but you eat �t.”

(The deuce! What �s th�s? What rubb�sh! As �f she could f�nd
noth�ng more su�table to wr�te about! I w�ll see �f there �s anyth�ng
more reasonable on the second page.)

“I am qu�te w�ll�ng to �nform you of everyth�ng that goes on here. I
have already ment�oned the most �mportant person �n the house,
whom Soph�e calls ‘Papa.’ He �s a very strange man.”

(Ah! Here we are at last! Yes, I knew �t; they have a pol�t�c�an's
penetrat�ng eye for all th�ngs. Let us see what she says about
“Papa.”)

“… a strange man. Generally he �s s�lent; he only speaks seldom,
but about a week ago he kept on repeat�ng to h�mself, ‘Shall I get �t
or not?’ In one hand he took a sheet of paper; the other he stretched



out as though to rece�ve someth�ng, and repeated, ‘Shall I get �t or
not?’ Once he turned to me w�th the quest�on, ‘What do you th�nk,
Meggy?’ I d�d not understand �n the least what he meant, sn�ffed at
h�s boots, and went away. A week later he came home w�th h�s face
beam�ng. That morn�ng he was v�s�ted by several off�cers �n un�form
who congratulated h�m. At the d�nner-table he was �n a better
humour than I have ever seen h�m before.”

(Ah! he �s amb�t�ous then! I must make a note of that.)
“Pardon, my dear, I hasten to conclude, etc., etc. To-morrow I w�ll

f�n�sh the letter.”

.  .  .  .  .  .

“Now, good morn�ng; here I am aga�n at your serv�ce. To-day my
m�stress Soph�e …”

(Ah! we w�ll see what she says about Soph�e. Let us go on!)
“… was �n an unusually exc�ted state. She went to a ball, and I

was glad that I could wr�te to you �n her absence. She l�kes go�ng to
balls, although she gets dreadfully �rr�tated wh�le dress�ng. I cannot
understand, my dear, what �s the pleasure �n go�ng to a ball. She
comes home from the ball at s�x o'clock �n the early morn�ng, and to
judge by her pale and emac�ated face, she has had noth�ng to eat. I
could, frankly speak�ng, not endure such an ex�stence. If I could not
get partr�dge w�th sauce, or the w�ng of a roast ch�cken, I don't know
what I should do. Porr�dge w�th sauce �s also tolerable, but I can get
up no enthus�asm for carrots, turn�ps, and art�chokes.”

The style �s very unequal! One sees at once that �t has not been
wr�tten by a man. The beg�nn�ng �s qu�te �ntell�gent, but at the end the
can�ne nature breaks out. I w�ll read another letter; �t �s rather long
and there �s no date.



“Ah, my dear, how del�ghtful �s the arr�val of spr�ng! My heart
beats as though �t expected someth�ng. There �s a perpetual r�ng�ng
�n my ears, so that I often stand w�th my foot ra�sed, for several
m�nutes at a t�me, and l�sten towards the door. In conf�dence I w�ll tell
you that I have many adm�rers. I often s�t on the w�ndow-s�ll and let
them pass �n rev�ew. Ah! �f you knew what m�screat�ons there are
among them; one, a clumsy house-dog, w�th stup�d�ty wr�tten on h�s
face, walks the street w�th an �mportant a�r and �mag�nes that he �s
an extremely �mportant person, and that the eyes of all the world are
fastened on h�m. I don't pay h�m the least attent�on, and pretend not
to see h�m at all.

“And what a h�deous bulldog has taken up h�s post oppos�te my
w�ndow! If he stood on h�s h�nd-legs, as the monster probably
cannot, he would be taller by a head than my m�stress's papa, who
h�mself has a stately f�gure. Th�s lout seems, moreover, to be very
�mpudent. I growl at h�m, but he does not seem to m�nd that at all. If
he at least would only wr�nkle h�s forehead! Instead of that, he
stretches out h�s tongue, droops h�s b�g ears, and stares �n at the
w�ndow—th�s rust�c boor! But do you th�nk, my dear, that my heart
rema�ns proof aga�nst all temptat�ons? Alas no! If you had only seen
that gentlemanly dog who crept through the fence of the
ne�ghbour�ng house. ‘Treasure’ �s h�s name. Ah, my dear, what a
del�ghtful snout he has!”

(To the deuce w�th the stuff! What rubb�sh �t �s! How can one
blacken paper w�th such absurd�t�es. G�ve me a man. I want to see a
man! I need some food to nour�sh and refresh my m�nd, and get th�s
s�ll�ness �nstead. I w�ll turn the page to see �f there �s anyth�ng better
on the other s�de.)

“Soph�e sat at the table and sewed someth�ng. I looked out of the
w�ndow and amused myself by watch�ng the passers-by. Suddenly a
flunkey entered and announced a v�s�tor—‘Mr Teploff.’

“‘Show h�m �n!’ sa�d Soph�e, and began to embrace me. ‘Ah!
Meggy, Meggy, do you know who that �s? He �s dark, and belongs to
the Royal Household; and what eyes he has! Dark and br�ll�ant as
f�re.’

“Soph�e hastened �nto her room. A m�nute later a young
gentleman w�th black wh�skers entered. He went to the m�rror,



smoothed h�s ha�r, and looked round the room. I turned away and sat
down �n my place.

“Soph�e entered and returned h�s bow �n a fr�endly manner.
“I pretended to observe noth�ng, and cont�nued to look out of the

w�ndow. But I leant my head a l�ttle on one s�de to hear what they
were talk�ng about. Ah, my dear! what s�lly th�ngs they d�scussed—
how a lady executed the wrong f�gure �n danc�ng; how a certa�n
Boboff, w�th h�s expans�ve sh�rt-fr�ll, had looked l�ke a stork and
nearly fallen down; how a certa�n L�d�na �mag�ned she had blue eyes
when they were really green, etc.

“I do not know, my dear, what spec�al charm she f�nds �n her Mr
Teploff, and why she �s so del�ghted w�th h�m.”

(It seems to me myself that there �s someth�ng wrong here. It �s
�mposs�ble that th�s Teploff should bew�tch her. We w�ll see further.)

“If th�s gentleman of the Household pleases her, then she must
also be pleased, accord�ng to my v�ew, w�th that off�c�al who s�ts �n
her papa's wr�t�ng-room. Ah, my dear, �f you know what a f�gure he
�s! A regular torto�se!”

(What off�c�al does she mean?)
“He has an extraord�nary name. He always s�ts there and mends

the pens. H�s ha�r looks l�ke a truss of hay. Her papa always employs
h�m �nstead of a servant.”

(I bel�eve th�s abom�nable l�ttle beast �s referr�ng to me. But what
has my ha�r got to do w�th hay?)

“Soph�e can never keep from laugh�ng when she sees h�m.”

You l�e, cursed dog! What a scandalous tongue! As �f I d�d not
know that �t �s envy wh�ch prompts you, and that here there �s
treachery at work—yes, the treachery of the ch�ef clerk. Th�s man
hates me �mplacably; he has plotted aga�nst me, he �s always
seek�ng to �njure me. I'll look through one more letter; perhaps �t w�ll
make the matter clearer.



“F�del, my dear, pardon me that I have not wr�tten for so long. I
was float�ng �n a dream of del�ght. In truth, some author remarks,
‘Love �s a second l�fe.’ Bes�des, great changes are go�ng on �n the
house. The young chamberla�n �s always here. Soph�e �s w�ldly �n
love w�th h�m. Her papa �s qu�te contented. I heard from Gregor, who
sweeps the floor, and �s �n the hab�t of talk�ng to h�mself, that the
marr�age w�ll soon be celebrated. Her papa w�ll at any rate get h�s
daughter marr�ed to a general, a colonel, or a chamberla�n.”

Deuce take �t! I can read no more. It �s all about chamberla�ns
and generals. I should l�ke myself to be a general—not �n order to
sue for her hand and all that—no, not at all; I should l�ke to be a
general merely �n order to see people wr�ggl�ng, squ�rm�ng, and
hatch�ng plots before me.

And then I should l�ke to tell them that they are both of them not
worth sp�tt�ng on. But �t �s vexat�ous! I tear the fool�sh dog's letters up
�n a thousand p�eces.

December 3rd.—It �s not poss�ble that the marr�age should take
place; �t �s only �dle goss�p. What does �t s�gn�fy �f he �s a
chamberla�n! That �s only a d�gn�ty, not a substant�al th�ng wh�ch one
can see or handle. H�s chamberla�n's off�ce w�ll not procure h�m a
th�rd eye �n h�s forehead. Ne�ther �s h�s nose made of gold; �t �s just
l�ke m�ne or anyone else's nose. He does not eat and cough, but
smells and sneezes w�th �t. I should l�ke to get to the bottom of the
mystery—whence do all these d�st�nct�ons come? Why am I only a
t�tular counc�llor?

Perhaps I am really a count or a general, and only appear to be a
t�tular counc�llor. Perhaps I don't even know who and what I am. How
many cases there are �n h�story of a s�mple gentleman, or even a
burgher or peasant, suddenly turn�ng out to be a great lord or baron?
Well, suppose that I appear suddenly �n a general's un�form, on the
r�ght shoulder an epaulette, on the left an epaulette, and a blue sash
across my breast, what sort of a tune would my beloved s�ng then?



What would her papa, our d�rector, say? Oh, he �s amb�t�ous! He �s a
freemason, certa�nly a freemason; however much he may conceal �t,
I have found �t out. When he g�ves anyone h�s hand, he only reaches
out two f�ngers. Well, could not I th�s m�nute be nom�nated a general
or a super�ntendent? I should l�ke to know why I am a t�tular
counc�llor—why just that, and noth�ng more?

December 5th.—To-day I have been read�ng papers the whole
morn�ng. Very strange th�ngs are happen�ng �n Spa�n. I have not
understood them all. It �s sa�d that the throne �s vacant, the
representat�ves of the people are �n d�ff�cult�es about f�nd�ng an
occupant, and r�ots are tak�ng place.

All th�s appears to me very strange. How can the throne be
vacant? It �s sa�d that �t w�ll be occup�ed by a woman. A woman
cannot s�t on a throne. That �s �mposs�ble. Only a k�ng can s�t on a
throne. They say that there �s no k�ng there, but that �s not poss�ble.
There cannot be a k�ngdom w�thout a k�ng. There must be a k�ng, but
he �s h�dden away somewhere. Perhaps he �s actually on the spot,
and only some domest�c compl�cat�ons, or fears of the ne�ghbour�ng
Powers, France and other countr�es, compel h�m to rema�n �n
concealment; there m�ght also be other reasons.

December 8th.—I was nearly go�ng to the off�ce, but var�ous
cons�derat�ons kept me from do�ng so. I keep on th�nk�ng about these
Span�sh affa�rs. How �s �t poss�ble that a woman should re�gn? It
would not be allowed, espec�ally by England. In the rest of Europe
the pol�t�cal s�tuat�on �s also cr�t�cal; the Emperor of Austr�a——

These events, to tell the truth, have so shaken and shattered me,
that I could really do noth�ng all day. Mawra told me that I was very
absent-m�nded at table. In fact, �n my absent-m�ndedness I threw two
plates on the ground so that they broke �n p�eces.

After d�nner I felt weak, and d�d not feel up to mak�ng abstracts of
reports. I lay most of the t�me on my bed, and thought of the Span�sh
affa�rs.



The year 2000: Apr�l 43rd.—To-day �s a day of splend�d tr�umph.
Spa�n has a k�ng; he has been found, and I am he. I d�scovered �t to-
day; all of a sudden �t came upon me l�ke a flash of l�ghtn�ng.

I do not understand how I could �mag�ne that I am a t�tular
counc�llor. How could such a fool�sh �dea enter my head? It was
fortunate that �t occurred to no one to shut me up �n an asylum. Now
�t �s all clear, and as pla�n as a p�kestaff. Formerly—I don't know why
—everyth�ng seemed ve�led �n a k�nd of m�st. That �s, I bel�eve,
because people th�nk that the human bra�n �s �n the head. Noth�ng of
the sort; �t �s carr�ed by the w�nd from the Casp�an Sea.

For the f�rst t�me I told Mawra who I am. When she learned that
the k�ng of Spa�n stood before her, she struck her hands together
over her head, and nearly d�ed of alarm. The stup�d th�ng had never
seen the k�ng of Spa�n before!

I comforted her, however, at once by assur�ng her that I was not
angry w�th her for hav�ng h�therto cleaned my boots badly. Women
are stup�d th�ngs; one cannot �nterest them �n lofty subjects. She was
fr�ghtened because she thought all k�ngs of Spa�n were l�ke Ph�l�p II.
But I expla�ned to her that there was a great d�fference between me
and h�m. I d�d not go to the off�ce. Why the deuce should I? No, my
dear fr�ends, you won't get me there aga�n! I am not go�ng to worry
myself w�th your �nfernal documents any more.

Marchember 86. Between day and n�ght.—To-day the off�ce-
messenger came and summoned me, as I had not been there for
three weeks. I went just for the fun of the th�ng. The ch�ef clerk
thought I would bow humbly before h�m, and make excuses; but I
looked at h�m qu�te �nd�fferently, ne�ther angr�ly nor m�ldly, and sat
down qu�etly at my place as though I not�ced no one. I looked at all
th�s rabble of scr�bblers, and thought, “If you only knew who �s s�tt�ng
among you! Good heavens! what a to-do you would make. Even the
ch�ef clerk would bow h�mself to the earth before me as he does now
before the d�rector.”



A p�le of reports was la�d before me, of wh�ch to make abstracts,
but I d�d not touch them w�th one f�nger.

After a l�ttle t�me there was a commot�on �n the off�ce, and there a
report went round that the d�rector was com�ng. Many of the clerks
v�ed w�th each other to attract h�s not�ce; but I d�d not st�r. As he
came through our room, each one hast�ly buttoned up h�s coat; but I
had no �dea of do�ng anyth�ng of the sort. What �s the d�rector to me?
Should I stand up before h�m? Never. What sort of a d�rector �s he?
He �s a bottle-stopper, and no d�rector. A qu�te ord�nary, s�mple
bottle-stopper—noth�ng more. I felt qu�te amused as they gave me a
document to s�gn.

They thought I would s�mply put down my name—“So-and-so,
Clerk.” Why not? But at the top of the sheet, where the d�rector
generally wr�tes h�s name, I �nscr�bed “Ferd�nand VIII.” �n bold
characters. You should have seen what a reverent�al s�lence ensued.
But I made a gesture w�th my hand, and sa�d, “Gentlemen, no
ceremony please!” Then I went out, and took my way stra�ght to the
d�rector's house.

He was not at home. The flunkey wanted not to let me �n, but I
talked to h�m �n such a way that he soon dropped h�s arms.

I went stra�ght to Soph�e's dress�ng-room. She sat before the
m�rror. When she saw me, she sprang up and took a step
backwards; but I d�d not tell her that I was the k�ng of Spa�n.

But I told her that a happ�ness awa�ted her, beyond her power to
�mag�ne; and that �n sp�te of all our enem�es' dev�ces we should be
un�ted. That was all wh�ch I w�shed to say to her, and I went out. Oh,
what cunn�ng creatures these women are! Now I have found out
what woman really �s. H�therto no one knew whom a woman really
loves; I am the f�rst to d�scover �t—she loves the dev�l. Yes, jok�ng
apart, learned men wr�te nonsense when they pronounce that she �s
th�s and that; she loves the dev�l—that �s all. You see a woman
look�ng through her lorgnette from a box �n the front row. One th�nks
she �s watch�ng that stout gentleman who wears an order. Not a b�t
of �t! She �s watch�ng the dev�l who stands beh�nd h�s back. He has
h�dden h�mself there, and beckons to her w�th h�s f�nger. And she
marr�es h�m—actually—she marr�es h�m!



That �s all amb�t�on, and the reason �s that there �s under the
tongue a l�ttle bl�ster �n wh�ch there �s a l�ttle worm of the s�ze of a
p�n's head. And th�s �s constructed by a barber �n Bean Street; I don't
remember h�s name at the moment, but so much �s certa�n that, �n
conjunct�on w�th a m�dw�fe, he wants to spread Mohammedan�sm all
over the world, and that �n consequence of th�s a large number of
people �n France have already adopted the fa�th of Islam.

No date. The day had no date.—I went for a walk �ncogn�to on
the Nevsk� Prospect. I avo�ded every appearance of be�ng the k�ng of
Spa�n. I felt �t below my d�gn�ty to let myself be recogn�sed by the
whole world, s�nce I must f�rst present myself at court. And I was also
restra�ned by the fact that I have at present no Span�sh nat�onal
costume. If I could only get a cloak! I tr�ed to have a consultat�on w�th
a ta�lor, but these people are real asses! Moreover, they neglect the�r
bus�ness, dabble �n speculat�on, and have become loafers. I w�ll
have a cloak made out of my new off�c�al un�form wh�ch I have only
worn tw�ce. But to prevent th�s botcher of a ta�lor spo�l�ng �t, I w�ll
make �t myself w�th closed doors, so that no one sees me. S�nce the
cut must be altogether altered, I have used the sc�ssors myself.

I don't remember the date. The dev�l knows what month �t was.
The cloak �s qu�te ready. Mawra excla�med aloud when I put �t on. I
w�ll, however, not present myself at court yet; the Span�sh deputat�on
has not yet arr�ved. It would not be bef�tt�ng �f I appeared w�thout
them. My appearance would be less �mpos�ng. From hour to hour I
expect them.

The 1st.—The extraord�nary long delay of the deput�es �n com�ng
aston�shes me. What can poss�bly keep them? Perhaps France has
a hand �n the matter; �t �s certa�nly host�lely �ncl�ned. I went to the
post off�ce to �nqu�re whether the Span�sh deputat�on had come. The



postmaster �s an extraord�nary blockhead who knows noth�ng. “No,”
he sa�d to me, “there �s no Span�sh deputat�on here; but �f you want
to send them a letter, we w�ll forward �t at the f�xed rate.” The deuce!
What do I want w�th a letter? Letters are nonsense. Letters are
wr�tten by apothecar�es….

Madr�d, February 30th.—So I am �n Spa�n after all! It has
happened so qu�ckly that I could hardly take �t �n. The Span�sh
deput�es came early th�s morn�ng, and I got w�th them �nto the
carr�age. Th�s unexpected promptness seemed to me strange. We
drove so qu�ckly that �n half an hour we were at the Span�sh front�er.
Over all Europe now there are cast-�ron roads, and the steamers go
very fast. A wonderful country, th�s Spa�n!

As we entered the f�rst room, I saw numerous persons w�th shorn
heads. I guessed at once that they must be e�ther grandees or
sold�ers, at least to judge by the�r shorn heads.

The Chancellor of the State, who led me by the hand, seemed to
me to behave �n a very strange way; he pushed me �nto a l�ttle room
and sa�d, “Stay here, and �f you call yourself ‘K�ng Ferd�nand’ aga�n, I
w�ll dr�ve the w�sh to do so out of you.”

I knew, however, that that was only a test, and I reasserted my
conv�ct�on; on wh�ch the Chancellor gave me two such severe blows
w�th a st�ck on the back, that I could have cr�ed out w�th the pa�n. But
I restra�ned myself, remember�ng that th�s was a usual ceremony of
old-t�me ch�valry when one was �nducted �nto a h�gh pos�t�on, and �n
Spa�n the laws of ch�valry preva�l up to the present day. When I was
alone, I determ�ned to study State affa�rs; I d�scovered that Spa�n
and Ch�na are one and the same country, and �t �s only through
�gnorance that people regard them as separate k�ngdoms. I adv�se
everyone urgently to wr�te down the word “Spa�n” on a sheet of
paper; he w�ll see that �t �s qu�te the same as Ch�na.

But I feel much annoyed by an event wh�ch �s about to take place
to-morrow; at seven o'clock the earth �s go�ng to s�t on the moon.
Th�s �s foretold by the famous Engl�sh chem�st, Well�ngton. To tell the
truth, I often felt uneasy when I thought of the excess�ve br�ttleness



and frag�l�ty of the moon. The moon �s generally repa�red �n
Hamburg, and very �mperfectly. It �s done by a lame cooper, an
obv�ous blockhead who has no �dea how to do �t. He took waxed
thread and ol�ve-o�l—hence that pungent smell over all the earth
wh�ch compels people to hold the�r noses. And th�s makes the moon
so frag�le that no men can l�ve on �t, but only noses. Therefore we
cannot see our noses, because they are on the moon.

When I now p�ctured to myself how the earth, that mass�ve body,
would crush our noses to dust, �f �t sat on the moon, I became so
uneasy, that I �mmed�ately put on my shoes and stock�ngs and
hastened �nto the counc�l-hall to g�ve the pol�ce orders to prevent the
earth s�tt�ng on the moon.

The grandees w�th the shorn heads, whom I met �n great
numbers �n the hall, were very �ntell�gent people, and when I
excla�med, “Gentlemen! let us save the moon, for the earth �s go�ng
to s�t on �t,” they all set to work to fulf�l my �mper�al w�sh, and many of
them clambered up the wall �n order to take the moon down. At that
moment the Imper�al Chancellor came �n. As soon as he appeared,
they all scattered, but I alone, as k�ng, rema�ned. To my
aston�shment, however, the Chancellor beat me w�th the st�ck and
drove me to my room. So powerful are anc�ent customs �n Spa�n!

