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WHAT MEN LIVE BY AND
OTHER TALES



By Leo Tolstoy
     “We know that we have passed out of death into life, because 
     we love the brethren.  He that loveth not abideth in death.” 
      —1 “Epistle St. John” iii. 14. 

     “Whoso hath the world’s goods, and beholdeth his brother in 
     need, and shutteth up his compassion from him, how doth the 
     love of God abide in him? My little children, let us not 
     love in word, neither with the tongue; but in deed and 
     truth.” —iii. 17-18. 

     “Love is of God; and every one that loveth is begotten of 
     God, and knoweth God.  He that loveth not knoweth not God; 
     for God is love.” —iv. 7-8. 

     “No man hath beheld God at any time; if we love one another, 
     God abideth in us.” —iv. 12. 

     “God is love; and he that abideth in love abideth in God, 
     and God abideth in him.” —iv. 16. 

     “If a man say, I love God, and hateth his brother, he is a 
     liar; for he that loveth not his brother whom he hath seen, 
     how can he love God whom he hath not seen?”  —iv. 20. 
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WHAT MEN LIVE BY
A shoemaker named S�mon, who had ne�ther house nor land of

h�s own, l�ved w�th h�s w�fe and ch�ldren �n a peasant’s hut, and
earned h�s l�v�ng by h�s work. Work was cheap, but bread was dear,
and what he earned he spent for food. The man and h�s w�fe had but
one sheepsk�n coat between them for w�nter wear, and even that
was torn to tatters, and th�s was the second year he had been
want�ng to buy sheep-sk�ns for a new coat. Before w�nter S�mon
saved up a l�ttle money: a three-rouble note lay h�dden �n h�s w�fe’s
box, and f�ve roubles and twenty kopeks were owed h�m by
customers �n the v�llage.

So one morn�ng he prepared to go to the v�llage to buy the sheep-
sk�ns. He put on over h�s sh�rt h�s w�fe’s wadded nankeen jacket, and
over that he put h�s own cloth coat. He took the three-rouble note �n
h�s pocket, cut h�mself a st�ck to serve as a staff