January �n the same year, follow�ng after February.—I can never
understand what k�nd of a country th�s Spa�n really �s. The popular
customs and rules of court et�quette are qu�te extraord�nary. I do not
understand them at all, at all. To-day my head was shorn, although I
excla�med as loudly as I could, that I d�d not want to be a monk.
What happened afterwards, when they began to let cold water tr�ckle
on my head, I do not know. I have never exper�enced such hell�sh
torments. I nearly went mad, and they had d�ff�culty �n hold�ng me.
The s�gn�f�cance of th�s strange custom �s ent�rely h�dden from me. It
�s a very fool�sh and unreasonable one.

Nor can I understand the stup�d�ty of the k�ngs who have not
done away w�th �t before now. Judg�ng by all the c�rcumstances, �t
seems to me as though I had fallen �nto the hands of the Inqu�s�t�on,



and as though the man whom I took to be the Chancellor was the
Grand Inqu�s�tor. But yet I cannot understand how the k�ng could fall
�nto the hands of the Inqu�s�t�on. The affa�r may have been arranged
by France—espec�ally Pol�gnac—he �s a hound, that Pol�gnac! He
has sworn to compass my death, and now he �s hunt�ng me down.
But I know, my fr�end, that you are only a tool of the Engl�sh. They
are clever fellows, and have a f�nger �n every p�e. All the world knows
that France sneezes when England takes a p�nch of snuff.

The 25th.—To-day the Grand Inqu�s�tor came �nto my room; when
I heard h�s steps �n the d�stance, I h�d myself under a cha�r. When he
d�d not see me, he began to call. At f�rst he called “Popr�shch�n!” I
made no answer. Then he called “Axant� Ivanov�tch! T�tular
Counc�llor! Nobleman!” I st�ll kept s�lence. “Ferd�nand the E�ghth,
K�ng of Spa�n!” I was on the po�nt of putt�ng out my head, but I
thought, “No, brother, you shall not dece�ve me! You shall not pour
water on my head aga�n!”

But he had already seen me and drove me from under the cha�r
w�th h�s st�ck. The cursed st�ck really hurts one. But the follow�ng
d�scovery compensated me for all the pa�n, �.e. that every cock has
h�s Spa�n under h�s feathers. The Grand Inqu�s�tor went angr�ly away,
and threatened me w�th some pun�shment or other. I felt only
contempt for h�s powerless sp�te, for I know that he only works l�ke a
mach�ne, l�ke a tool of the Engl�sh.

34 March. February, 349.—No, I have no longer power to endure.
O God! what are they go�ng to do w�th me? They pour cold water on
my head. They take no not�ce of me, and seem ne�ther to see nor
hear. Why do they torture me? What do they want from one so
wretched as myself? What can I g�ve them? I possess noth�ng. I
cannot bear all the�r tortures; my head aches as though everyth�ng
were turn�ng round �n a c�rcle. Save me! Carry me away! G�ve me
three steeds sw�ft as the w�nd! Mount your seat, coachman, r�ng



bells, gallop horses, and carry me stra�ght out of th�s world. Farther,
ever farther, t�ll noth�ng more �s to be seen!

Ah! the heaven bends over me already; a star gl�mmers �n the
d�stance; the forest w�th �ts dark trees �n the moonl�ght rushes past; a
blu�sh m�st floats under my feet; mus�c sounds �n the cloud; on the
one s�de �s the sea, on the other, Italy; beyond I also see Russ�an
peasants' houses. Is not my parents' house there �n the d�stance?
Does not my mother s�t by the w�ndow? O mother, mother, save your
unhappy son! Let a tear fall on h�s ach�ng head! See how they torture
h�m! Press the poor orphan to your bosom! He has no rest �n th�s
world; they hunt h�m from place to place.

Mother, mother, have p�ty on your s�ck ch�ld! And do you know
that the Bey of Alg�ers has a wart under h�s nose?



A MAY NIGHT

I

S���� were echo�ng �n the v�llage street. It was just the t�me when
the young men and g�rls, t�red w�th the work and cares of the day,
were �n the hab�t of assembl�ng for the dance. In the m�ld even�ng
l�ght, cheerful songs blended w�th m�ld melod�es. A myster�ous
tw�l�ght obscured the blue sky and made everyth�ng seem �nd�st�nct
and d�stant. It was grow�ng dark, but the songs were not hushed.

A young Cossack, Levko by name, the son of the v�llage
headman, had stolen away from the s�ngers, gu�tar �n hand. W�th h�s
embro�dered cap set awry on h�s head, and h�s hand play�ng over
the str�ngs, he stepped a measure to the mus�c. Then he stopped at
the door of a house half h�dden by blossom�ng cherry-trees. Whose
house was �t? To whom d�d the door lead? After a l�ttle wh�le he
played and sang:



“The n�ght �s n�gh, the sun �s down,
Come out to me, my love, my own!”

“No one �s there; my br�ght-eyed beauty �s fast asleep,” sa�d the
Cossack to h�mself as he f�n�shed the song and approached the
w�ndow. “Hanna, Hanna, are you asleep, or won't you come to me?
Perhaps you are afra�d someone w�ll see us, or w�ll not expose your
del�cate face to the cold! Fear noth�ng! The even�ng �s warm, and
there �s no one near. And �f anyone comes I w�ll wrap you �n my
caftan, fold you �n my arms, and no one w�ll see us. And �f the w�nd
blows cold, I w�ll press you close to my heart, warm you w�th my
k�sses, and lay my cap on your t�ny feet, my darl�ng. Only throw me a
s�ngle glance. No, you are not asleep, you proud th�ng!” he
excla�med now louder, �n a vo�ce wh�ch betrayed h�s annoyance at
the hum�l�at�on. “You are laugh�ng at me! Good-bye!”

Then he turned away, set h�s cap jaunt�ly, and, st�ll l�ghtly
touch�ng h�s gu�tar, stepped back from the w�ndow. Just then the
wooden handle of the door turned w�th a grat�ng no�se, and a g�rl
who counted hardly seventeen spr�ngs looked out t�m�dly through the
darkness, and st�ll keep�ng hold of the handle, stepped over the
threshold. In the tw�l�ght her br�ght eyes shone l�ke l�ttle stars, her
coral necklace gleamed, and the p�nk flush on her cheeks d�d not
escape the Cossack's observat�on.

“How �mpat�ent you are!” she sa�d �n a wh�sper. “You get angry so
qu�ckly! Why d�d you choose such a t�me? There are crowds of
people �n the street…. I tremble all over.”

“Don't tremble, my darl�ng! Come close to me!” sa�d the Cossack,
putt�ng down h�s gu�tar, wh�ch hung on a long strap round h�s neck,
and s�tt�ng down w�th her on the door-step. “You know I f�nd �t hard to
be only an hour w�thout see�ng you.”

“Do you know what I am th�nk�ng of?” �nterrupted the young g�rl,
look�ng at h�m thoughtfully. “Someth�ng wh�spers to me that we shall
not see so much of each other �n the future. The people here are not
well d�sposed to you, the g�rls look so env�ous, and the young
fellows…. I not�ce also that my mother watches me carefully for



some t�me past. I must confess I was happ�er when among
strangers.” Her face wore a troubled express�on as she spoke.

“You are only two months back at home, and are already t�red of
�t!” sa�d the Cossack. “And of me too perhaps?”

“Oh no!” she repl�ed, sm�l�ng. “I love you, you black-eyed
Cossack! I love you because of your dark eyes, and my heart laughs
�n my breast when you look at me. I feel so happy when you come
down the street strok�ng your black moustache, and enjoy l�sten�ng
to your song when you play the gu�tar!”

“Oh my Hanna!” excla�med the Cossack, k�ss�ng the g�rl and
draw�ng her closer to h�m.

“Stop, Levko! Tell me whether you have spoken to your father?”
“About what?” he answered absent-m�ndedly. “About my

marry�ng you? Yes, I d�d.” But he seemed to speak almost
reluctantly.

“Well? What more?”
“What can you make of h�m? The old curmudgeon pretends to be

deaf; he w�ll not l�sten to anyth�ng, and blames me for loaf�ng w�th
fellows, as he says, about the streets. But don't worry, Hanna! I g�ve
you my word as a Cossack, I w�ll break h�s obst�nacy.”

“You only need to say a word, Levko, and �t shall be as you w�sh.
I know that of myself. Often I do not w�sh to obey you, but you speak
only a word, and I �nvoluntar�ly do what you w�sh. Look, look!” she
cont�nued, lay�ng her head on h�s shoulder and ra�s�ng her eyes to
the sky, the �mmeasurable heaven of the Ukra�ne; “there far away
are tw�nkl�ng l�ttle stars—one, two, three, four, f�ve. Is �t not true that
those are angels open�ng the w�ndows of the�r br�ght l�ttle homes and
look�ng down on us. Is �t not so, Levko? They are look�ng down on
earth. If men had w�ngs l�ke b�rds, how h�gh they could fly. But ah!
not even our oaks reach the sky. St�ll people say there �s �n some
d�stant land a tree whose top reaches to heaven, and that God
descends by �t on the earth, the n�ght before Easter.”

“No, Hanna. God has a long ladder wh�ch reaches from heaven
to earth. Before Easter Sunday holy angels set �t up, and as soon as
God puts H�s foot on the f�rst rung, all ev�l sp�r�ts take to fl�ght and fall
�n swarms �nto hell. That �s why on Easter Day there are none of
them on earth.”



“How gently the water r�pples! L�ke a ch�ld �n the cradle,”
cont�nued Hanna, po�nt�ng to the pool beg�rt by dark maples and
weep�ng-w�llows, whose melancholy branches drooped �n the water.
On a h�ll near the wood slumbered an old house w�th closed
shutters. The roof was covered w�th moss and weeds; leafy apple-
trees had grown h�gh up before the w�ndows; the wood cast deep
shadows on �t; a grove of nut-trees spread from the foot of the h�ll as
far as the pool.

“I remember as �f �n a dream,” sa�d Hanna, keep�ng her eyes
f�xed on the house, “a long, long t�me ago, when I was l�ttle and l�ved
w�th mother, someone told a terr�ble story about th�s house. You
must know �t—tell me.”

“God forb�d, my dear ch�ld! Old women and stup�d people talk a
lot of nonsense. It would only fr�ghten you and spo�l your sleep.”

“Tell me, my darl�ng, my black-eyed Cossack,” she sa�d, press�ng
her cheek to h�s. “No, you don't love me; you have certa�nly another
sweetheart! I w�ll not be fr�ghtened, and w�ll sleep qu�te qu�etly. If you
refuse to tell me, that would keep me awake. I would keep on
worry�ng and th�nk�ng about �t. Tell me, Levko!”

“Certa�nly �t �s true what people say, that the dev�l possesses
g�rls, and st�rs up the�r cur�os�ty. Well then, l�sten. Long ago there
l�ved �n that house an elderly man who had a beaut�ful daughter
wh�te as snow, just l�ke you. H�s w�fe had been dead a long t�me, and
he was th�nk�ng of marry�ng aga�n.

“‘W�ll you pet me as before, father, �f you take a second w�fe?’
asked h�s daughter.

“‘Yes, my daughter,’ he answered, ‘I shall love you more than
ever, and g�ve you yet more r�ngs and necklaces.’

“So he brought a young w�fe home, who was beaut�ful and wh�te
and red, but she cast such an ev�l glance at her stepdaughter that
she cr�ed aloud, but not a word d�d her sulky stepmother speak to
her all day long.

“When n�ght came, and her father and h�s w�fe had ret�red, the
young g�rl locked herself up �n her room, and feel�ng melancholy
began to weep b�tterly. Suddenly she sp�ed a h�deous black cat
creep�ng towards her; �ts fur was aflame and �ts claws struck on the
ground l�ke �ron. In her terror the g�rl sprang on a cha�r; the cat



followed her. Then she sprang �nto bed; the cat sprang after her, and
se�z�ng her by the throat began to choke her. She tore the creature
away, and flung �t on the ground, but the terr�ble cat began to creep
towards her aga�n. Rendered desperate w�th terror, she se�zed her
father's sabre wh�ch hung on the wall, and struck at the cat,
wound�ng one of �ts paws. The an�mal d�sappeared, wh�mper�ng.

“The next day the young w�fe d�d not leave her bedroom; the th�rd
day she appeared w�th her hand bound up.

“The poor g�rl perce�ved that her stepmother was a w�tch, and
that she had wounded her hand.

“On the fourth day her father told her to br�ng water, to sweep the
floor l�ke a servant-ma�d, and not to show herself where he and h�s
w�fe sat. She obeyed h�m, though w�th a heavy heart. On the f�fth day
he drove her barefooted out of the house, w�thout g�v�ng her any
food for her journey. Then she began to sob and covered her face
w�th her hands.

“‘You have ru�ned your own daughter, father!’ she cr�ed; ‘and the
w�tch has ru�ned your soul. May God forg�ve you! He w�ll not allow
me to l�ve much longer.’

“And do you see,” cont�nued Levko, turn�ng to Hanna and
po�nt�ng to the house, “do you see that h�gh bank; from that bank she
threw herself �nto the water, and has been no more seen on earth.”

“And the w�tch?” Hanna �nterrupted, t�m�dly fasten�ng her tearful
eyes on h�m.

“The w�tch? Old women say that when the moon sh�nes, all those
who have been drowned come out to warm themselves �n �ts rays,
and that they are led by the w�tch's stepdaughter. One n�ght she saw
her stepmother by the pool, caught hold of her, and dragged her
scream�ng �nto the water. But th�s t�me also the w�tch played her a
tr�ck; she changed herself �nto one of those who had been drowned,
and so escaped the chast�sement she would have rece�ved at the�r
hands.

“Let anyone who l�kes bel�eve the old women's stor�es. They say
that the w�tch's stepdaughter gathers together those who have been
drowned every n�ght, and looks �n the�r faces �n order to f�nd out
wh�ch of them �s the w�tch; but has not done so yet. Such are the old
w�ves' tales. It �s sa�d to be the �ntent�on of the present owner to



erect a d�st�llery on the spot. But I hear vo�ces. They are com�ng
home from the danc�ng. Good-bye, Hanna! Sleep well, and don't
th�nk of all that nonsense.” So say�ng he embraced her, k�ssed her,
and departed.

“Good-bye, Levko!” sa�d Hanna, st�ll gaz�ng at the dark p�ne
wood.

The br�ll�ant moon was now r�s�ng and f�ll�ng all the earth w�th
splendour. The pool shone l�ke s�lver, and the shadows of the trees
stood out �n strong rel�ef.

“Good-bye, Hanna!” she heard aga�n as she spoke, and felt the
l�ght pressure of a k�ss.

“You have come back!” she sa�d, look�ng round, but started on
see�ng a stranger before her.

There was another “Good-bye, Hanna!” and aga�n she was
k�ssed.

“Has the dev�l brought a second?” she excla�med angr�ly.
“Good-bye, dear Hanna!”
“There �s a th�rd!”
“Good-bye, good-bye, good-bye, Hanna!” and k�sses ra�ned from

all s�des.
“Why, there �s a whole band of them!” cr�ed Hanna, tear�ng

herself from the youths who had gathered round. “Are they never
t�red of the eternal k�ss�ng? I shall soon not be able to show myself
on the street!” So say�ng, she closed the door and bolted �t.

II
THE VILLAGE HEADMAN

Do you know a Ukra�ne n�ght? No, you do not know a n�ght �n the
Ukra�ne. Gaze your full on �t. The moon sh�nes �n the m�dst of the
sky; the �mmeasurable vault of heaven seems to have expanded to
�nf�n�ty; the earth �s bathed �n s�lver l�ght; the a�r �s warm, voluptuous,
and redolent of �nnumerable sweet scents. D�v�ne n�ght! Mag�cal
n�ght! Mot�onless, but �nsp�red w�th d�v�ne breath, the forests stand,



cast�ng enormous shadows and wrapped �n complete darkness.
Calmly and plac�dly sleep the lakes surrounded by dark green
th�ckets. The v�rg�nal groves of the hawthorns and cherry-trees
stretch the�r roots t�m�dly �nto the cool water; only now and then the�r
leaves rustle unw�ll�ngly when that freebooter, the n�ght-w�nd, steals
up to k�ss them. The whole landscape �s hushed �n slumber; but
there �s a myster�ous breath upon the he�ghts. One falls �nto a we�rd
and unearthly mood, and s�lvery appar�t�ons r�se from the depths.
D�v�ne n�ght! Mag�cal n�ght! Suddenly the woods, lakes, and steppes
become al�ve. The n�ght�ngales of the Ukra�ne are s�ng�ng, and �t
seems as though the moon �tself were l�sten�ng to the�r song. The
v�llage sleeps as though under a mag�c spell; the cottages sh�ne �n
the moonl�ght aga�nst the darkness of the woods beh�nd them. The
songs grow s�lent, and all �s st�ll. Only here and there �s a gl�mmer of
l�ght �n some small w�ndow. Some fam�l�es, s�tt�ng up late, are
f�n�sh�ng the�r supper at the thresholds of the�r houses.

“No, the ‘gallop’ �s not danced l�ke that! Now I see, �t does not go
properly! What d�d my godfather tell me? So then! Hop! tralala! Hop!
tralala! Hop! Hop! Hop!” Thus a half-�ntox�cated, m�ddle-aged
Cossack talked to h�mself as he danced through the street. “By
heaven, a ‘gallop’ �s not danced l�ke that! What �s the use of ly�ng! On
w�th �t then! Hop! tralala! Hop! tralala! Hop! Hop! Hop!”

“See that fool there! If he were only a young fellow! But to see a
grown man danc�ng, and the ch�ldren laugh�ng at h�m,” excla�med an
old woman who was pass�ng by, carry�ng a bundle of straw. “Go
home! It �s qu�te t�me to go to sleep!”

“I am go�ng!” sa�d the Cossack, stand�ng st�ll. “I am go�ng. What
do I care about the headman? He th�nks because he �s the eldest,
and throws cold water on people, and carr�es h�s head h�gh. As to
be�ng headman—I myself am a headman. Yes �ndeed—
otherw�se——” As he spoke, he stepped up to the door of the f�rst
cottage he came to, stood at the w�ndow, drumm�ng w�th h�s f�ngers
on the glass, and feel�ng for the door-handle. “Woman, open!
Woman, open qu�ckly I tell you! It �s t�me for me to go to sleep!”

“Where are you go�ng, Kalen�k? That �s the wrong house!” some
young g�rls who were return�ng from the dance called to h�m as they
passed. “Shall we show you yours?”



“Yes, please, lad�es!”
“Lad�es! Just l�sten to h�m!” one of them excla�med. “How pol�te

Kalen�k �s! We w�ll show you the house—but no, f�rst dance before
us!”

“Dance before you? Oh, you are clever g�rls!” sa�d Kalen�k �n a
drawl�ng vo�ce, and laugh�ng. He threatened them w�th h�s f�nger,
and stumbled, not be�ng able to stand stead�ly. “And w�ll you let
yourselves be k�ssed? I w�ll k�ss the lot.” W�th totter�ng steps he
began to run after them.

The g�rls cr�ed out and ran apart; but they soon plucked up
courage and went on the other s�de of the road, when they saw that
Kalen�k was not f�rm on h�s legs.

“There �s your house!” they called to h�m, po�nt�ng to one wh�ch
was larger than the rest, and wh�ch belonged to the v�llage headman.

Kalen�k turned towards �t, and began aga�n to rev�le the
headman.

But who �s th�s headman to whose d�sadvantage so much has
been sa�d? Oh, he �s a very �mportant person �n the v�llage. Before
Kalen�k reaches h�s house, we shall doubtless f�nd enough t�me to
say someth�ng about h�m. Everyone �n the v�llage takes off h�s cap at
the s�ght of h�m, and even the smallest g�rls w�sh h�m good morn�ng.
Wh�ch of the young Cossacks would not l�ke to be a headman? The
headman has an entry everywhere, and every stalwart rust�c stands
respectfully, cap �n hand, so long as the headman feels round h�s
snuff-box w�th h�s th�ck, coarse f�nger. In par�sh-meet�ngs and other
assembl�es, although h�s power may be l�m�ted by the votes of the
major�ty, the headman st�ll ma�nta�ns the upper hand, and sends
whom he chooses to make roads or d�g d�tches. In outward manners
he �s morose and severe, and not fond of talk�ng. Long ago, when
the Empress Cather�ne of blessed memory journeyed to the Cr�mea,
he was chosen as one of her escort for two whole days, and had the
h�gh honour of s�tt�ng w�th the �mper�al coachman on the box.

S�nce then the headman has formed the hab�t of shak�ng h�s
head solemnly and thoughtfully, of strok�ng h�s long, droop�ng
moustache, and of dart�ng hawk-l�ke glances from h�s eyes.
Whatever the top�c of conversat�on may be, he manages to refer to
h�s hav�ng accompan�ed the Empress, and sat on the box of the



�mper�al coach. He often pretends to be hard of hear�ng, espec�ally
when he hears someth�ng that he does not l�ke. He has an avers�on
for dand�es, and h�mself wears under a black caftan of cloth, made at
home, a s�mple, embro�dered, woollen wa�st-band. No one has seen
h�m wear any other dress except, of course, on the occas�on of the
Czar�na's journey to the Cr�mea, when he wore a blue Cossack's
un�form. Hardly anyone �n the v�llage remembers that t�me, and he
keeps the un�form packed up �n a chest.

The headman �s a w�dower, but h�s s�ster-�n-law l�ves w�th h�m.
She cooks h�s d�nner and supper, keeps the house and furn�ture
clean, weaves l�nen, and acts as housekeeper generally. The v�llage
goss�ps say that she �s not a relat�on of h�s; but we must remark that
the headman has many enem�es who spread all k�nds of slanders
about h�m. We have now sa�d what we cons�dered to be necessary
about the headman, and the drunken Kalen�k �s not yet half-way to
h�s house. He cont�nued to abuse the headman �n terms wh�ch m�ght
be expected from one �n h�s cond�t�on.

III
AN UNEXPECTED RIVAL—THE CONSPIRACY

“No, you fellows, I won't. What �s the good of all those s�lly
go�ngs-on? Aren't you t�red of these fool�sh jokes? People already
call us good-for-noth�ng scapegraces. Better go to bed!” So Levko
sa�d one even�ng to h�s compan�ons, who were try�ng to persuade
h�m to take part w�th them �n further pract�cal jokes. “Farewell,
brothers! Good n�ght!” he sa�d, and left them w�th qu�ck steps.

“Does my br�ght-eyed Hanna sleep?” he thought as he passed
the house shaded by the cherry-trees. Then �n the s�lence he heard
the sound of a wh�spered conversat�on. Levko stood st�ll. Between
the trees there gl�mmered someth�ng wh�te. “What �s that?” he
thought, as he crept closer and h�d h�mself beh�nd a tree.

By the l�ght of the moon he saw the face of a g�rl stand�ng
oppos�te h�m. It was Hanna. But who was the tall man who had h�s



back turned to h�m? In va�n he stra�ned h�s eyes; the whole f�gure
was h�dden �n shadow, and the sl�ghtest forward step on Levko's part
would expose h�m to the r�sk of d�scovery. He therefore leant qu�etly
aga�nst the tree, and determ�ned to rema�n where he was. Then he
heard the g�rl utter h�s name d�st�nctly.

“Levko? Levko �s a baby,” sa�d the tall man �n an undertone. “If I
ever f�nd h�m w�th you, I w�ll pull h�s ha�r.”

“I should l�ke to know what rascal �s boast�ng of pull�ng my ha�r,”
sa�d Levko to h�mself, stretch�ng out h�s head and endeavour�ng to
m�ss no word. But the stranger cont�nued to speak so low that he
was �naud�ble.

“What, aren't you ashamed?” sa�d Hanna after he had f�n�shed.
“You are ly�ng and dece�v�ng me; I w�ll never bel�eve that you love
me.”

“I know,” cont�nued the tall man, “that Levko has talked nonsense
to you and turned your head.” (Here �t seemed to the Cossack as
though the stranger's vo�ce were not qu�te unknown to h�m, and that
he must have heard �t somewhere or other.) “But Levko shall learn to
know me,” cont�nued the stranger. “He th�nks I don't not�ce h�s
rascally tr�cks; but he w�ll yet feel the we�ght of my f�sts, the
scoundrel!”

At these words Levko could no longer restra�n h�s wrath. He
came three steps nearer, and took a run �n order to plant a blow
wh�ch would have stretched the stranger on the ground �n sp�te of h�s
strength. At that moment, however, a ray of l�ght fell on the latter's
face, and Levko stood transf�xed, for he saw �t was h�s father. But he
only expressed h�s surpr�se by an �nvoluntary shake of the head and
a low wh�stle.

On the other s�de there was the sound of approach�ng footsteps.
Hanna ran hast�ly �nto the house and closed the door beh�nd her.

“Good-bye, Hanna!” cr�ed one of the youths, who had stolen up
and embraced the headman, but started back alarmed when he felt
a rough moustache.

“Good-bye, my darl�ng!” cr�ed another, but speed�ly executed a
somersault �n consequence of a v�olent blow from the headman.

“Good-bye, good-bye, Hanna!” excla�med several youths, fall�ng
on h�s neck.



“Go to the deuce, you �nfernal scoundrels!” shouted the
headman, defend�ng h�mself w�th both hands and feet. “What k�nd of
Hanna do you take me for? Hang yourselves l�ke your fathers d�d,
you ch�ldren of the dev�l! Fall�ng on one l�ke fl�es on honey! I w�ll
show you who Hanna �s!”

“The headman! The headman! It �s the headman!” cr�ed the
youths, runn�ng away �n all d�rect�ons.

“Aha, father!” sa�d Levko to h�mself, recover�ng from h�s
aston�shment and look�ng after the headman as he departed, curs�ng
and scold�ng. “Those are the tr�cks you l�ke to play! Splend�d! And I
wonder and puzzle my head why he pretends to be deaf when I only
touch on the matter! Wa�t, you old s�nner, I w�ll teach you to cajole
other people's sweethearts. H�! you fellows, come here!” he cr�ed,
beckon�ng to the youths, who gathered round h�m. “Come nearer! I
told you to go to bed, but I am d�fferently m�nded now, and am ready
to go round w�th you all n�ght.”

“That �s reasonable,” excla�med a broad-shouldered, stout fellow,
who was regarded as the ch�ef toper and good-for-noth�ng �n the
v�llage. “I always feel uncomfortable �f I do not have a good fl�ng, and
play some pract�cal jokes. I always feel as though there were
someth�ng want�ng, as though I had lost my cap or my p�pe—�n a
word, I don't feel l�ke a proper Cossack then!”

“Do you really want to ba�t the headman?” asked Levko.
“The headman?”
“Yes, the headman. I don't know for whom he takes h�mself. He

carr�es on as though he were a duke. It �s not only that he treats us
as �f we were h�s serfs, but he comes after our g�rls.”

“Qu�te r�ght! That �s true!” excla�med all the youths together.
“But are we made of any worse stuff than he? We are, thank

God! free Cossacks. Let us show h�m so.”
“Yes, we w�ll show h�m!” they shouted. “But when we go for the

headman, we must not forget h�s clerk.”
“The clerk shall have h�s share, too. Just now a song that su�ts

the headman occurs to me. Go on! I w�ll teach �t you!” cont�nued
Levko, str�k�ng the str�ngs of h�s gu�tar. “But l�sten! D�sgu�se
yourselves as well as you can.”



“Hurrah for the Cossacks!” cr�ed the stout reveller, danc�ng and
clapp�ng h�s hands. “Long l�ve freedom! When one lets the re�ns go,
one th�nks of the good old t�mes. It feels as jolly as though one were
�n parad�se. Hurrah, you fellows! Go ahead!”

The youths rushed no�s�ly through the v�llage street, and the
p�ous old women, aroused from the�r sleep, looked through the
w�ndows, crossed themselves drows�ly, and thought, “There they go,
the w�ld young fellows!”

IV
WILD PRANKS

Only �n one house at the end of the street there st�ll burned a
l�ght; �t was the headman's. He had long f�n�shed h�s supper, and
would certa�nly have gone to sleep but that he had a guest w�th h�m,
the brandy-d�st�ller. The latter had been sent to super�ntend the
bu�ld�ng of a d�st�llery for the lords of the manor, who possessed
small allotments between the lands of the free Cossacks. At the
upper end of the table, �n the place of honour, sat the guest—a short,
stout man w�th small, merry eyes. He smoked h�s short p�pe w�th
obv�ous sat�sfact�on, sp�tt�ng every moment and constantly push�ng
the tobacco down �n the bowl. The clouds of smoke collected over
h�s head, and ve�led h�m �n a blu�sh m�st. It seemed as though the
broad ch�mney of a d�st�llery, wh�ch was bored at always be�ng
perched up on the roof, had h�t upon the �dea of tak�ng a l�ttle
recreat�on, and had now settled �tself comfortably at the headman's
table. Close under h�s nose br�stled h�s short, th�ck moustache,
wh�ch �n the d�m, smoky atmosphere resembled a mouse wh�ch the
d�st�ller had caught and held �n h�s mouth, usurp�ng the funct�ons of a
d�n�ng-room cat. The headman sat there, as master of the house,
wear�ng only h�s sh�rt and l�nen breeches. H�s eagle eye began to
grow d�m l�ke the sett�ng sun, and to half close. At the lower end of
the table sat, smok�ng h�s p�pe, one of the v�llage counc�l, of wh�ch



the headman was super�ntendent. Out of respect for the latter he
had not removed h�s caftan.

“How soon do you th�nk,” asked the headman, turn�ng to the
d�st�ller and putt�ng h�s hand before h�s gap�ng mouth, “w�ll you have
the d�st�llery put up?”

“W�th God's help we shall be d�st�ll�ng brandy th�s autumn. On
Concept�on Day I bet the headman w�ll be trac�ng the f�gure e�ght
w�th h�s feet on h�s way home.” So say�ng, the d�st�ller laughed so
heart�ly that h�s small eyes d�sappeared altogether, h�s body was
convulsed, and h�s tw�tch�ng l�ps actually let go of the reek�ng p�pe
for a moment.

“God grant �t!” sa�d the headman, on whose face the shadow of a
sm�le was v�s�ble. “Now, thank heaven, the number of d�st�ller�es �s
�ncreas�ng a l�ttle; but �n the old days, when I accompan�ed the
Czar�na on the Perejlaslov Road, and the late Besborodko——”

“Yes, my fr�end, those were bad t�mes. Then from Krementchuk
to Romen there were hardly two d�st�ller�es. And now—but have you
heard what the �nfernal Germans have �nvented? They say they w�ll
no longer use wood for fuel �n the d�st�ller�es, but dev�l�sh steam.” At
these words the d�st�ller stared at the table reflect�vely, and at h�s
arms rest�ng on �t. “But how they can use steam—by heavens! I don't
know.”

“What fools these Germans are!” sa�d the headman. “I should l�ke
to g�ve these sons of dogs a good thrash�ng. Whoever heard of
cook�ng w�th steam? At th�s rate one w�ll not be able to get a
spoonful of porr�dge or a b�t of bacon �nto one's mouth.”

“And you, fr�end,” broke �n the headman's s�ster-�n-law, who was
s�tt�ng by the stove; “w�ll you be w�th us the whole t�me w�thout your
w�fe?”

“Do I want her then? If she were only passably good-look�ng——”
“She �s not pretty, then?” asked the headman w�th a quest�on�ng

glance.
“How should she be; as old as Satan, and w�th a face as full of

wr�nkles as an empty purse,” sa�d the d�st�ller, shak�ng aga�n w�th
laughter.

Then a no�se was heard at the door, wh�ch opened and a
Cossack stepped over the threshold w�thout remov�ng h�s cap, and



rema�ned stand�ng �n an absent-m�nded way �n the m�ddle of the
room, w�th open mouth and gaz�ng at the ce�l�ng. It was Kalen�k,
whose acqua�ntance we have already made.

“Now I am at home,” he sa�d, tak�ng h�s seat by the door, w�thout
tak�ng any not�ce of those present. “Ah! to what a length Satan made
the road stretch. I went on and on, and there was no end. My legs
are qu�te broken. Woman, br�ng me my fur blanket to l�e down on.
There �t �s �n the corner; but m�nd you don't upset the l�ttle pot of
snuff. But no; better not touch �t! Leave �t alone! You are really qu�te
drunk—I had better get �t myself.”

Kalen�k tr�ed to r�se, but an �nv�nc�ble power fettered h�m to h�s
seat.

“That's a n�ce bus�ness!” sa�d the headman. “He comes �nto a
strange house, and behaves as though he were at home! Push h�m
out, �n heaven's name!”

“Let h�m rest a b�t, fr�end!” sa�d the d�st�ller, se�z�ng the headman's
arm. “The man �s very useful; �f we had only plenty of th�s k�nd, our
d�st�llery would get on grandly….” For the rest, �t was not good-
nature wh�ch �nsp�red these words. The d�st�ller was full of
superst�t�on, and to turn out a man who had already sat down,
seemed to h�m to be tantamount to �nvok�ng the dev�l.

“That comes of be�ng old,” grumbled Kalen�k, stretch�ng h�mself
out along the seat. “People m�ght say I was drunk, but no, I am not!
Why should I l�e? I am ready to tell the headman to h�s face! Who �s
the headman anyway? May he break h�s neck, the son of a dog! I
sp�t at h�m! May he be run over by a cart, the one-eyed dev�l!”

“Ah! the drunken sot has crawled �nto the house, and now he lays
h�s paws on the table,” sa�d the headman, r�s�ng angr�ly; but at that
moment a heavy stone, break�ng a w�ndow-pane to p�eces, fell at h�s
feet. The headman rema�ned stand�ng. “If I knew,” he sa�d, “what ja�l-
b�rd has thrown �t, I would g�ve h�m someth�ng. What dev�l's tr�ck �s
th�s?” he cont�nued, look�ng at the stone, wh�ch he held �n h�s hand,
w�th burn�ng eyes. “I w�sh I could choke h�m w�th �t!”

“Stop! Stop! God preserve you, fr�end!” broke �n the d�st�ller,
look�ng pale. “God keep you �n th�s world and the next, but don't
curse anyone so.”

“Ah! now we have h�s defender! May he be ru�ned!”



“L�sten, fr�end! You don't know what happened to my late mother-
�n-law.”

“Your mother-�n-law?”
“Yes, my mother-�n-law. One even�ng, perhaps rather earl�er than

th�s, they were s�tt�ng at supper, my late mother-�n-law, my father-�n-
law, the�r two servants, and f�ve ch�ldren. My mother-�n-law empt�ed
some dumpl�ngs from the cook�ng-pot �nto a d�sh �n order to cool
them. But the others, be�ng hungry after the day's work, d�d not wa�t
t�ll they were qu�te cooled, but stuck the�r long wooden forks �nto
them and ate them at once. All at once a stranger entered—heaven
knows whence!—and asked to be allowed to share the�r meal. They
could not refuse to feed a hungry man, and gave h�m also a wooden
fork. But the guest made as short work w�th the dumpl�ngs as a cow
w�th hay. Before the fam�ly had each of them f�n�shed h�s or her
dumpl�ng and reached out the�r forks aga�n for another, the d�sh had
been swept as clean as the floor of a nobleman's draw�ng-room. My
mother-�n-law empt�ed out some more dumpl�ngs; she thought to
herself, ‘Now the guest �s sat�sf�ed, and w�ll not be so greedy.’ But on
the contrary, he began to swallow them faster than ever, and
empt�ed the second d�sh also. ‘May one of them choke you!’ sa�d my
mother-�n-law under her breath. Suddenly the guest seemed to try to
clear h�s throat, and fell back. They rushed to h�s help, but h�s breath
had stopped and he was dead.”

“Served h�m r�ght, the cursed glutton!”
“But �t turned out qu�te otherw�se; s�nce that t�me my mother-�n-

law has no rest. No sooner �s �t dark than the dead man approaches
the house. He then s�ts astr�de the ch�mney, the scoundrel, hold�ng a
dumpl�ng between h�s teeth. Dur�ng the day �t �s qu�te qu�et—one
hears and sees noth�ng; but as soon as �t beg�ns to grow dark, and
one casts a look at the roof, there he �s comfortably perched on the
ch�mney!”

“A wonderful story, fr�end! I heard someth�ng s�m�lar from my
late——”

Then the headman suddenly stopped. Outs�de there were no�ses,
and the stamp�ng of dancers' feet. The str�ngs of a gu�tar were be�ng
struck gently, to the accompan�ment of a vo�ce. Then the gu�tar was



played more loudly, many vo�ces jo�ned �n, and the whole chorus
struck up a song �n r�d�cule of the headman.

When �t was over, the d�st�ller sa�d, w�th h�s head bent a l�ttle on
one s�de, to the headman who was almost petr�f�ed by the audac�ty
of the serenaders, “A f�ne song, my fr�end!”

“Very f�ne! Only �t �s a p�ty that they �nsult the headman.”
He folded h�s arms w�th a certa�n measure of composure on the

table, and prepared to l�sten further, for the s�ng�ng and no�se outs�de
cont�nued. A sharp observer, however, would have seen that �t was
not mere torp�d�ty wh�ch made the headman s�t so qu�etly. In the
same way a crafty cat often allows an �nexper�enced mouse to play
about her ta�l, wh�le she �s qu�ckly dev�s�ng a plan to cut �t off from
the mouse-hole. The headman's one eye was st�ll fastened on the
w�ndow, and h�s hand, after he had g�ven the v�llage counc�llor a
s�gn, was reach�ng for the door-handle, when suddenly a loud no�se
and shouts were heard from the street. The d�st�ller, who bes�de
many other character�st�cs possessed a keen cur�os�ty, la�d down h�s
p�pe qu�ckly and ran �nto the street; but the ne'er-do-wells had all
d�spersed.

“No, you don't escape me!” cr�ed the headman, dragg�ng
someone muffled up �n a sheepsk�n coat w�th the ha�r turned
outwards, by the arm.

The d�st�ller rap�dly se�zed a favourable moment to look at the
face of th�s d�sturber of the peace; but he started back when he saw
a long beard and a gr�m, pa�nted face.

“No, you don't escape me!” excla�med the headman aga�n as he
dragged h�s pr�soner �nto the vest�bule.

The latter offered no res�stance, and followed h�m as qu�etly as
though �t had been h�s own house.

“Karpo, open the store-room!” the headman called to the v�llage
counc�llor. “We w�ll throw h�m �n there! Then we w�ll awake the clerk,
call the v�llage counc�l together, catch th�s �mpudent rabble, and pass
our sentence on them at once.”

The v�llage counc�llor unlocked the store-room; then �n the
darkness of the vest�bule, the pr�soner made a desperate effort to
break loose from the headman's arms.



“Ah! you would, would you?” excla�med the headman, hold�ng
h�m more f�rmly by the collar.

“Let me go! It �s I!” a half-st�fled vo�ce was heard say�ng.
“It �s no good, brother! You may squeal �f you choose, l�ke the

dev�l, �nstead of �m�tat�ng a woman, but you won't get round me.” So
say�ng, he thrust the pr�soner w�th such v�olence �nto the dark room
that he fell on the ground and groaned aloud.

The v�ctor�ous headman, accompan�ed by the v�llage counc�llor,
now betook h�mself to the clerk's; they were followed by the d�st�ller,
who was ve�led �n clouds of tobacco-smoke, and resembled a
steamer.

They were all three walk�ng reflect�vely w�th bent heads, when
suddenly, turn�ng �nto a dark s�de-alley, they uttered a cry and started
back �n consequence of com�ng �nto coll�s�on w�th three other men,
who on the�r s�de shouted w�th equal loudness. The headman saw
w�th h�s one eye, to h�s no small aston�shment, the clerk w�th two
v�llage counc�llors.

“I was just com�ng to you, Mr Notary.”
“And I was on my way to your honour.”
“These are strange go�ngs-on, Mr Notary.”
“Indeed they are, your honour.”
“Have you seen them then?” asked the headman, surpr�sed.
“The young fellows are roam�ng about the streets us�ng v�le

language. They are abus�ng your honour �n a way—�n a word, �t �s a
scandal. A drunken Russ�an would be ashamed to use such words.”

The lean notary, �n h�s ga�ly str�ped breeches and yeast-coloured
wa�stcoat, kept on stretch�ng forward and draw�ng back h�s neck
wh�le he talked.

“Hardly had I gone to sleep,” he cont�nued, “than the cursed
loafers woke me up w�th the�r shameful songs and the�r no�se. I
meant to g�ve them a sound rat�ng, but wh�le I was putt�ng on my
breeches and vest, they all ran away. But the r�ngleader has not
escaped; for the present he �s shut up �n the hut wh�ch we use as a
pr�son. I was very cur�ous to know who the scapegrace �s, but h�s
face �s as sooty as the dev�l's when he forges na�ls for s�nners.”

“What clothes does he wear, Mr Notary?”



“The son of a dog wears a black sheepsk�n coat turned �ns�de
out, your honour.”

“Aren't you tell�ng me a l�e, Mr Notary? The same good-for-
noth�ng �s now shut up �n my store-room under lock and key.”

“No, your honour! You have drawn the long bow a l�ttle yourself,
and should not be vexed at what I say.”

“Br�ng a l�ght! We w�ll take a look at h�m at once!”
They returned to the headman's house; the store-room door was

opened, and the headman groaned for sheer amazement as he saw
h�s s�ster-�n-law stand�ng before h�m.

“Tell me then,” she sa�d, stepp�ng forward, “have you qu�te lost
your senses? Had you a s�ngle part�cle of bra�ns �n your one-eyed
f�sh-head when you locked me up �n the dark room? It �s a mercy I
d�d not break my head aga�nst the �ron door h�nge. D�dn't I shout out
that �t was I? Then he se�zed me, the cursed bear, w�th h�s �ron
claws, and pushed me �n. May Satan hereafter so push you �nto
hell!” The last words she spoke from the street, hav�ng w�sely gone
out of h�s reach.

“Yes, now I see that �t �s you!” sa�d the headman, who had slowly
recovered h�s composure.

“Is he not a scamp and a scoundrel, Mr Clerk?” he cont�nued.
“Yes, certa�nly, your honour.”
“Isn't �t h�gh t�me to g�ve all these loose fellows a lesson, that they

may at last betake themselves to the�r work?”
“Yes, �t �s h�gh t�me, your honour.”
“The fools have comb�ned �n a gang. What the deuce �s that? It

sounded l�ke my s�ster-�n-law's vo�ce. The blockheads th�nk that I am
l�ke her, an ord�nary Cossack.”

Here he coughed and cleared h�s throat, and a gleam �n h�s eyes
showed that he was about to say someth�ng very �mportant. “In the
year one thousand—I cannot keep these cursed dates �n my
memory, �f I was to be k�lled for �t. Well, never m�nd when �t was, the
Comm�ssary Ledatcho was commanded to choose out a Cossack
who was cleverer than the rest. Yes,” he added, ra�s�ng h�s
foref�nger, “cleverer than the rest, to accompany the Czar. Then I
was——”



“Yes, yes,” the notary �nterrupted h�m, “we all know, headman,
that you well deserved the �mper�al favour. But confess now that I
was r�ght: you made a m�stake when you declared that you had
caught the vagabond �n the reversed sheepsk�n.”

“Th�s d�sgu�sed dev�l I w�ll have �mpr�soned to serve as a warn�ng
to the rest. They w�ll have to learn what author�ty means. Who has
appo�nted the headman, �f not the Czar? Then we w�ll tackle the
other fellows. I don't forget how the scamps drove a whole herd of
sw�ne �nto my garden, wh�ch ate up all the cabbages and
cucumbers; I don't forget how those sons of dev�ls refused to thrash
my rye for me. I don't forget—to the deuce w�th them! We must f�rst
f�nd out who th�s scoundrel �n the sheepsk�n really �s.”

“He �s a sly dog anyway,” sa�d the d�st�ller, whose cheeks dur�ng
the whole conversat�on had been as full of smoke as a s�ege-
cannon, and whose l�ps, when he took h�s p�pe out of h�s mouth,
seemed to em�t sparks.

Meanwh�le they had approached a small ru�ned hut. The�r
cur�os�ty had mounted to the h�ghest p�tch, and they pressed round
the door. The notary produced a key and tr�ed to turn the lock, but �t
d�d not f�t; �t was the key of h�s trunk. The �mpat�ence of the
onlookers �ncreased. He plunged h�s hand �nto the w�de pocket of h�s
ga�ly str�ped breeches, bent h�s back, scraped w�th h�s feet, uttered
�mprecat�ons, and at last cr�ed tr�umphantly, “I have �t!”

At these words the hearts of our heroes beat so loud, that the
turn�ng of the key �n the lock was almost �naud�ble. At last the door
opened, and the headman turned as wh�te as a sheet. The d�st�ller
felt a sh�ver run down h�s sp�ne, and h�s ha�r stood on end. Terror
and apprehens�on were stamped on the notary's face; the v�llage
counc�llors almost sank �nto the ground and could not shut the�r
w�de-open mouths. Before them stood the headman's s�ster-�n-law!

She was not less startled than they, but recovered herself
somewhat, and made a movement as �f to approach them.

“Stop!” cr�ed the headman �n an exc�ted vo�ce, and slammed the
door aga�n. “S�rs, Satan �s beh�nd th�s!” he cont�nued. “Br�ng f�re
qu�ckly! Never m�nd the hut! Set �t al�ght and burn �t up so that not
even the w�tch's bones rema�n.”



“Wa�t a m�nute, brother!” excla�med the d�st�ller. “Your ha�r �s grey,
but you are not very �ntell�gent; no ord�nary f�re w�ll burn a w�tch. Only
the f�re of a p�pe can do �t. I w�ll manage �t all r�ght.” So say�ng, he
shook some glow�ng ashes from h�s p�pe on to a bundle of straw,
and began to fan the flame.

Despa�r gave the unfortunate woman courage; she began to
�mplore them �n a loud vo�ce.

“Stop a moment, brother! Perhaps we are �ncurr�ng gu�lt
needlessly. Perhaps she �s really no w�tch!” sa�d the notary. “If the
person s�tt�ng �n there declares herself ready to make the s�gn of the
cross, then she �s not a ch�ld of the dev�l.”

The proposal was accepted. “Look out, Satan!” cont�nued the
notary, speak�ng at a ch�nk �n the door. “If you prom�se not to move,
we w�ll open the door.”

The door was opened.
“Cross yourself!” excla�med the headman, look�ng round h�m for a

safe place of retreat �n case of necess�ty.
H�s s�ster-�n-law crossed herself.
“The deuce! It �s really you, s�ster-�n-law!”
“What ev�l sp�r�t dragged you �nto th�s hole, fr�end?” asked the

notary.
The headman's s�ster related am�d sobs how the r�oters had

se�zed her on the street, and �n sp�te of her res�stance, pushed her
through a large w�ndow �nto the hut, on wh�ch they had closed the
shutters. The notary looked and found that the bolt of the shutter had
been wrenched off, and that �t was held �n �ts place by a wooden bar
placed across �t outs�de.

“You are a n�ce fellow, you one-eyed Satan!” she now excla�med,
advanc�ng towards the headman, who stepped backwards and
cont�nued to contemplate her from head to foot. “I know your
thoughts; you were glad of an opportun�ty to get me shut up �n order
to run after that pett�coat, so that no one could see the grey-ha�red
s�nner mak�ng a fool of h�mself. You th�nk I don't know how you
talked th�s even�ng w�th Hanna. Oh, I know everyth�ng. You must get
up earl�er �f you want to make a fool of me, you great stup�d! I have
endured for a long t�me, but at last don't take �t �ll �f——”



She made a threaten�ng gesture w�th her f�st, and ran away
sw�ftly, leav�ng the headman qu�te taken aback.

“The dev�l really has someth�ng to do w�th �t!” he thought, rubb�ng
h�s bald head.

“We have h�m!” now excla�med the two v�llage counc�llors as they
approached.

“Whom have you?” asked the headman.
“The dev�l �n the sheepsk�n.”
“Br�ng h�m here!” cr�ed the headman, se�z�ng the pr�soner by the

arm. “Are you mad? Th�s �s the drunken Kalen�k!”
“It �s w�tchcraft! He was �n our hands, your honour!” repl�ed the

v�llage counc�llors. “The rascals were rush�ng about �n the narrow
s�de-streets, danc�ng and behav�ng l�ke �d�ots—the dev�l take them!
How �t was we got hold of th�s fellow �nstead of h�m, heaven only
knows!”

“In v�rtue of my author�ty, and that of the v�llage assembly,” sa�d
the headman, “I �ssue the order to se�ze these robbers and other
young vagabonds wh�ch may be met w�th �n the streets, and to br�ng
them before me to be dealt w�th.”

“Excuse us, your honour,” answered the v�llage counc�llors,
bow�ng low. “If you could only see the h�deous faces they had; may
heaven pun�sh us �f ever anyone has seen such m�screat�ons s�nce
he was born and bapt�sed. These dev�ls m�ght fr�ghten one �nto an
�llness.”

“I'll teach you to be afra�d! You won't obey then? You are certa�nly
�n the consp�racy w�th them! You mut�neers! What �s the mean�ng of
that? What? You abet robbery and murder! You!—I w�ll �nform the
Comm�ssary. Go at once, do you hear; fly l�ke b�rds. I shall—you
w�ll——”

They all d�spersed �n d�fferent d�rect�ons.

V
THE DROWNED GIRL



W�thout troubl�ng h�mself �n the least about those who had been
sent to pursue h�m, the or�g�nator of all th�s confus�on slowly walked
towards the old house and the pool. We hardly need to say �t was
Levko. H�s black fur coat was buttoned up; he carr�ed h�s cap �n h�s
hand, and the persp�rat�on was pour�ng down h�s face. The moon
poured her l�ght on the gloomy majesty of the dark maple-wood.

The coolness of the a�r round the mot�onless pool ent�ced the
weary wanderer to rest by �t a wh�le. Un�versal s�lence preva�led, only
that �n the forest th�ckets the n�ght�ngales' songs were heard. An
overpower�ng drows�ness closed h�s eyes; h�s t�red l�mbs relaxed,
and h�s head nodded.

“Ah! am I go�ng to sleep?” he sa�d, r�s�ng and rubb�ng h�s eyes.
He looked round; the n�ght seemed to h�m st�ll more beaut�ful.

The moonl�ght seemed to have an �ntox�cat�ng qual�ty about �t, a
glamour wh�ch he had never perce�ved before. The landscape was
ve�led �n a s�lver m�st. The a�r was redolent w�th the perfume of the
apple-blossoms and the n�ght-flowers. Entranced, he gazed on the
mot�onless pool. The old, half-ru�ned house was clearly reflected
w�thout a qu�ver �n the water. But �nstead of dark shutters, he saw
l�ght stream�ng from br�ll�antly l�t w�ndows. Presently one of them
opened. Hold�ng h�s breath, and w�thout mov�ng a muscle, he
fastened h�s eyes on the pool and seemed to penetrate �ts depths.
What d�d he see? F�rst he saw at the w�ndow a graceful, curly head
w�th sh�n�ng eyes, propped on a wh�te arm; the head moved and
sm�led. H�s heart suddenly began to beat. The water began to break
�nto r�pples, and the w�ndow closed.

Qu�etly he w�thdrew from the pool, and looked towards the house.
The dark shutters were flung back; the w�ndow-panes gleamed �n the
moonl�ght. “How l�ttle one can bel�eve what people say!” he thought
to h�mself. “The house �s brand-new, and looks as though �t had only
just been pa�nted. It �s certa�nly �nhab�ted.”

He stepped nearer caut�ously, but the house was qu�te s�lent. The
clear song of the n�ght�ngales rose powerfully and d�st�nctly on the
a�r, and as they d�ed away one heard the ch�rp�ng and rustl�ng of the
grasshoppers, and the marshb�rd clapp�ng h�s sl�ppery beak �n the
water.



Levko felt enraptured w�th the sweetness and st�llness of the
n�ght. He struck the str�ngs of h�s gu�tar and sang:



“Oh lovely moon
Thou steepst �n l�ght

The house where my darl�ng
Sleeps all n�ght.”

A w�ndow opened gently, and the same g�rl whose �mage he had
seen �n the pool looked out and l�stened attent�vely to the song. Her
long-lashed eyel�ds were partly droop�ng over her eyes; she was as
pale as the moonl�ght, but wonderfully beaut�ful. She sm�led, and a
sh�ver ran through Levko.

“S�ng me a song, young Cossack!” she sa�d gently, bend�ng her
head s�deways and qu�te clos�ng her eyes.

“What song shall I s�ng you, dear g�rl?”
Tears rolled down her pale cheeks. “Cossack,” she sa�d, and

there was someth�ng �nexpress�bly touch�ng �n her tone, “Cossack,
f�nd my stepmother for me. I w�ll do everyth�ng for you; I w�ll reward
you; I w�ll g�ve you abundant r�ches. I have armlets embro�dered w�th
s�lk and coral necklaces; I w�ll g�ve you a g�rdle set w�th pearls. I
have gold. Cossack, seek my stepmother for me. She �s a terr�ble
w�tch; she allowed me no peace �n the beaut�ful world. She tortured
me; she made me work l�ke a common ma�d-servant. Look at my
face; she has ban�shed the redness from my cheeks w�th her unholy
mag�c. Look at my wh�te neck; they cannot be washed away, they
cannot be washed away—the blue marks of her �ron claws. Look at
my wh�te feet; they d�d not walk on carpets, but on hot sand, on
damp ground, on p�erc�ng thorns. And my eyes—look at them; they
are almost bl�nd w�th weep�ng. Seek my stepmother!”

Her vo�ce, wh�ch had gradually become louder, stopped, and she
wept.

The Cossack felt overpowered by sympathy and gr�ef. “I am
ready to do everyth�ng to please you, dear lady,” he cr�ed w�th deep
emot�on; “but where and how can I f�nd her?”

“Look, look!” she sa�d qu�ckly, “she �s here! She dances on the
lake-shore w�th my ma�dens, and warms herself �n the moonl�ght. Yet
she �s cunn�ng and sly. She has assumed the shape of one who �s
drowned, yet I know and hear that she �s present. I am so afra�d of



her. Because of her I cannot sw�m free and l�ght as a f�sh. I s�nk and
fall to the bottom l�ke a p�ece of �ron. Look for her, Cossack!”

Levko cast a glance at the lake-shore. In a s�lvery m�st there
moved, l�ke shadows, g�rls �n wh�te dresses decked w�th May
flowers; gold necklaces and co�ns gleamed on the�r necks; but they
were very pale, as though formed of transparent clouds. They
danced nearer h�m, and he could hear the�r vo�ces, somewhat l�ke
the sound of reeds st�rred �n the qu�et even�ng by the breeze.

“Let us play the raven-game! Let us play the raven-game!”
“Who w�ll be the raven?”
Lots were cast, and a g�rl stepped out of the l�ne of the dancers.
Levko observed her attent�vely. Her face and cloth�ng resembled

those of the others; but she was ev�dently unw�ll�ng to play the part
ass�gned her. The dancers revolved rap�dly round her, w�thout her
be�ng able to catch one of them.

“No, I won't be the raven any more,” she sa�d, qu�te exhausted. “I
do not l�ke to rob the poor mother-hen of her ch�ckens.”

“You are not a w�tch,” thought Levko.
The g�rls aga�n gathered together �n order to cast lots who should

be the raven.
“I w�ll be the raven!” called one from the m�dst.
Levko watched her closely. Boldly and rap�dly she ran after the

dancers, and made every effort to catch her prey. Levko began to
not�ce that her body was not transparent l�ke the others; there was
someth�ng black �n the m�dst of �t. Suddenly there was a cry; the
“raven” had rushed on a g�rl, embraced her, and �t seemed to Levko
as though she had stretched out claws, and as though her face
shone w�th mal�c�ous joy.

“W�tch!” he cr�ed out, po�nt�ng at her suddenly w�th h�s f�nger, and
turn�ng towards the house.

The g�rl at the w�ndow laughed, and the other g�rls dragged the
“raven” scream�ng along w�th them.

“How shall I reward you, Cossack?” sa�d the ma�den. “I know you
do not need gold; you love Hanna, but her harsh father w�ll not allow
you to marry. But g�ve h�m th�s note, and he w�ll cease to h�nder �t.”

She stretched out her wh�te hand, and her face shone
wonderfully. W�th strange shudders and a beat�ng heart, he grasped



the paper and—awoke.

VI
THE AWAKENING

“Have I then been really asleep?” Levko asked h�mself as he
stood up. “Everyth�ng seemed so real, as though I were awake.
Wonderful! Wonderful!” he repeated, look�ng round h�m. The pos�t�on
of the moon vert�cal overhead showed that �t was m�dn�ght; a waft of
coolness came from the pool. The ru�ned house w�th the closed
shutters stood there w�th a melancholy aspect; the moss and weeds
wh�ch grew th�ckly upon �t showed that �t had not been entered by
any human foot for a long t�me. Then he suddenly opened h�s hand,
wh�ch had been convuls�vely clenched dur�ng h�s sleep, and cr�ed
aloud w�th aston�shment when he saw the note �n �t. “Ah! �f I could
only read,” he thought, turn�ng �t th�s way and that. At that moment
he heard a no�se beh�nd h�m.

“Fear noth�ng! Lay hold of h�m! What are you afra�d of? There are
ten of us. I wager that he �s a man, and not the dev�l.”

It was the headman encourag�ng h�s compan�ons.
Levko felt h�mself se�zed by several arms, many of wh�ch were

trembl�ng w�th fear.
“Throw off your mask, fr�end! Cease try�ng to fool us,” sa�d the

headman, tak�ng h�m by the collar. But he started back when he saw
h�m closely. “Levko! My son!” he excla�med, lett�ng h�s arms s�nk. “It
�s you, m�serable boy! I thought some rascal, or d�sgu�sed dev�l, was
play�ng these tr�cks; but now �t seems you have cooked th�s mess for
your own father—placed yourself at the head of a band of robbers,
and composed songs to r�d�cule h�m. Eh, Levko! What �s the
mean�ng of that? It seems your back �s �tch�ng. T�e h�m fast!”

“Stop, father! I have been ordered to g�ve you th�s note,” sa�d
Levko.

“Let me see �t then! But b�nd h�m all the same.”



“Wa�t, headman,” sa�d the notary, unfold�ng the note; “�t �s the
Comm�ssary's handwr�t�ng!”

“The Comm�ssary's?”
“The Comm�ssary's?” echoed the v�llage counc�llors

mechan�cally.
“The Comm�ssary's? Wonderful! St�ll more �ncomprehens�ble!”

thought Levko.
“Read! Read!” sa�d the headman. “What does the Comm�ssary

wr�te?”
“Let us hear!” excla�med the d�st�ller, hold�ng h�s p�pe between h�s

teeth, and l�ght�ng �t.
The notary cleared h�s throat and began to read.

“‘Order to the headman, J����� M����������.
“‘It has been brought to our knowledge that you, old �d——’”

“Stop! Stop! That �s unnecessary!” excla�med the headman.
“Even �f I have not heard �t, I know that that �s not the ch�ef matter.
Read further!”

“‘Consequently I order you at once to marry your son, Levko
Makohonenko, to the Cossack's daughter, Hanna Petr�tchenka, to
repa�r the br�dges on the post-road, and to g�ve no horses belong�ng
to the lords of the manor to the county-court mag�strates w�thout my
knowledge. If on my arr�val I do not f�nd these orders carr�ed out, I
shall hold you s�ngly respons�ble.

“‘L�eut. K���� D�������-D�������������,
“‘Comm�ssary.’”

“There we have �t!” excla�med the headman, w�th h�s mouth open.
“Have you heard �t? The headman �s made respons�ble for
everyth�ng, and therefore everyone has to obey h�m w�thout
contrad�ct�on! Otherw�se, I beg to res�gn my off�ce. And you,” he
cont�nued, turn�ng to Levko, “I w�ll have marr�ed, as the Comm�ssary



d�rects, though �t seems to me strange how he knows of the affa�r;
but you w�ll get a taste of my knout f�rst—the one, you know, wh�ch
hangs on the wall at my bed-head. But how d�d you get hold of the
note?”

Levko, �n sp�te of the aston�shment wh�ch the unexpected turn of
affa�rs caused h�m, had had the fores�ght to prepare an answer, and
to conceal the way �n wh�ch the note had come �nto h�s possess�on.
“I was �n the town last n�ght,” he sa�d, “and met the Comm�ssary just
as he was al�ght�ng from h�s droshky. When he heard from wh�ch
v�llage I was he gave me the note and b�d me tell you by word of
mouth, father, that he would d�ne w�th us on h�s way back.”

“D�d he say that?”
“Yes.”
“Have you heard �t?” sa�d the headman, w�th a solemn a�r turn�ng

to h�s compan�ons. “The Comm�ssary h�mself, �n h�s own person,
comes to us, that �s to me, to d�ne.” The headman l�fted a f�nger and
bent h�s head as though he were l�sten�ng to someth�ng. “The
Comm�ssary, do you hear, the Comm�ssary �s com�ng to d�ne w�th
me! What do you th�nk, Mr Notary? And what do you th�nk, fr�end?
That �s not a l�ttle honour, �s �t?”

“As far as I can recollect,” the notary broke �n, “no Comm�ssary
has ever d�ned w�th a headman.”

“All headmen are not al�ke,” he answered w�th a self-sat�sf�ed a�r.
Then he uttered a hoarse laugh and sa�d, “What do you th�nk, Mr
Notary? Isn't �t r�ght to order that �n honour of the d�st�ngu�shed
guest, a fowl, l�nen, and other th�ngs should be offered by every
cottage?”

“Yes, they should.”
“And when �s the wedd�ng to be, father?” asked Levko.
“Wedd�ng! I should l�ke to celebrate your wedd�ng �n my way!

Well, �n honour of the d�st�ngu�shed guest, to-morrow the pope(1) w�ll
marry you. Let the Comm�ssary see that you are punctual. Now,
ch�ldren, we w�ll go to bed. Go to your houses. The present occas�on
rem�nds me of the t�me when I——” At these words the headman
assumed h�s customary solemn a�r.

“Now the headman w�ll relate how he accompan�ed the Czar�na!”
sa�d Levko to h�mself, and hastened qu�ckly, and full of joy, to the



cherry-tree-shaded house, wh�ch we know. “May God bless you,
beloved, and the holy angels sm�le on you. To no one w�ll I relate the
wonders of th�s n�ght except to you, Hanna; you alone w�ll bel�eve �t,
and pray w�th me for the repose of the souls of the poor drowned
ma�dens.”

He approached the house; the w�ndow was open; the
moonbeams fell on Hanna, who was sleep�ng by �t. Her head was
supported on her arm; her cheeks glowed; her l�ps moved, gently
murmur�ng h�s name.

“Sleep sweetly, my darl�ng. Dream of everyth�ng that �s good, and
yet the awak�ng w�ll surpass all.” He made the s�gn of the cross over
her, closed the w�ndow, and gently w�thdrew.

In a few moments the whole v�llage was bur�ed �n slumber. Only
the moon hung as br�ll�ant and wonderful as before �n the �mmens�ty
of the Ukra�ne sky. The d�v�ne n�ght cont�nued her re�gn �n solemn
st�llness, wh�le the earth lay bathed �n s�lvery rad�ance. The un�versal
s�lence was only broken here and there by the bark of a dog; only
the drunken Kalen�k st�ll wandered about the empty streets seek�ng
for h�s house.



THE VIY

(The “V�y” �s a monstrous creat�on of popular fancy. It �s the name
wh�ch the �nhab�tants of L�ttle Russ�a g�ve to the k�ng of the gnomes,
whose eyelashes reach to the ground. The follow�ng story �s a
spec�men of such folk-lore. I have made no alterat�ons, but
reproduce �t �n the same s�mple form �n wh�ch I heard �t.—A�����'�
N���.)

I

A� soon as the clear sem�nary bell began sound�ng �n K�eff �n the
morn�ng, the pup�ls would come flock�ng from all parts of the town.
The students of grammar, rhetor�c, ph�losophy, and theology
hastened w�th the�r books under the�r arms over the streets.

The “grammar�ans” were st�ll mere boys. On the way they pushed
aga�nst each other and quarrelled w�th shr�ll vo�ces. Nearly all of
them wore torn or d�rty clothes, and the�r pockets were always
crammed w�th all k�nds of th�ngs—push-bones, p�pes made out of
pens, rema�ns of confect�onery, and somet�mes even young
sparrows. The latter would somet�mes beg�n to ch�rp �n the m�dst of
deep s�lence �n the school, and br�ng down on the�r possessors
severe can�ngs and thrash�ngs.

The “rhetor�c�ans” walked �n a more orderly way. The�r clothes
were generally untorn, but on the other hand the�r faces were often
strangely decorated; one had a black eye, and the l�ps of another



resembled a s�ngle bl�ster, etc. These spoke to each other �n tenor
vo�ces.

The “ph�losophers” talked �n a tone an octave lower; �n the�r
pockets they only had fragments of tobacco, never whole cakes of �t;
for what they could get hold of, they used at once. They smelt so
strongly of tobacco and brandy, that a workman pass�ng by them
would often rema�n stand�ng and sn�ff�ng w�th h�s nose �n the a�r, l�ke
a hound.

About th�s t�me of day the market-place was generally full of
bustle, and the market women, sell�ng rolls, cakes, and honey-tarts,
plucked the sleeves of those who wore coats of f�ne cloth or cotton.

“Young s�r! Young s�r! Here! Here!” they cr�ed from all s�des.
“Rolls and cakes and tasty tarts, very del�c�ous! I have baked them
myself!”

Another drew someth�ng long and crooked out of her basket and
cr�ed, “Here �s a sausage, young s�r! Buy a sausage!”

“Don't buy anyth�ng from her!” cr�ed a r�val. “See how greasy she
�s, and what a d�rty nose and hands she has!”

But the market women carefully avo�ded appeal�ng to the
ph�losophers and theolog�ans, for these only took handfuls of
eatables merely to taste them.

Arr�ved at the sem�nary, the whole crowd of students d�spersed
�nto the low, large class-rooms w�th small w�ndows, broad doors, and
blackened benches. Suddenly they were f�lled w�th a many-toned
murmur. The teachers heard the pup�ls' lessons repeated, some �n
shr�ll and others �n deep vo�ces wh�ch sounded l�ke a d�stant
boom�ng. Wh�le the lessons were be�ng sa�d, the teachers kept a
sharp eye open to see whether p�eces of cake or other da�nt�es were
protrud�ng from the�r pup�ls' pockets; �f so, they were promptly
conf�scated.

When th�s learned crowd arr�ved somewhat earl�er than usual, or
when �t was known that the teachers would come somewhat late, a
battle would ensue, as though planned by general agreement. In th�s
battle all had to take part, even the mon�tors who were appo�nted to
look after the order and moral�ty of the whole school. Two
theolog�ans generally arranged the cond�t�ons of the battle: whether



each class should spl�t �nto two s�des, or whether all the pup�ls
should d�v�de themselves �nto two halves.

In each case the grammar�ans began the battle, and after the
rhetor�c�ans had jo�ned �n, the former ret�red and stood on the
benches, �n order to watch the fortunes of the fray. Then came the
ph�losophers w�th long black moustaches, and f�nally the th�ck-
necked theolog�ans. The battle generally ended �n a v�ctory for the
latter, and the ph�losophers ret�red to the d�fferent class-rooms
rubb�ng the�r ach�ng l�mbs, and throw�ng themselves on the benches
to take breath.

When the teacher, who �n h�s own t�me had taken part �n such
contests, entered the class-room he saw by the heated faces of h�s
pup�ls that the battle had been very severe, and wh�le he caned the
hands of the rhetor�c�ans, �n another room another teacher d�d the
same for the ph�losophers.

On Sundays and Fest�val Days the sem�nar�sts took puppet-
theatres to the c�t�zens' houses. Somet�mes they acted a comedy,
and �n that case �t was always a theolog�an who took the part of the
hero or hero�ne—Pot�phar or Herod�as, etc. As a reward for the�r
exert�ons, they rece�ved a p�ece of l�nen, a sack of ma�ze, half a
roast goose, or someth�ng s�m�lar. All the students, lay and cler�cal,
were very poorly prov�ded w�th means for procur�ng themselves
necessary subs�stence, but at the same t�me very fond of eat�ng; so
that, however much food was g�ven to them, they were never
sat�sf�ed, and the g�fts bestowed by r�ch landowners were never
adequate for the�r needs.

Therefore the Comm�ssar�at Comm�ttee, cons�st�ng of
ph�losophers and theolog�ans, somet�mes d�spatched the
grammar�ans and rhetor�c�ans under the leadersh�p of a ph�losopher
—themselves somet�mes jo�n�ng �n the exped�t�on—w�th sacks on
the�r shoulders, �nto the town, �n order to levy a contr�but�on on the
fleshpots of the c�t�zens, and then there was a feast �n the sem�nary.

The most �mportant event �n the sem�nary year was the arr�val of
the hol�days; these began �n July, and then generally all the students
went home. At that t�me all the roads were thronged w�th
grammar�ans, rhetor�c�ans, ph�losophers, and theolog�ans. He who
had no home of h�s own, would take up h�s quarters w�th some



fellow-student's fam�ly; the ph�losophers and theolog�ans looked out
for tutors' posts, taught the ch�ldren of r�ch farmers, and rece�ved for
do�ng so a pa�r of new boots and somet�mes also a new coat.

A whole troop of them would go off �n close ranks l�ke a reg�ment;
they cooked the�r porr�dge �n common, and encamped under the
open sky. Each had a bag w�th h�m conta�n�ng a sh�rt and a pa�r of
socks. The theolog�ans were espec�ally econom�cal; �n order not to
wear out the�r boots too qu�ckly, they took them off and carr�ed them
on a st�ck over the�r shoulders, espec�ally when the road was very
muddy. Then they tucked up the�r breeches over the�r knees and
waded bravely through the pools and puddles. Whenever they sp�ed
a v�llage near the h�ghway, they at once left �t, approached the house
wh�ch seemed the most cons�derable, and began w�th loud vo�ces to
s�ng a psalm. The master of the house, an old Cossack engaged �n
agr�culture, would l�sten for a long t�me w�th h�s head propped �n h�s
hands, then w�th tears on h�s cheeks say to h�s w�fe, “What the
students are s�ng�ng sounds very devout; br�ng out some lard and
anyth�ng else of the k�nd we have �n the house.”

After thus replen�sh�ng the�r stores, the students would cont�nue
the�r way. The farther they went, the smaller grew the�r numbers, as
they d�spersed to the�r var�ous houses, and left those whose homes
were st�ll farther on.

On one occas�on, dur�ng such a march, three students left the
ma�n-road �n order to get prov�s�ons �n some v�llage, s�nce the�r stock
had long been exhausted. Th�s party cons�sted of the theolog�an
Khalava, the ph�losopher Thomas Brutus, and the rhetor�c�an
T�ber�us Gorobetz.

The f�rst was a tall youth w�th broad shoulders and of a pecul�ar
character; everyth�ng wh�ch came w�th�n reach of h�s f�ngers he felt
obl�ged to appropr�ate. Moreover, he was of a very melancholy
d�spos�t�on, and when he had got �ntox�cated he h�d h�mself �n the
most tangled th�ckets so that the sem�nary off�c�als had the greatest
trouble �n f�nd�ng h�m.

The ph�losopher Thomas Brutus was a more cheerful character.
He l�ked to l�e for a long t�me on the same spot and smoke h�s p�pe;
and when he was merry w�th w�ne, he h�red a f�ddler and danced the
“tropak.” Often he got a whole quant�ty of “beans,” �.e. thrash�ngs; but



these he endured w�th complete ph�losoph�c calm, say�ng that a man
cannot escape h�s dest�ny.

The rhetor�c�an T�ber�us Gorobetz had not yet the r�ght to wear a
moustache, to dr�nk brandy, or to smoke tobacco. He only wore a
small crop of ha�r, as though h�s character was at present too l�ttle
developed. To judge by the great bumps on h�s forehead, w�th wh�ch
he often appeared �n the class-room, �t m�ght be expected that some
day he would be a val�ant f�ghter. Khalava and Thomas often pulled
h�s ha�r as a mark of the�r spec�al favour, and sent h�m on the�r
errands.

Even�ng had already come when they left the h�gh-road; the sun
had just gone down, and the a�r was st�ll heavy w�th the heat of the
day. The theolog�an and the ph�losopher strolled along, smok�ng �n
s�lence, wh�le the rhetor�c�an struck off the heads of the th�stles by
the ways�de w�th h�s st�ck. The way wound on through th�ck woods of
oak and walnut; green h�lls alternated here and there w�th meadows.
Tw�ce already they had seen cornf�elds, from wh�ch they concluded
that they were near some v�llage; but an hour had already passed,
and no human hab�tat�on appeared. The sky was already qu�te dark,
and only a red gleam l�ngered on the western hor�zon.

“The deuce!” sa�d the ph�losopher Thomas Brutus. “I was almost
certa�n we would soon reach a v�llage.”

The theolog�an st�ll rema�ned s�lent, looked round h�m, then put
h�s p�pe aga�n between h�s teeth, and all three cont�nued the�r way.

“Good heavens!” excla�med the ph�losopher, and stood st�ll. “Now
the road �tself �s d�sappear�ng.”

“Perhaps we shall f�nd a farm farther on,” answered the
theolog�an, w�thout tak�ng h�s p�pe out of h�s mouth.

Meanwh�le the n�ght had descended; clouds �ncreased the
darkness, and accord�ng to all appearance there was no chance of
moon or stars appear�ng. The sem�nar�sts found that they had lost
the way altogether.

After the ph�losopher had va�nly sought for a footpath, he
excla�med, “Where have we got to?”

The theolog�an thought for a wh�le, and sa�d, “Yes, �t �s really
dark.”



The rhetor�c�an went on one s�de, lay on the ground, and groped
for a path; but h�s hands encountered only fox-holes. All around lay a
huge steppe over wh�ch no one seemed to have passed. The
wanderers made several efforts to get forward, but the landscape
grew w�lder and more �nhosp�table.

The ph�losopher tr�ed to shout, but h�s vo�ce was lost �n vacancy,
no one answered; only, some moments later, they heard a fa�nt
groan�ng sound, l�ke the wh�mper�ng of a wolf.

“Curse �t all! What shall we do?” sa�d the ph�losopher.
“Why, just stop here, and spend the n�ght �n the open a�r,”

answered the theolog�an. So say�ng, he felt �n h�s pocket, brought
out h�s t�mber and steel, and l�t h�s p�pe.

But the ph�losopher could not agree w�th th�s proposal; he was
not accustomed to sleep t�ll he had f�rst eaten f�ve pounds of bread
and f�ve of dr�pp�ng, and so he now felt an �ntolerable empt�ness �n
h�s stomach. Bes�des, �n sp�te of h�s cheerful temperament, he was a
l�ttle afra�d of the wolves.

“No, Khalava,” he sa�d, “that won't do. To l�e down l�ke a dog and
w�thout any supper! Let us try once more; perhaps we shall f�nd a
house, and the consolat�on of hav�ng a glass of brandy to dr�nk
before go�ng to sleep.”

At the word “brandy,” the theolog�an spat on one s�de and sa�d,
“Yes, of course, we cannot rema�n all n�ght �n the open a�r.”

The students went on and on, and to the�r great joy they heard
the bark�ng of dogs �n the d�stance. After l�sten�ng a wh�le to see from
wh�ch d�rect�on the bark�ng came, they went on the�r way w�th new
courage, and soon esp�ed a l�ght.

“A v�llage, by heavens, a v�llage!” excla�med the ph�losopher.
H�s suppos�t�on proved correct; they soon saw two or three

houses bu�lt round a court-yard. L�ghts gl�mmered �n the w�ndows,
and before the fence stood a number of trees. The students looked
through the crev�ces of the gates and saw a court-yard �n wh�ch
stood a large number of rov�ng tradesmen's carts. In the sky there
were now fewer clouds, and here and there a star was v�s�ble.

“See, brother!” one of them sa�d, “we must now cry ‘halt!’ Cost
what �t may, we must f�nd entrance and a n�ght's lodg�ng.”



The three students knocked together at the gate, and cr�ed
“Open!”

The door of one of the houses creaked on �ts h�nges, and an old
woman wrapped �n a sheepsk�n appeared. “Who �s there?” she
excla�med, cough�ng loudly.

“Let us spend the n�ght here, mother; we have lost our way, our
stomachs are empty, and we do not want to spend the n�ght out of
doors.”

“But what sort of people are you?”
“Qu�te harmless people; the theolog�an Khalava, the ph�losopher

Brutus, and the rhetor�c�an Gorobetz.”
“It �s �mposs�ble,” answered the old woman. “The whole house �s

full of people, and every corner occup�ed. Where can I put you up?
You are b�g and heavy enough to break the house down. I know
these ph�losophers and theolog�ans; when once one takes them �n,
they eat one out of house and home. Go farther on! There �s no
room here for you!”

“Have p�ty on us, mother! How can you be so heartless? Don't let
Chr�st�ans per�sh. Put us up where you l�ke, and �f we eat up your
prov�s�ons, or do any other damage, may our hands w�ther up, and
all the pun�shment of heaven l�ght on us!”

The old woman seemed a l�ttle touched. “Well,” she sa�d after a
few moments' cons�derat�on, “I w�ll let you �n; but I must put you �n
d�fferent rooms, for I should have no qu�et �f you were all together at
n�ght.”

“Do just as you l�ke; we won't say any more about �t,” answered
the students.

The gates moved heav�ly on the�r h�nges, and they entered the
court-yard.

“Well now, mother,” sa�d the ph�losopher, follow�ng the old
woman, “�f you had a l�ttle scrap of someth�ng! By heavens! my
stomach �s as empty as a drum. I have not had a b�t of bread �n my
mouth s�nce early th�s morn�ng!”

“D�dn't I say so?” repl�ed the old woman. “There you go begg�ng
at once. But I have no food �n the house, nor any f�re.”

“But we w�ll pay for everyth�ng,” cont�nued the ph�losopher.
“We w�ll pay early to-morrow �n cash.”



“Go on and be content w�th what you get. You are f�ne fellows
whom the dev�l has brought here!”

Her reply greatly depressed the ph�losopher Thomas; but
suddenly h�s nose caught the odour of dr�ed f�sh; he looked at the
breeches of the theolog�an, who walked by h�s s�de, and saw a huge
f�sh's ta�l st�ck�ng out of h�s pocket. The latter had already se�zed the
opportun�ty to steal a whole f�sh from one of the carts stand�ng �n the
court-yard. He had not done th�s from hunger so much as from the
force of hab�t. He had qu�te forgotten the f�sh, and was look�ng about
to see whether he could not f�nd someth�ng else to appropr�ate. Then
the ph�losopher put h�s hand �n the theolog�an's pocket as though �t
were h�s own, and la�d hold of h�s pr�ze.

The old woman found a spec�al rest�ng-place for each student;
the rhetor�c�an she put �n a shed, the theolog�an �n an empty store-
room, and the ph�losopher �n a sheep's stall.

As soon as the ph�losopher was alone, he devoured the f�sh �n a
tw�nkl�ng, exam�ned the fence wh�ch enclosed the stall, k�cked away
a p�g from a ne�ghbour�ng stall, wh�ch had �nqu�r�ngly �nserted �ts
nose through a crev�ce, and lay down on h�s r�ght s�de to sleep l�ke a
corpse.

Then the low door opened, and the old woman came crouch�ng
�nto the stall.

“Well, mother, what do you want here?” asked the ph�losopher.
She made no answer, but came w�th outstretched arms towards

h�m.
The ph�losopher shrank back; but she st�ll approached, as though

she w�shed to lay hold of h�m. A terr�ble fr�ght se�zed h�m, for he saw
the old hag's eyes sparkle �n an extraord�nary way. “Away w�th you,
old w�tch, away w�th you!” he shouted. But she st�ll stretched her
hands after h�m.

He jumped up �n order to rush out, but she placed herself before
the door, f�xed her glow�ng eyes upon h�m, and aga�n approached
h�m. The ph�losopher tr�ed to push her away w�th h�s hands, but to
h�s aston�shment he found that he could ne�ther l�ft h�s hands nor
move h�s legs, nor utter an aud�ble word. He only heard h�s heart
beat�ng, and saw the old woman approach h�m, place h�s hands
crossw�se on h�s breast, and bend h�s head down. Then w�th the



ag�l�ty of a cat she sprang on h�s shoulders, struck h�m on the s�de
w�th a broom, and he began to run l�ke a race-horse, carry�ng her on
h�s shoulders.

All th�s happened w�th such sw�ftness, that the ph�losopher could
scarcely collect h�s thoughts. He la�d hold of h�s knees w�th both
hands �n order to stop h�s legs from runn�ng; but to h�s great
aston�shment they kept mov�ng forward aga�nst h�s w�ll, mak�ng rap�d
spr�ngs l�ke a Caucas�an horse.

Not t�ll the house had been left beh�nd them and a w�de pla�n
stretched before them, bordered on one s�de by a black gloomy
wood, d�d he say to h�mself, “Ah! �t �s a w�tch!”

The half-moon shone pale and h�gh �n the sky. Its m�ld l�ght, st�ll
more subdued by �nterven�ng clouds, fell l�ke a transparent ve�l on
the earth. Woods, meadows, h�lls, and valleys—all seemed to be
sleep�ng w�th open eyes; nowhere was a breath of a�r st�rr�ng. The
atmosphere was mo�st and warm; the shadows of the trees and
bushes fell sharply def�ned on the slop�ng pla�n. Such was the n�ght
through wh�ch the ph�losopher Thomas Brutus sped w�th h�s strange
r�der.

A strange, oppress�ve, and yet sweet sensat�on took possess�on
of h�s heart. He looked down and saw how the grass beneath h�s
feet seemed to be qu�te deep and far away; over �t there flowed a
flood of crystal-clear water, and the grassy pla�n looked l�ke the
bottom of a transparent sea. He saw h�s own �mage, and that of the
old woman whom he carr�ed on h�s back, clearly reflected �n �t. Then
he beheld how, �nstead of the moon, a strange sun shone there; he
heard the deep tones of bells, and saw them sw�ng�ng. He saw a
water-n�x�e r�se from a bed of tall reeds; she turned to h�m, and her
face was clearly v�s�ble, and she sang a song wh�ch penetrated h�s
soul; then she approached h�m and nearly reached the surface of the
water, on wh�ch she burst �nto laughter and aga�n d�sappeared.

D�d he see �t or d�d he not see �t? Was he dream�ng or was he
awake? But what was that below—w�nd or mus�c? It sounded and
drew nearer, and penetrated h�s soul l�ke a song that rose and fell.
“What �s �t?” he thought as he gazed �nto the depths, and st�ll sped
rap�dly along.



The persp�rat�on flowed from h�m �n streams; he exper�enced
s�multaneously a strange feel�ng of oppress�on and del�ght �n all h�s
be�ng. Often he felt as though he had no longer a heart, and pressed
h�s hand on h�s breast w�th alarm.

Weary to death, he began to repeat all the prayers wh�ch he
knew, and all the formulas of exorc�sm aga�nst ev�l sp�r�ts. Suddenly
he exper�enced a certa�n rel�ef. He felt that h�s pace was slacken�ng;
the w�tch we�ghed less heav�ly on h�s shoulders, and the th�ck
herbage of the pla�n was aga�n beneath h�s feet, w�th noth�ng
espec�al to remark about �t.

“Splend�d!” thought the ph�losopher Thomas, and began to repeat
h�s exorc�sms �n a st�ll louder vo�ce.

Then suddenly he wrenched h�mself away from under the w�tch,
and sprang on her back �n h�s turn. She began to run, w�th short,
trembl�ng steps �ndeed, but so rap�dly that he could hardly breathe.
So sw�ftly d�d she run that she hardly seemed to touch the ground.
They were st�ll on the pla�n, but ow�ng to the rap�d�ty of the�r fl�ght
everyth�ng seemed �nd�st�nct and confused before h�s eyes. He
se�zed a st�ck that was ly�ng on the ground, and began to belabour
the hag w�th all h�s m�ght. She uttered a w�ld cry, wh�ch at f�rst
sounded rag�ng and threaten�ng; then �t became gradually weaker
and more gentle, t�ll at last �t sounded qu�te low l�ke the pleasant
tones of a s�lver bell, so that �t penetrated h�s �nnermost soul.
Involuntar�ly the thought passed through h�s m�nd:

“Is she really an old woman?”
“Ah! I can go no farther,” she sa�d �n a fa�nt vo�ce, and sank to the

earth.
He knelt bes�de her, and looked �n her eyes. The dawn was red �n

the sky, and �n the d�stance gl�mmered the g�lt domes of the
churches of K�eff. Before h�m lay a beaut�ful ma�den w�th th�ck,
d�shevelled ha�r and long eyelashes. Unconsc�ously she had
stretched out her wh�te, bare arms, and her tear-f�lled eyes gazed at
the sky.

Thomas trembled l�ke an aspen-leaf. Sympathy, and a strange
feel�ng of exc�tement, and a h�therto unknown fear overpowered h�m.
He began to run w�th all h�s m�ght. H�s heart beat v�olently, and he
could not expla�n to h�mself what a strange, new feel�ng had se�zed



h�m. He d�d not w�sh to return to the v�llage, but hastened towards
K�eff, th�nk�ng all the way as he went of h�s we�rd, unaccountable
adventure.

There were hardly any students left �n the town; they were all
scattered about the country, and had e�ther taken tutors' posts or
s�mply l�ved w�thout occupat�on; for at the farms �n L�ttle Russ�a one
can l�ve comfortably and at ease w�thout pay�ng a farth�ng. The great
half-decayed bu�ld�ng �n wh�ch the sem�nary was establ�shed was
completely empty; and however much the ph�losopher searched �n
all �ts corners for a p�ece of lard and bread, he could not f�nd even
one of the hard b�scu�ts wh�ch the sem�nar�sts were �n the hab�t of
h�d�ng.

But the ph�losopher found a means of extr�cat�ng h�mself from h�s
d�ff�cult�es by mak�ng fr�ends w�th a certa�n young w�dow �n the
market-place who sold r�bbons, etc. The same even�ng he found
h�mself be�ng stuffed w�th cakes and fowl; �n fact �t �s �mposs�ble to
say how many th�ngs were placed before h�m on a l�ttle table �n an
arbour shaded by cherry-trees.

Later on the same even�ng the ph�losopher was to be seen �n an
ale-house. He lay on a bench, smoked h�s p�pe �n h�s usual way, and
threw the Jew�sh publ�can a gold p�ece. He had a jug of ale stand�ng
before h�m, looked on all who went �n and out �n a cold-blooded, self-
sat�sf�ed way, and thought no more of h�s strange adventure.

.  .  .  .  .  .

About th�s t�me a report spread about that the daughter of a r�ch
colonel, whose estate lay about f�fty versts d�stant from K�eff, had
returned home one day from a walk �n a qu�te broken-down
cond�t�on. She had scarcely enough strength to reach her father's
house; now she lay dy�ng, and had expressed a w�sh that for three
days after her death the prayers for the dead should be rec�ted by a
K�eff sem�nar�st named Thomas Brutus.

Th�s fact was commun�cated to the ph�losopher by the rector of
the sem�nary h�mself, who sent for h�m to h�s room and told h�m that
he must start at once, as a r�ch colonel had sent h�s servants and a



k�b�tka for h�m. The ph�losopher trembled, and was se�zed by an
uncomfortable feel�ng wh�ch he could not def�ne. He had a gloomy
forebod�ng that some ev�l was about to befall h�m. W�thout know�ng
why, he declared that he d�d not w�sh to go.

“L�sten, Thomas,” sa�d the rector, who under certa�n
c�rcumstances spoke very pol�tely to h�s pup�ls; “I have no �dea of
ask�ng you whether you w�sh to go or not. I only tell you that �f you
th�nk of d�sobey�ng, I w�ll have you so soundly flogged on the back
w�th young b�rch-rods, that you need not th�nk of hav�ng a bath for a
long t�me.”

The ph�losopher scratched the back of h�s head, and went out
s�lently, �ntend�ng to make h�mself scarce at the f�rst opportun�ty. Lost
�n thought, he descended the steep fl�ght of steps wh�ch led to the
court-yard, th�ckly planted w�th poplars; there he rema�ned stand�ng
for a moment, and heard qu�te d�st�nctly the rector g�v�ng orders �n a
loud vo�ce to h�s steward, and to another person, probably one of the
messengers sent by the colonel.

“Thank your master for the peeled barley and the eggs,” sa�d the
rector; “and tell h�m that as soon as the books wh�ch he ment�ons �n
h�s note are ready, I w�ll send them. I have already g�ven them to a
clerk to be cop�ed. And don't forget to rem�nd your master that he
has some excellent f�sh, espec�ally pr�me sturgeon, �n h�s ponds; he
m�ght send me some when he has the opportun�ty, as here �n the
market the f�sh are bad and dear. And you, Jantukh, g�ve the
colonel's man a glass of brandy. And m�nd you t�e up the
ph�losopher, or he w�ll show you a clean pa�r of heels.”

“L�sten to the scoundrel!” thought the ph�losopher. “He has smelt
a rat, the long-legged stork!”

He descended �nto the court-yard and beheld there a k�b�tka,
wh�ch he at f�rst took for a barn on wheels. It was, �n fact, as roomy
as a k�ln, so that br�cks m�ght have been made �ns�de �t. It was one of
those remarkable Cracow veh�cles �n wh�ch Jews travelled from town
to town �n scores, wherever they thought they would f�nd a market.
S�x stout, strong, though somewhat elderly Cossacks were stand�ng
by �t. The�r gold-bra�ded coats of f�ne cloth showed that the�r master
was r�ch and of some �mportance; and certa�n l�ttle scars test�f�ed to
the�r valour on the battle-f�eld.



“What can I do?” thought the ph�losopher. “There �s no escap�ng
one's dest�ny.” So he stepped up to the Cossacks and sa�d “Good
day, comrades.”

“Welcome, Mr Ph�losopher!” some of them answered.
“Well, I am to travel w�th you! It �s a magn�f�cent veh�cle,” he

cont�nued as he got �nto �t. “If there were only mus�c�ans present, one
m�ght dance �n �t.”

“Yes, �t �s a roomy carr�age,” sa�d one of the Cossacks, tak�ng h�s
seat by the coachman. The latter had t�ed a cloth round h�s head, as
he had already found an opportun�ty of pawn�ng h�s cap �n the ale-
house. The other f�ve, w�th the ph�losopher, got �nto the capac�ous
k�b�tka, and sat upon sacks wh�ch were f�lled w�th all sorts of art�cles
purchased �n the c�ty.

“I should l�ke to know,” sa�d the ph�losopher, “�f th�s equ�page
were laden w�th salt or �ron, how many horses would be requ�red to
draw �t?”

“Yes,” sa�d the Cossack who sat by the coachman, after th�nk�ng
a short t�me, “�t would requ�re a good many horses.”

After g�v�ng th�s sat�sfactory answer, the Cossack cons�dered
h�mself ent�tled to rema�n s�lent for the whole of the rest of the
journey.

The ph�losopher would gladly have found out who the colonel
was, and what sort of a character he had. He was also cur�ous to
know about h�s daughter, who had returned home �n such a strange
way and now lay dy�ng, and whose dest�ny seemed to be m�ngled
w�th h�s own; and wanted to know the sort of l�fe that was l�ved �n the
colonel's house. But the Cossacks were probably ph�losophers l�ke
h�mself, for �n answer to h�s �nqu�r�es they only blew clouds of
tobacco and settled themselves more comfortably on the�r sacks.

Meanwh�le, one of them addressed to the coachman on the box a
br�ef command: “Keep your eyes open, Overko, you old sleepy-head,
and when you come to the ale-house on the road to Tchukra�loff,
don't forget to pull up and wake me and the other fellows �f we are
asleep.” Then he began to snore pretty loud. But �n any case h�s
admon�t�on was qu�te superfluous; for scarcely had the enormous
equ�page begun to approach the aforesa�d ale-house, than they all



cr�ed w�th one mouth “Halt! Halt!” Bes�des th�s, Overko's horse was
accustomed to stop outs�de every �nn of �ts own accord.

In sp�te of the �ntense July heat, they all got out and entered a
low, d�rty room where a Jew�sh �nnkeeper rece�ved them �n a fr�endly
way as old acqua�ntances. He brought �n the sk�rt of h�s long coat
some sausages, and la�d them on the table, where, though forb�dden
by the Talmud, they looked very seduct�ve. All sat down at table, and
�t was not long before each of the guests had an earthenware jug
stand�ng �n front of h�m. The ph�losopher Thomas had to take part �n
the feast, and as the L�ttle Russ�ans when they are �ntox�cated
always beg�n to k�ss each other or to weep, the whole room soon
began to echo w�th demonstrat�ons of affect�on.

“Come here, come here, Sp�r�d, let me embrace thee!”
“Come here, Dorosch, let me press you to my heart!”
One Cossack, w�th a grey moustache, the eldest of them all,

leant h�s head on h�s hand and began to weep b�tterly because he
was an orphan and alone �n God's w�de world. Another tall,
loquac�ous man d�d h�s best to comfort h�m, say�ng, “Don't weep, for
God's sake, don't weep! For over there—God knows best.”

The Cossack who had been addressed as Dorosch was full of
cur�os�ty, and addressed many quest�ons to the ph�losopher Thomas.
“I should l�ke to know,” he sa�d, “what you learn �n your sem�nary; do
you learn the same th�ngs as the deacon reads to us �n church, or
someth�ng else?”

“Don't ask,” sa�d the consoler; “let them learn what they l�ke. God
knows what �s to happen; God knows everyth�ng.”

“No, I w�ll know,” answered Dorosch, “I w�ll know what �s wr�tten �n
the�r books; perhaps �t �s someth�ng qu�te d�fferent from that �n the
deacon's book.”

“O good heavens!” sa�d the other, “why all th�s talk? It �s God's
w�ll, and one cannot change God's arrangements.”

“But I w�ll know everyth�ng that �s wr�tten; I w�ll enter the sem�nary
too, by heaven I w�ll! Do you th�nk perhaps I could not learn? I w�ll
learn everyth�ng, everyth�ng.”

“Oh, heavens!” excla�med the consoler, and let h�s head s�nk on
the table, for he could no longer hold �t upr�ght.



The other Cossacks talked about the nob�l�ty, and why there was
a moon �n the sky.

When the ph�losopher Thomas saw the state they were �n, he
determ�ned to prof�t by �t, and to make h�s escape. In the f�rst place
he turned to the grey-headed Cossack, who was lament�ng the loss
of h�s parents. “But, l�ttle uncle,” he sa�d to h�m, “why do you weep
so? I too am an orphan! Let me go, ch�ldren; why do you want me?”

“Let h�m go!” sa�d some of them, “he �s an orphan, let h�m go
where he l�kes.”

They were about to take h�m outs�de themselves, when the one
who had d�splayed a spec�al th�rst for knowledge, stopped them,
say�ng, “No, I want to talk w�th h�m about the sem�nary; I am go�ng to
the sem�nary myself.”

Moreover, �t was not yet certa�n whether the ph�losopher could
have executed h�s project of fl�ght, for when he tr�ed to r�se from h�s
cha�r, he felt as though h�s feet were made of wood, and he began to
see such a number of doors lead�ng out of the room that �t would
have been d�ff�cult for h�m to have found the r�ght one.

It was not t�ll even�ng that the company remembered that they
must cont�nue the�r journey. They crowded �nto the k�b�tka, wh�pped
up the horses, and struck up a song, the words and sense of wh�ch
were hard to understand. Dur�ng a great part of the n�ght, they
wandered about, hav�ng lost the road wh�ch they ought to have been
able to f�nd bl�ndfolded. At last they drove down a steep descent �nto
a valley, and the ph�losopher not�ced, by the s�des of the road,
hedges, beh�nd wh�ch he caught gl�mpses of small trees and house-
roofs. All these belonged to the colonel's estate.

It was already long past m�dn�ght. The sky was dark, though l�ttle
stars gl�mmered here and there; no l�ght was to be seen �n any of the
houses. They drove �nto a large court-yard, wh�le the dogs barked.
On all s�des were barns and cottages w�th thatched roofs. Just
oppos�te the gateway was a house, wh�ch was larger than the
others, and seemed to be the colonel's dwell�ng. The k�b�tka stopped
before a small barn, and the travellers hastened �nto �t and la�d
themselves down to sleep. The ph�losopher however attempted to
look at the exter�or of the house, but, rub h�s eyes as he m�ght, he
could d�st�ngu�sh noth�ng; the house seemed to turn �nto a bear, and



the ch�mney �nto the rector of the sem�nary. Then he gave �t up and
lay down to sleep.

When he woke up the next morn�ng, the whole house was �n
commot�on; the young lady had d�ed dur�ng the n�ght. The servants
ran h�ther and th�ther �n a d�stracted state; the old women wept and
lamented; and a number of cur�ous people gazed through the
enclosure �nto the court-yard, as though there were someth�ng
spec�al to be seen. The ph�losopher began now to �nspect the local�ty
and the bu�ld�ngs, wh�ch he had not been able to do dur�ng the n�ght.

The colonel's house was one of those low, small bu�ld�ngs, such
as used formerly to be constructed �n Russ�a. It was thatched w�th
straw; a small, h�gh-peaked gable, w�th a w�ndow shaped l�ke an
eye, was pa�nted all over w�th blue and yellow flowers and red
crescent-moons; �t rested on l�ttle oaken p�llars, wh�ch were round
above the m�ddle, hexagonal below, and whose cap�tals were
adorned w�th qua�nt carv�ngs. Under th�s gable was a small sta�rcase
w�th seats at the foot of �t on e�ther s�de.

The walls of the house were supported by s�m�lar p�llars. Before
the house stood a large pear-tree of pyram�dal shape, whose leaves
�ncessantly trembled. A double row of bu�ld�ngs formed a broad
street lead�ng up to the colonel's house. Beh�nd the barns near the
entrance-gate stood two three-cornered w�ne-houses, also thatched
w�th straw; each of the stone walls had a door �n �t, and was covered
w�th all k�nds of pa�nt�ngs. On one was represented a Cossack s�tt�ng
on a barrel and sw�ng�ng a large p�tcher over h�s head; �t bore the
�nscr�pt�on “I w�ll dr�nk all that!” Elsewhere were pa�nted large and
small bottles, a beaut�ful g�rl, a runn�ng horse, a p�pe, and a drum
bear�ng the words “W�ne �s the Cossack's joy.”

In the loft of one of the barns one saw through a huge round
w�ndow a drum and some trumpets. At the gate there stood two
cannons. All th�s showed that the colonel loved a cheerful l�fe, and
the whole place often rang w�th sounds of merr�ment. Before the
gate were two w�ndm�lls, and beh�nd the house gardens sloped
away; through the tree-tops the dark ch�mneys of the peasants'
houses were v�s�ble. The whole v�llage lay on a broad, even plateau,
�n the m�ddle of a mounta�n-slope wh�ch culm�nated �n a steep
summ�t on the north s�de. When seen from below, �t looked st�ll



steeper. Here and there on the top the �rregular stems of the th�ck
steppe-brooms showed �n dark rel�ef aga�nst the blue sky. The bare
clay so�l made a melancholy �mpress�on, worn as �t was �nto deep
furrows by ra�n-water. On the same slope there stood two cottages,
and over one of them a huge apple-tree spread �ts branches; the
roots were supported by small props, whose �nterst�ces were f�lled
w�th mould. The apples, wh�ch were blown off by the w�nd, rolled
down to the court-yard below. A road wound round the mounta�n to
the v�llage.

When the ph�losopher looked at th�s steep slope, and
remembered h�s journey of the n�ght before, he came to the
conclus�on that e�ther the colonel's horses were very sagac�ous, or
that the Cossacks must have very strong heads, as they ventured,
even when the worse for dr�nk, on such a road w�th the huge k�b�tka.

When the ph�losopher turned and looked �n the oppos�te
d�rect�on, he saw qu�te another p�cture. The v�llage reached down to
the pla�n; meadows stretched away to an �mmense d�stance, the�r
br�ght green grow�ng gradually dark; far away, about twenty versts
off, many other v�llages were v�s�ble. To the r�ght of these meadows
were cha�ns of h�lls, and �n the remote d�stance one saw the Dn�eper
sh�mmer and sparkle l�ke a m�rror of steel.

“What a splend�d country!” sa�d the ph�losopher to h�mself. “It
must be f�ne to l�ve here! One could catch f�sh �n the Dn�eper, and �n
the ponds, and shoot and snare partr�dges and bustards; there must
be quant�t�es here. Much fru�t m�ght be dr�ed here and sold �n the
town, or, better st�ll, brandy m�ght be d�st�lled from �t, for fru�t-brandy
�s the best of all. But what prevents me th�nk�ng of my escape after
all?”

Beh�nd the hedge he saw a l�ttle path wh�ch was almost ent�rely
concealed by the h�gh grass of the steppe. The ph�losopher
approached �t mechan�cally, mean�ng at f�rst to walk a l�ttle along �t
unobserved, and then qu�te qu�etly to ga�n the open country beh�nd
the peasants' houses. Suddenly he felt the pressure of a fa�rly heavy
hand on h�s shoulder.

Beh�nd h�m stood the same old Cossack who yesterday had so
b�tterly lamented the death of h�s father and mother, and h�s own
lonel�ness. “You are g�v�ng yourself useless trouble, Mr Ph�losopher,



�f you th�nk you can escape from us,” he sa�d. “One cannot run away
here; and bes�des, the roads are too bad for walkers. Come to the
colonel; he has been wa�t�ng for you for some t�me �n h�s room.”

“Yes, of course! What are you talk�ng about? I w�ll come w�th the
greatest pleasure,” sa�d the ph�losopher, and followed the Cossack.

The colonel was an elderly man; h�s moustache was grey, and
h�s face wore the s�gns of deep sadness. He sat �n h�s room by a
table, w�th h�s head propped on both hands. He seemed about f�ve-
and-f�fty, but h�s att�tude of utter despa�r, and the pallor on h�s face,
showed that h�s heart had been suddenly broken, and that all h�s
former cheerfulness had for ever d�sappeared.

When Thomas entered w�th the Cossack, he answered the�r deep
bows w�th a sl�ght �ncl�nat�on of the head.

“Who are you, whence do you come, and what �s your profess�on,
my good man?” asked the colonel �n an even vo�ce, ne�ther fr�endly
nor austere.

“I am a student of ph�losophy; my name �s Thomas Brutus.”
“And who was your father?”
“I don't know, s�r.”
“And your mother?”
“I don't know e�ther; I know that I must have had a mother, but

who she was, and where she l�ved, by heavens, I do not know.”
The colonel was s�lent, and seemed for a moment lost �n thought.

“Where d�d you come to know my daughter?”
“I do not know her, grac�ous s�r; I declare I do not know her.”
“Why then has she chosen you, and no one else, to offer up

prayers for her?”
The ph�losopher shrugged h�s shoulders. “God only knows. It �s a

well-known fact that grand people often demand th�ngs wh�ch the
most learned man cannot comprehend; and does not the proverb
say, ‘Dance, dev�l, as the Lord commands!’”

“Aren't you talk�ng nonsense, Mr Ph�losopher?”
“May the l�ghtn�ng str�ke me on the spot �f I l�e.”
“If she had only l�ved a moment longer,” sa�d the colonel sadly,

“then I had certa�nly found out everyth�ng. She sa�d, ‘Let no one offer
up prayers for me, but send, father, at once to the sem�nary �n K�eff
for the student Thomas Brutus; he shall pray three n�ghts runn�ng for



my s�nful soul—he knows.’ But what he really knows she never sa�d.
The poor dove could speak no more, and d�ed. Good man, you are
probably well known for your sanct�ty and devout l�fe, and she has
perhaps heard of you.”

“What? Of me?” sa�d the ph�losopher, and took a step backward
�n amazement. “I and sanct�ty!” he excla�med, and stared at the
colonel. “God help us, grac�ous s�r! What are you say�ng? It was only
last Holy Thursday that I pa�d a v�s�t to the tart-shop.”

“Well, she must at any rate have had some reason for mak�ng the
arrangement, and you must beg�n your dut�es to-day.”

“I should l�ke to remark to your honour—naturally everyone who
knows the Holy Scr�pture at all can �n h�s measure—but I bel�eve �t
would be better on th�s occas�on to send for a deacon or subdeacon.
They are learned people, and they know exactly what �s to be done. I
have not got a good vo�ce, nor any off�c�al stand�ng.”

“You may say what you l�ke, but I shall carry out all my dove's
w�shes. If you read the prayers for her three n�ghts through �n the
proper way, I w�ll reward you; and �f not—I adv�se the dev�l h�mself
not to oppose me!”

The colonel spoke the last words �n such an emphat�c way that
the ph�losopher qu�te understood them.

“Follow me!” sa�d the colonel.
They went �nto the hall. The colonel opened a door wh�ch was

oppos�te h�s own. The ph�losopher rema�ned for a few m�nutes �n the
hall �n order to look about h�m; then he stepped over the threshold
w�th a certa�n nervousness.

The whole floor of the room was covered w�th red cloth. In a
corner under the �cons of the sa�nts, on a table covered w�th a gold-
bordered, velvet cloth, lay the body of the g�rl. Tall candles, round
wh�ch were wound branches of the “cal�na,” stood at her head and
feet, and burned d�mly �n the broad dayl�ght. The face of the dead
was not to be seen, as the �nconsolable father sat before h�s
daughter, w�th h�s back turned to the ph�losopher. The words wh�ch
the latter overheard f�lled h�m w�th a certa�n fear:

“I do not mourn, my daughter, that �n the flower of your age you
have prematurely left the earth, to my gr�ef; but I mourn, my dove,
that I do not know my deadly enemy who caused your death. Had I



only known that anyone could even conce�ve the �dea of �nsult�ng
you, or of speak�ng a d�srespectful word to you, I swear by heaven
he would never have seen h�s ch�ldren aga�n, �f he had been as old
as myself; nor h�s father and mother, �f he had been young. And I
would have thrown h�s corpse to the b�rds of the a�r, and the w�ld
beasts of the steppe. But woe �s me, my flower, my dove, my l�ght! I
w�ll spend the rema�nder of my l�fe w�thout joy, and w�pe the b�tter
tears wh�ch flow out of my old eyes, wh�le my enemy w�ll rejo�ce and
laugh �n secret over the helpless old man!”

He paused, overpowered by gr�ef, and streams of tears flowed
down h�s cheeks.

The ph�losopher was deeply affected by the s�ght of such
�nconsolable sorrow. He coughed gently �n order to clear h�s throat.
The colonel turned and s�gned to h�m to take h�s place at the head of
the dead g�rl, before a l�ttle prayer-desk on wh�ch some books lay.

“I can manage to hold out for three n�ghts,” thought the
ph�losopher; “and then the colonel w�ll f�ll both my pockets w�th
ducats.”

He approached the dead g�rl, and after cough�ng once more,
began to read, w�thout pay�ng attent�on to anyth�ng else, and f�rmly
resolved not to look at her face.

Soon there was deep s�lence, and he saw that the colonel had
left the room. Slowly he turned h�s head �n order to look at the
corpse. A v�olent shudder thr�lled through h�m; before h�m lay a form
of such beauty as �s seldom seen upon earth. It seemed to h�m that
never �n a s�ngle face had so much �ntens�ty of express�on and
harmony of feature been un�ted. Her brow, soft as snow and pure as
s�lver, seemed to be th�nk�ng; the f�ne, regular eyebrows shadowed
proudly the closed eyes, whose lashes gently rested on her cheeks,
wh�ch seemed to glow w�th secret long�ng; her l�ps st�ll appeared to
sm�le. But at the same t�me he saw someth�ng �n these features
wh�ch appalled h�m; a terr�ble depress�on se�zed h�s heart, as when
�n the m�dst of dance and song someone beg�ns to chant a d�rge. He
felt as though those ruby l�ps were coloured w�th h�s own heart's
blood. Moreover, her face seemed dreadfully fam�l�ar.

“The w�tch!” he cr�ed out �n a vo�ce wh�ch sounded strange to
h�mself; then he turned away and began to read the prayers w�th



wh�te cheeks. It was the w�tch whom he had k�lled.

II

When the sun had sunk below the hor�zon, the corpse was
carr�ed �nto the church. The ph�losopher supported one corner of the
black-draped coff�n upon h�s shoulder, and felt an �ce-cold sh�ver run
through h�s body. The colonel walked �n front of h�m, w�th h�s r�ght
hand rest�ng on the edge of the coff�n.

The wooden church, black w�th age and overgrown w�th green
l�chen, stood qu�te at the end of the v�llage �n gloomy sol�tude; �t was
adorned w�th three round cupolas. One saw at the f�rst glance that �t
had not been used for d�v�ne worsh�p for a long t�me.

L�ghted candles were stand�ng before almost every �con. The
coff�n was set down before the altar. The old colonel k�ssed h�s dead
daughter once more, and then left the church, together w�th the
bearers of the b�er, after he had ordered h�s servants to look after the
ph�losopher and to take h�m back to the church after supper.

The coff�n-bearers, when they returned to the house, all la�d the�r
hands on the stove. Th�s custom �s always observed �n L�ttle Russ�a
by those who have seen a corpse.

The hunger wh�ch the ph�losopher now began to feel caused h�m
for a wh�le to forget the dead g�rl altogether. Gradually all the
domest�cs of the house assembled �n the k�tchen; �t was really a k�nd
of club, where they were accustomed to gather. Even the dogs came
to the door, wagg�ng the�r ta�ls �n order to have bones and offal
thrown to them.

If a servant was sent on an errand, he always found h�s way �nto
the k�tchen to rest there for a wh�le, and to smoke a p�pe. All the
Cossacks of the establ�shment lay here dur�ng the whole day on and
under the benches—�n fact, wherever a place could be found to l�e
down �n. Moreover, everyone was always leav�ng someth�ng beh�nd
�n the k�tchen—h�s cap, or h�s wh�p, or someth�ng of the sort. But the
numbers of the club were not complete t�ll the even�ng, when the
groom came �n after ty�ng up h�s horses �n the stable, the cowherd



had shut up h�s cows �n the�r stalls, and others collected there who
were not usually seen �n the day-t�me. Dur�ng supper-t�me even the
tongues of the laz�est were set �n mot�on. They talked of all and
everyth�ng—of the new pa�r of breeches wh�ch someone had
ordered for h�mself, of what m�ght be �n the centre of the earth, and
of the wolf wh�ch someone had seen. There were a number of w�ts �n
the company—a class wh�ch �s always represented �n L�ttle Russ�a.

The ph�losopher took h�s place w�th the rest �n the great c�rcle
wh�ch sat round the k�tchen door �n the open-a�r. Soon an old woman
w�th a red cap �ssued from �t, bear�ng w�th both hands a large vessel
full of hot “galuchk�s,” wh�ch she d�str�buted among them. Each drew
out of h�s pocket a wooden spoon, or a one-pronged wooden fork.
As soon as the�r jaws began to move a l�ttle more slowly, and the�r
wolf�sh hunger was somewhat appeased, they began to talk. The
conversat�on, as m�ght be expected, turned on the dead g�rl.

“Is �t true,” sa�d a young shepherd, “�s �t true—though I cannot
understand �t—that our young m�stress had traff�c w�th ev�l sp�r�ts?”

“Who, the young lady?” answered Dorosch, whose acqua�ntance
the ph�losopher had already made �n the k�b�tka. “Yes, she was a
regular w�tch! I can swear that she was a w�tch!”

“Hold your tongue, Dorosch!” excla�med another—the one who,
dur�ng the journey, had played the part of a consoler. “We have
noth�ng to do w�th that. May God be merc�ful to her! One ought not to
talk of such th�ngs.”

But Dorosch was not at all �ncl�ned to be s�lent; he had just v�s�ted
the w�ne-cellar w�th the steward on �mportant bus�ness, and hav�ng
stooped two or three t�mes over one or two casks, he had returned �n
a very cheerful and loquac�ous mood.

“Why do you ask me to be s�lent?” he answered. “She has r�dden
on my own shoulders, I swear she has.”

“Say, uncle,” asked the young shepherd, “are there s�gns by
wh�ch to recogn�se a sorceress?”

“No, there are not,” answered Dorosch; “even �f you knew the
Psalter by heart, you could not recogn�se one.”

“Yes, Dorosch, �t �s poss�ble; don't talk such nonsense,” retorted
the former consoler. “It �s not for noth�ng that God has g�ven each



some spec�al pecul�ar�ty; the learned ma�nta�n that every w�tch has a
l�ttle ta�l.”

“Every old woman �s a w�tch,” sa�d a grey-headed Cossack qu�te
ser�ously.

“Yes, you are a f�ne lot,” retorted the old woman who entered at
that moment w�th a vessel full of fresh “galuchk�s.” “You are great fat
p�gs!”

A self-sat�sf�ed sm�le played round the l�ps of the old Cossack
whose name was Javtuch, when he found that h�s remark had
touched the old woman on a tender po�nt. The shepherd burst �nto
such a deep and loud explos�on of laughter as �f two oxen were
low�ng together.

Th�s conversat�on exc�ted �n the ph�losopher a great cur�os�ty, and
a w�sh to obta�n more exact �nformat�on regard�ng the colonel's
daughter. In order to lead the talk back to the subject, he turned to
h�s next ne�ghbour and sa�d, “I should l�ke to know why all the people
here th�nk that the young lady was a w�tch. Has she done harm to
anyone, or k�lled them by w�tchcraft?”

“Yes, there are reports of that k�nd,” answered a man, whose face
was as flat as a shovel. “Who does not remember the huntsman
M�k�ta, or the——”

“What has the huntsman M�k�ta got to do w�th �t?” asked the
ph�losopher.

“Stop; I w�ll tell you the story of M�k�ta,” �nterrupted Dorosch.
“No, I w�ll tell �t,” sa�d the groom, “for he was my godfather.”
“I w�ll tell the story of M�k�ta,” sa�d Sp�r�d.
“Yes, yes, Sp�r�d shall tell �t,” excla�med the whole company; and

Sp�r�d began.
“You, Mr Ph�losopher Thomas, d�d not know M�k�ta. Ah! he was

an extraord�nary man. He knew every dog as though he were h�s
own father. The present huntsman, M�kola, who s�ts three places
away from me, �s not f�t to hold a candle to h�m, though good enough
�n h�s way; but compared to M�k�ta, he �s a mere m�lksop.”

“You tell the tale splend�dly,” excla�med Dorosch, and nodded as
a s�gn of approval.

Sp�r�d cont�nued.



“He saw a hare �n the f�eld qu�cker than you can take a p�nch of
snuff. He only needed to wh�stle ‘Come here, Rasboy! Come here,
Bosdraja!’ and flew away on h�s horse l�ke the w�nd, so that you
could not say whether he went qu�cker than the dog or the dog than
he. He could empty a quart pot of brandy �n the tw�nkl�ng of an eye.
Ah! he was a splend�d huntsman, only for some t�me he always had
h�s eyes f�xed on the young lady. E�ther he had fallen �n love w�th her
or she had bew�tched h�m—�n short, he went to the dogs. He
became a regular old woman; yes, he became the dev�l knows what
—�t �s not f�tt�ng to relate �t.”

“Very good,” remarked Dorosch.
“If the young lady only looked at h�m, he let the re�ns sl�p out of

h�s hands, called Bravko �nstead of Rasboy, stumbled, and made all
k�nds of m�stakes. One day when he was currycomb�ng a horse, the
young lady came to h�m �n the stable. ‘L�sten, M�k�ta,’ she sa�d. ‘I
should l�ke for once to set my foot on you.’ And he, the booby, was
qu�te del�ghted, and answered, ‘Don't only set your foot there, but s�t
on me altogether.’ The young lady l�fted her wh�te l�ttle foot, and as
soon as he saw �t, h�s del�ght robbed h�m of h�s senses. He bowed
h�s neck, the �d�ot, took her feet �n both hands, and began to trot
about l�ke a horse all over the place. Wh�ther they went he could not
say; he returned more dead than al�ve, and from that t�me he wasted
away and became as dry as a ch�p of wood. At last someone com�ng
�nto the stable one day found �nstead of h�m only a handful of ashes
and an empty jug; he had burned completely out. But �t must be sa�d
he was a huntsman such as the world cannot match.”

When Sp�r�d had ended h�s tale, they all began to v�e w�th one
another �n pra�s�ng the deceased huntsman.

“And have you heard the story of Cheptch�cha?” asked Dorosch,
turn�ng to Thomas.

“No.”
“Ha! Ha! One sees they don't teach you much �n your sem�nary.

Well, l�sten. We have here �n our v�llage a Cossack called Cheptoun,
a f�ne fellow. Somet�mes �ndeed he amuses h�mself by steal�ng and
ly�ng w�thout any reason; but he �s a f�ne fellow for all that. H�s house
�s not far away from here. One even�ng, just about th�s t�me,
Cheptoun and h�s w�fe went to bed after they had f�n�shed the�r day's



work. S�nce �t was f�ne weather, Cheptch�cha went to sleep �n the
court-yard, and Cheptoun �n the house—no! I mean Cheptch�cha
went to sleep �n the house on a bench and Cheptoun outs�de——”

“No, Cheptch�cha d�dn't go to sleep on a bench, but on the
ground,” �nterrupted the old woman who stood at the door.

Dorosch looked at her, then at the ground, then aga�n at her, and
sa�d after a pause, “If I tore your dress off your back before all these
people, �t wouldn't look pretty.”

The rebuke was effectual. The old woman was s�lent, and d�d not
�nterrupt aga�n.

Dorosch cont�nued.
“In the cradle wh�ch hung �n the m�ddle of the room lay a one-

year-old ch�ld. I do not know whether �t was a boy or a g�rl.
Cheptch�cha had la�n down, and heard on the other s�de of the door
a dog scratch�ng and howl�ng loud enough to fr�ghten anyone. She
was afra�d, for women are such s�mple folk that �f one puts out one's
tongue at them beh�nd the door �n the dark, the�r hearts s�nk �nto
the�r boots. ‘But,’ she thought to herself, ‘I must g�ve th�s cursed dog
one on the snout to stop h�s howl�ng!’ So she se�zed the poker and
opened the door. But hardly had she done so than the dog rushed
between her legs stra�ght to the cradle. Then Cheptch�cha saw that �t
was not a dog but the young lady; and �f �t had only been the young
lady as she knew her �t wouldn't have mattered, but she looked qu�te
blue, and her eyes sparkled l�ke f�ery coals. She se�zed the ch�ld, b�t
�ts throat, and began to suck �ts blood. Cheptch�cha shr�eked, ‘Ah!
my darl�ng ch�ld!’ and rushed out of the room. Then she saw that the
house-door was shut and rushed up to the att�c and sat there, the
stup�d woman, trembl�ng all over. Then the young lady came after
her and b�t her too, poor fool! The next morn�ng Cheptoun carr�ed h�s
w�fe, all b�tten and wounded, down from the att�c, and the next day
she d�ed. Such strange th�ngs happen �n the world. One may wear
f�ne clothes, but that does not matter; a w�tch �s and rema�ns a
w�tch.”

After tell�ng h�s story, Dorosch looked around h�m w�th a
complacent a�r, and cleaned out h�s p�pe w�th h�s l�ttle f�nger �n order
to f�ll �t aga�n. The story of the w�tch had made a deep �mpress�on on
all, and each of them had someth�ng to say about her. One had seen



her come to the door of h�s house �n the form of a hayr�ck; from
others she had stolen the�r caps or the�r p�pes; she had cut off the
ha�r-pla�ts of many g�rls �n the v�llage, and drunk whole p�nts of the
blood of others.

At last the whole company observed that they had goss�ped over
the�r t�me, for �t was already n�ght. All looked for a sleep�ng place—
some �n the k�tchen and others �n the barn or the court-yard.

“Now, Mr Thomas, �t �s t�me that we go to the dead,” sa�d the
grey-headed Cossack, turn�ng to the ph�losopher. All four—Sp�r�d,
Dorosch, the old Cossack, and the ph�losopher—betook themselves
to the church, keep�ng off w�th the�r wh�ps the w�ld dogs who roamed
about the roads �n great numbers and b�t the st�cks of passers-by �n
sheer mal�ce.

Although the ph�losopher had se�zed the opportun�ty of fort�fy�ng
h�mself beforehand w�th a st�ff glass of brandy, yet he felt a certa�n
secret fear wh�ch �ncreased as he approached the church, wh�ch
was l�t up w�th�n. The strange tales he had heard had made a deep
�mpress�on on h�s �mag�nat�on. They had passed the th�ck hedges
and trees, and the country became more open. At last they reached
the small enclosure round the church; beh�nd �t there were no more
trees, but a huge, empty pla�n d�mly v�s�ble �n the darkness. The
three Cossacks ascended the steep steps w�th Thomas, and entered
the church. Here they left the ph�losopher, express�ng the�r hope that
he would successfully accompl�sh h�s dut�es, and locked h�m �n as
the�r master had ordered.



He was left alone. At f�rst he yawned, then he stretched h�mself,
blew on both hands, and f�nally looked round h�m. In the m�ddle of
the church stood the black b�er; before the dark p�ctures of sa�nts
burned the candles, whose l�ght only �llum�nated the �cons, and cast
a fa�nt gl�mmer �nto the body of the church; all the corners were �n
complete darkness. The lofty �cons seemed to be of cons�derable
age; only a l�ttle of the or�g�nal g�lt rema�ned on the�r broken
tracer�es; the faces of the sa�nts had become qu�te black and looked
uncanny.

Once more the ph�losopher cast a glance around h�m. “Bother �t!”
sa�d he to h�mself. “What �s there to be afra�d about? No l�v�ng
creature can get �n, and as for the dead and those who come from
the ‘other s�de,’ I can protect myself w�th such effectual prayers that
they cannot touch me w�th the t�ps of the�r f�ngers. There �s noth�ng
to fear,” he repeated, sw�ng�ng h�s arms. “Let us beg�n the prayers!”

As he approached one of the s�de-a�sles, he not�ced two packets
of candles wh�ch had been placed there.

“That �s f�ne,” he thought. “I must �llum�nate the whole church, t�ll
�t �s as br�ght as day. What a p�ty that one cannot smoke �n �t.”

He began to l�ght the candles on all the wall-brackets and all the
candelabra, as well as those already burn�ng before the holy
p�ctures; soon the whole church was br�ll�antly l�t up. Only the
darkness �n the roof above seemed st�ll denser by contrast, and the
faces of the sa�nts peer�ng out of the frames looked as unearthly as
before. He approached the b�er, looked nervously at the face of the
dead g�rl, could not help shudder�ng sl�ghtly, and �nvoluntar�ly closed
h�s eyes. What terr�ble and extraord�nary beauty!

He turned away and tr�ed to go to one s�de, but the strange
cur�os�ty and pecul�ar fasc�nat�on wh�ch men feel �n moments of fear,
compelled h�m to look aga�n and aga�n, though w�th a s�m�lar
shudder. And �n truth there was someth�ng terr�ble about the beauty
of the dead g�rl. Perhaps she would not have �nsp�red so much fear
had she been less beaut�ful; but there was noth�ng ghastly or
deathl�ke �n the face, wh�ch wore rather an express�on of l�fe, and �t
seemed to the ph�losopher as though she were watch�ng h�m from
under her closed eyel�ds. He even thought he saw a tear roll from



under the eyelash of her r�ght eye, but when �t was half-way down
her cheek, he saw that �t was a drop of blood.

He qu�ckly went �nto one of the stalls, opened h�s book, and
began to read the prayers �n a very loud vo�ce �n order to keep up h�s
courage. H�s deep vo�ce sounded strange to h�mself �n the grave-l�ke
s�lence; �t aroused no echo �n the s�lent and desolate wooden walls
of the church.

“What �s there to be afra�d of?” he thought to h�mself. “She w�ll
not r�se from her b�er, s�nce she fears God's word. She w�ll rema�n
qu�etly rest�ng. Yes, and what sort of a Cossack should I be, �f I were
afra�d? The fact �s, I have drunk a l�ttle too much—that �s why I feel
so queer. Let me take a p�nch of snuff. It �s really excellent—f�rst-
rate!”

At the same t�me he cast a furt�ve glance over the pages of the
prayer-book towards the b�er, and �nvoluntar�ly he sa�d to h�mself,
“There! See! She �s gett�ng up! Her head �s already above the edge
of the coff�n!”

But a death-l�ke s�lence preva�led; the coff�n was mot�onless, and
all the candles shone stead�ly. It was an awe-�nsp�r�ng s�ght, th�s
church l�t up at m�dn�ght, w�th the corpse �n the m�dst, and no l�v�ng
soul near but one. The ph�losopher began to s�ng �n var�ous keys �n
order to st�fle h�s fears, but every moment he glanced across at the
coff�n, and �nvoluntar�ly the quest�on came to h�s l�ps, “Suppose she
rose up after all?”

But the coff�n d�d not move. Nowhere was there the sl�ghtest
sound nor st�r. Not even d�d a cr�cket ch�rp �n any corner. There was
noth�ng aud�ble but the sl�ght sputter�ng of some d�stant candle, or
the fa�nt fall of a drop of wax.

“Suppose she rose up after all?”
He ra�sed h�s head. Then he looked round h�m w�ldly and rubbed

h�s eyes. Yes, she was no longer ly�ng �n the coff�n, but s�tt�ng
upr�ght. He turned away h�s eyes, but at once looked aga�n, terr�f�ed,
at the coff�n. She stood up; then she walked w�th closed eyes
through the church, stretch�ng out her arms as though she wanted to
se�ze someone.

She now came stra�ght towards h�m. Full of alarm, he traced w�th
h�s f�nger a c�rcle round h�mself; then �n a loud vo�ce he began to



rec�te the prayers and formulas of exorc�sm wh�ch he had learnt from
a monk who had often seen w�tches and ev�l sp�r�ts.

She had almost reached the edge of the c�rcle wh�ch he had
traced; but �t was ev�dent that she had not the power to enter �t. Her
face wore a blu�sh t�nt l�ke that of one who has been several days
dead.

Thomas had not the courage to look at her, so terr�ble was her
appearance; her teeth chattered and she opened her dead eyes, but
as �n her rage she saw noth�ng, she turned �n another d�rect�on and
felt w�th outstretched arms among the p�llars and corners of the
church �n the hope of se�z�ng h�m.

At last she stood st�ll, made a threaten�ng gesture, and then lay
down aga�n �n the coff�n.

The ph�losopher could not recover h�s self-possess�on, and kept
on gaz�ng anx�ously at �t. Suddenly �t rose from �ts place and began
hurtl�ng about the church w�th a wh�zz�ng sound. At one t�me �t was
almost d�rectly over h�s head; but the ph�losopher observed that �t
could not pass over the area of h�s charmed c�rcle, so he kept on
repeat�ng h�s formulas of exorc�sm. The coff�n now fell w�th a crash �n
the m�ddle of the church, and rema�ned ly�ng there mot�onless. The
corpse rose aga�n; �t had now a green�sh-blue colour, but at the
same moment the d�stant crow�ng of a cock was aud�ble, and �t lay
down aga�n.

The ph�losopher's heart beat v�olently, and the persp�rat�on
poured �n streams from h�s face; but heartened by the crow�ng of the
cock, he rap�dly repeated the prayers.

As the f�rst l�ght of dawn looked through the w�ndows, there came
a deacon and the grey-ha�red Javtuk, who acted as sacr�stan, �n
order to release h�m. When he had reached the house, he could not
sleep for a long t�me; but at last wear�ness overpowered h�m, and he
slept t�ll noon. When he awoke, h�s exper�ences of the n�ght
appeared to h�m l�ke a dream. He was g�ven a quart of brandy to
strengthen h�m.

At table he was aga�n talkat�ve and ate a fa�rly large suck�ng p�g
almost w�thout ass�stance. But none the less he resolved to say
noth�ng of what he had seen, and to all cur�ous quest�ons only
returned the answer, “Yes, some wonderful th�ngs happened.”



The ph�losopher was one of those men who, when they have had
a good meal, are uncommonly am�able. He lay down on a bench,
w�th h�s p�pe �n h�s mouth, looked blandly at all, and expectorated
every m�nute.

But as the even�ng approached, he became more and more
pens�ve. About supper-t�me nearly the whole company had
assembled �n order to play “krapl�.” Th�s �s a k�nd of game of sk�ttles,
�n wh�ch, �nstead of bowls, long staves are used, and the w�nner has
the r�ght to r�de on the back of h�s opponent. It prov�ded the
spectators w�th much amusement; somet�mes the groom, a huge
man, would clamber on the back of the sw�neherd, who was sl�m and
short and shrunken; another t�me the groom would present h�s own
back, wh�le Dorosch sprang on �t shout�ng, “What a regular ox!”
Those of the company who were more sta�d sat by the threshold of
the k�tchen. They looked uncommonly ser�ous, smoked the�r p�pes,
and d�d not even sm�le when the younger ones went �nto f�ts of
laughter over some joke of the groom or Sp�r�d.

Thomas va�nly attempted to take part �n the game; a gloomy
thought was f�rmly f�xed l�ke a na�l �n h�s head. In sp�te of h�s
desperate efforts to appear cheerful after supper, fear had
overmastered h�s whole be�ng, and �t �ncreased w�th the grow�ng
darkness.

“Now �t �s t�me for us to go, Mr Student!” sa�d the grey-ha�red
Cossack, and stood up w�th Dorosch. “Let us betake ourselves to our
work.”

Thomas was conducted to the church �n the same way as on the
prev�ous even�ng; aga�n he was left alone, and the door was bolted
beh�nd h�m.

As soon as he found h�mself alone, he began to feel �n the gr�p of
h�s fears. He aga�n saw the dark p�ctures of the sa�nts �n the�r g�lt
frames, and the black coff�n, wh�ch stood menac�ng and s�lent �n the
m�ddle of the church.

“Never m�nd!” he sa�d to h�mself. “I am over the f�rst shock. The
f�rst t�me I was fr�ghtened, but I am not so at all now—no, not at all!”

He qu�ckly went �nto a stall, drew a c�rcle round h�m w�th h�s
f�nger, uttered some prayers and formulas for exorc�sm, and then
began to read the prayers for the dead �n a loud vo�ce and w�th the



f�xed resolut�on not to look up from the book nor take not�ce of
anyth�ng.

He d�d so for an hour, and began to grow a l�ttle t�red; he cleared
h�s throat and drew h�s snuff-box out of h�s pocket, but before he had
taken a p�nch he looked nervously towards the coff�n.

A sudden ch�ll shot through h�m. The w�tch was already stand�ng
before h�m on the edge of the c�rcle, and had fastened her green
eyes upon h�m. He shuddered, looked down at the book, and began
to read h�s prayers and exorc�sms aloud. Yet all the wh�le he was
aware how her teeth chattered, and how she stretched out her arms
to se�ze h�m. But when he cast a hasty glance towards her, he saw
that she was not look�ng �n h�s d�rect�on, and �t was clear that she
could not see h�m.

Then she began to murmur �n an undertone, and terr�ble words
escaped her l�ps—words that sounded l�ke the bubbl�ng of bo�l�ng
p�tch. The ph�losopher d�d not know the�r mean�ng, but he knew that
they s�gn�f�ed someth�ng terr�ble, and were �ntended to counteract h�s
exorc�sms.

After she had spoken, a stormy w�nd arose �n the church, and
there was a no�se l�ke the rush�ng of many b�rds. He heard the no�se
of the�r w�ngs and claws as they flapped aga�nst and scratched at the
�ron bars of the church w�ndows. There were also v�olent blows on
the church door, as �f someone were try�ng to break �t �n p�eces.

The ph�losopher's heart beat v�olently; he d�d not dare to look up,
but cont�nued to read the prayers w�thout a pause. At last there was
heard �n the d�stance the shr�ll sound of a cock's crow. The
exhausted ph�losopher stopped and gave a great s�gh of rel�ef.

Those who came to release h�m found h�m more dead than al�ve;
he had leant h�s back aga�nst the wall, and stood mot�onless,
regard�ng them w�thout any express�on �n h�s eyes. They were
obl�ged almost to carry h�m to the house; he then shook h�mself,
asked for and drank a quart of brandy. He passed h�s hand through
h�s ha�r and sa�d, “There are all sorts of horrors �n the world, and
such dreadful th�ngs happen that——” Here he made a gesture as
though to ward off someth�ng. All who heard h�m bent the�r heads
forward �n cur�os�ty. Even a small boy, who ran on everyone's
errands, stood by w�th h�s mouth w�de open.



Just then a young woman �n a close-f�tt�ng dress passed by. She
was the old cook's ass�stant, and very coquett�sh; she always stuck
someth�ng �n her bod�ce by way of ornament, a r�bbon or a flower, or
even a p�ece of paper �f she could f�nd noth�ng else.

“Good day, Thomas,” she sa�d, as she saw the ph�losopher.
“Dear me! what has happened to you?” she excla�med, str�k�ng her
hands together.

“Well, what �s �t, you s�lly creature?”
“Good heavens! You have grown qu�te grey!”
“Yes, so he has!” sa�d Sp�r�d, regard�ng h�m more closely. “You

have grown as grey as our old Javtuk.”
When the ph�losopher heard that, he hastened �nto the k�tchen,

where he had not�ced on the wall a d�rty, three-cornered p�ece of
look�ng-glass. In front of �t hung some forget-me-nots, evergreens,
and a small garland—a proof that �t was the to�lette-glass of the
young coquette. W�th alarm he saw that �t actually was as they had
sa�d—h�s ha�r was qu�te gr�zzled.

He sank �nto a rever�e; at last he sa�d to h�mself, “I w�ll go to the
colonel, tell h�m all, and declare that I w�ll read no more prayers. He
must send me back at once to K�eff.” W�th th�s �ntent�on he turned
towards the door-steps of the colonel's house.

The colonel was s�tt�ng mot�onless �n h�s room; h�s face d�splayed
the same hopeless gr�ef wh�ch Thomas had observed on �t on h�s
f�rst arr�val, only the hollows �n h�s cheeks had deepened. It was
obv�ous that he took very l�ttle or no food. A strange paleness made
h�m look almost as though made of marble.

“Good day,” he sa�d as he observed Thomas stand�ng, cap �n
hand, at the door. “Well, how are you gett�ng on? All r�ght?”

“Yes, s�r, all r�ght! Such hell�sh th�ngs are go�ng on, that one
would l�ke to rush away as far as one's feet can carry one.”

“How so?”
“Your daughter, s�r…. When one cons�ders the matter, she �s, of

course, of noble descent—no one can d�spute that; but don't be
angry, and may God grant her eternal rest!”

“Very well! What about her?”
“She �s �n league w�th the dev�l. She �nsp�res one w�th such dread

that all prayers are useless.”



“Pray! Pray! It was not for noth�ng that she sent for you. My dove
was troubled about her salvat�on, and w�shed to expel all ev�l
�nfluences by means of prayer.”

“I swear, grac�ous s�r, �t �s beyond my power.”
“Pray! Pray!” cont�nued the colonel �n the same persuas�ve tone.

“There �s only one n�ght more; you are do�ng a Chr�st�an work, and I
w�ll reward you r�chly.”

“However great your rewards may be, I w�ll not read the prayers
any more, s�r,” sa�d Thomas �n a tone of dec�s�on.

“L�sten, ph�losopher!” sa�d the colonel w�th a menac�ng a�r. “I w�ll
not allow any object�ons. In your sem�nary you may act as you l�ke,
but here �t won't do. If I have you knouted, �t w�ll be somewhat
d�fferent to the rector's can�ngs. Do you know what a strong
‘kantchuk’(2) �s?”

“Of course I do,” sa�d the ph�losopher �n a low vo�ce; “a number of
them together are �nsupportable.”

“Yes, I th�nk so too. But you don't know yet how hot my fellows
can make �t,” repl�ed the colonel threaten�ngly. He sprang up, and h�s
face assumed a f�erce, despot�c express�on, betray�ng the savagery
of h�s nature, wh�ch had been only temporar�ly mod�f�ed by gr�ef.
“After the f�rst flogg�ng they pour on brandy and then repeat �t. Go
away and f�n�sh your work. If you don't obey, you won't be able to
stand aga�n, and �f you do, you w�ll get a thousand ducats.”

“That �s a dev�l of a fellow,” thought the ph�losopher to h�mself,
and went out. “One can't tr�fle w�th h�m. But wa�t a l�ttle, my fr�end; I
w�ll escape you so cleverly, that even your hounds can't f�nd me!”

He determ�ned, under any c�rcumstances, to run away, and only
wa�ted t�ll the hour after d�nner arr�ved, when all the servants were
accustomed to take a nap on the hay �n the barn, and to snore and
puff so loudly that �t sounded as �f mach�nery had been set up there.
At last the t�me came. Even Javtuch stretched h�mself out �n the sun
and closed h�s eyes. Trembl�ngly, and on t�ptoe, the ph�losopher stole
softly �nto the garden, whence he thought he could escape more
eas�ly �nto the open country. Th�s garden was generally so choked
up w�th weeds that �t seemed adm�rably adapted for such an attempt.
W�th the except�on of a s�ngle path used by the people of the house,
the whole of �t was covered w�th cherry-trees, elder-bushes, and tall



heath-th�stles w�th f�brous red buds. All these trees and bushes had
been th�ckly overgrown w�th �vy, wh�ch formed a k�nd of roof. Its
tendr�ls reached to the hedge and fell down on the other s�de �n
snake-l�ke curves among the small, w�ld f�eld-flowers. Beh�nd the
hedge wh�ch bordered the garden was a dense mass of w�ld heather,
�n wh�ch �t d�d not seem probable that anyone would care to venture
h�mself, and the strong, stubborn stems of wh�ch seemed l�kely to
baffle any attempt to cut them.

As the ph�losopher was about to cl�mb over the hedge, h�s teeth
chattered, and h�s heart beat so v�olently that he felt fr�ghtened at �t.
The sk�rts of h�s long cloak seemed to cl�ng to the ground as though
they had been fastened to �t by pegs. When he had actually got over
the hedge he seemed to hear a shr�ll vo�ce cry�ng beh�nd h�m
“Wh�ther? Wh�ther?”

He jumped �nto the heather and began to run, stumbl�ng over old
roots and tread�ng on unfortunate moles. When he had emerged
from the heather he saw that he st�ll had a w�de f�eld to cross, beh�nd
wh�ch was a th�ck, thorny underwood. Th�s, accord�ng to h�s
calculat�on, must stretch as far as the road lead�ng to K�eff, and �f he
reached �t he would be safe. Accord�ngly he ran over the f�eld and
plunged �nto the thorny copse. Every sharp thorn he encountered
tore a fragment from h�s coat. Then he reached a small open space;
�n the centre of �t stood a w�llow, whose branches hung down to the
earth, and close by flowed a clear spr�ng br�ght as s�lver. The f�rst
th�ng the ph�losopher d�d was to l�e down and dr�nk eagerly, for he
was �ntolerably th�rsty.

“Splend�d water!” he sa�d, w�p�ng h�s mouth. “Th�s �s a good place
to rest �n.”

“No, better run farther; perhaps we are be�ng followed,” sa�d a
vo�ce �mmed�ately beh�nd h�m.

Thomas started and turned; before h�m stood Javtuch.
“Th�s dev�l of a Javtuch!” he thought. “I should l�ke to se�ze h�m by

the feet and smash h�s hang-dog face aga�nst the trunk of a tree.”
“Why d�d you go round such a long way?” cont�nued Javtuch.

“You had much better have chosen the path by wh�ch I came; �t
leads d�rectly by the stable. Bes�des, �t �s a p�ty about your coat.



Such splend�d cloth! How much d�d �t cost an ell? Well, we have had
a long enough walk; �t �s t�me to go home.”

The ph�losopher followed Javtuch �n a very depressed state.
“Now the accursed w�tch w�ll attack me �n earnest,” he thought.

“But what have I really to fear? Am I not a Cossack? I have read the
prayers for two n�ghts already; w�th God's help I w�ll get through the
th�rd n�ght also. It �s pla�n that the w�tch must have a terr�ble load of
gu�lt upon her, else the ev�l one would not help her so much.”

Feel�ng somewhat encouraged by these reflect�ons, he returned
to the court-yard and asked Dorosch, who somet�mes, by the
steward's perm�ss�on, had access to the w�ne-cellar, to fetch h�m a
small bottle of brandy. The two fr�ends sat down before a barn and
drank a pretty large one. Suddenly the ph�losopher jumped up and
sa�d, “I want mus�c�ans! Br�ng some mus�c�ans!”

But w�thout wa�t�ng for them he began to dance the “tropak” �n the
court-yard. He danced t�ll tea-t�me, and the servants, who, as �s
usual �n such cases, had formed a small c�rcle round h�m, grew at
last t�red of watch�ng h�m, and went away say�ng, “By heavens, the
man can dance!”

F�nally the ph�losopher lay down �n the place where he had been
danc�ng, and fell asleep. It was necessary to pour a bucket of cold
water on h�s head to wake h�m up for supper. At the meal he
enlarged on the top�c of what a Cossack ought to be, and how he
should not be afra�d of anyth�ng �n the world.

“It �s t�me,” sa�d Javtuch; “let us go.”
“I w�sh I could put a l�ghted match to your tongue,” thought the

ph�losopher; then he stood up and sa�d, “Let us go.”
On the�r way to the church, the ph�losopher kept look�ng round

h�m on all s�des, and tr�ed to start a conversat�on w�th h�s
compan�ons; but both Javtuch and Dorosch rema�ned s�lent. It was a
we�rd n�ght. In the d�stance wolves howled cont�nually, and even the
bark�ng of the dogs had someth�ng unearthly about �t.

“That doesn't sound l�ke wolves howl�ng, but someth�ng else,”
remarked Dorosch.

Javtuch st�ll kept s�lence, and the ph�losopher d�d not know what
answer to make.



They reached the church and walked over the old wooden
planks, whose rotten cond�t�on showed how l�ttle the lord of the
manor cared about God and h�s soul. Javtuch and Dorosch left the
ph�losopher alone, as on the prev�ous even�ngs.

There was st�ll the same atmosphere of menac�ng s�lence �n the
church, �n the centre of wh�ch stood the coff�n w�th the terr�ble w�tch
�ns�de �t.

“I am not afra�d, by heavens, I am not afra�d!” he sa�d; and after
draw�ng a c�rcle round h�mself as before, he began to read the
prayers and exorc�sms.

An oppress�ve s�lence preva�led; the fl�cker�ng candles f�lled the
church w�th the�r clear l�ght. The ph�losopher turned one page after
another, and not�ced that he was not read�ng what was �n the book.
Full of alarm, he crossed h�mself and began to s�ng a hymn. Th�s
calmed h�m somewhat, and he resumed h�s read�ng, turn�ng the
pages rap�dly as he d�d so.

Suddenly �n the m�dst of the sepulchral s�lence the �ron l�d of the
coff�n sprang open w�th a jarr�ng no�se, and the dead w�tch stood up.
She was th�s t�me st�ll more terr�ble �n aspect than at f�rst. Her teeth
chattered loudly and her l�ps, through wh�ch poured a stream of
dreadful curses, moved convuls�vely. A wh�rlw�nd arose �n the
church; the �cons of the sa�nts fell on the ground, together w�th the
broken w�ndow-panes. The door was wrenched from �ts h�nges, and
a huge mass of monstrous creatures rushed �nto the church, wh�ch
became f�lled w�th the no�se of beat�ng w�ngs and scratch�ng claws.
All these creatures flew and crept about, seek�ng for the ph�losopher,
from whose bra�n the last fumes of �ntox�cat�on had van�shed. He
crossed h�mself ceaselessly and uttered prayer after prayer, hear�ng
all the t�me the whole unclean swarm rustl�ng about h�m, and
brush�ng h�m w�th the t�ps of the�r w�ngs. He had not the courage to
look at them; he only saw one uncouth monster stand�ng by the wall,
w�th long, shaggy ha�r and two flam�ng eyes. Over h�m someth�ng
hung �n the a�r wh�ch looked l�ke a g�gant�c bladder covered w�th
countless crabs' claws and scorp�ons' st�ngs, and w�th black clods of
earth hang�ng from �t. All these monsters stared about seek�ng h�m,
but they could not f�nd h�m, s�nce he was protected by h�s sacred
c�rcle.



“Br�ng the V�y(3)! Br�ng the V�y!” cr�ed the w�tch.
A sudden s�lence followed; the howl�ng of wolves was heard �n

the d�stance, and soon heavy footsteps resounded through the
church. Thomas looked up furt�vely and saw that an unga�nly human
f�gure w�th crooked legs was be�ng led �nto the church. He was qu�te
covered w�th black so�l, and h�s hands and feet resembled knotted
roots. He trod heav�ly and stumbled at every step. H�s eyel�ds were
of enormous length. W�th terror, Thomas saw that h�s face was of
�ron. They led h�m �n by the arms and placed h�m near Thomas's
c�rcle.

“Ra�se my eyel�ds! I can't see anyth�ng!” sa�d the V�y �n a dull,
hollow vo�ce, and they all hastened to help �n do�ng so.

“Don't look!” an �nner vo�ce warned the ph�losopher; but he could
not restra�n from look�ng.

“There he �s!” excla�med the V�y, po�nt�ng an �ron f�nger at h�m;
and all the monsters rushed on h�m at once.

Struck dumb w�th terror, he sank to the ground and d�ed.
At that moment there sounded a cock's crow for the second t�me;

the earth-sp�r�ts had not heard the f�rst one. In alarm they hurr�ed to
the w�ndows and the door to get out as qu�ckly as poss�ble. But �t
was too late; they all rema�ned hang�ng as though fastened to the
door and the w�ndows.

When the pr�est came he stood amazed at such a desecrat�on of
God's house, and d�d not venture to read prayers there. The church
rema�ned stand�ng as �t was, w�th the monsters hang�ng on the
w�ndows and the door. Gradually �t became overgrown w�th
creepers, bushes, and w�ld heather, and no one can d�scover �t now.

.  .  .  .  .  .

When the report of th�s event reached K�eff, and the theolog�an
Khalava heard what a fate had overtaken the ph�losopher Thomas,
he sank for a whole hour �nto deep reflect�on. He had greatly altered
of late; after f�n�sh�ng h�s stud�es he had become bell-r�nger of one of
the ch�ef churches �n the c�ty, and he always appeared w�th a bru�sed
nose, because the belfry sta�rcase was �n a ru�nous cond�t�on.



“Have you heard what has happened to Thomas?” sa�d T�ber�us
Gorobetz, who had become a ph�losopher and now wore a
moustache.

“Yes; God had appo�nted �t so,” answered the bell-r�nger. “Let us
go to the ale-house; we w�ll dr�nk a glass to h�s memory.”

The young ph�losopher, who, w�th the enthus�asm of a nov�ce,
had made such full use of h�s pr�v�leges as a student that h�s
breeches and coat and even h�s cap reeked of brandy and tobacco,
agreed read�ly to the proposal.

“He was a f�ne fellow, Thomas,” sa�d the bell-r�nger as the l�mp�ng
�nnkeeper set the th�rd jug of beer before h�m. “A splend�d fellow!
And lost h�s l�fe for noth�ng!”

“I know why he per�shed,” sa�d Gorobetz; “because he was
afra�d. If he had not feared her, the w�tch could have done noth�ng to
h�m. One ought to cross oneself �ncessantly and sp�t exactly on her
ta�l, and then not the least harm can happen. I know all about �t, for
here, �n K�eff, all the old women �n the market-place are w�tches.”

The bell-r�nger nodded assent. But be�ng aware that he could not
say any more, he got up caut�ously and went out, sway�ng to the
r�ght and left �n order to f�nd a h�d�ng-place �n the th�ck steppe grass
outs�de the town. At the same t�me, �n accordance w�th h�s old
hab�ts, he d�d not forget to steal an old boot-sole wh�ch lay on the
ale-house bench.

THE END
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(1) V�llage pr�est.
(2) Small scourge.
(3) The k�ng of the gnomes.
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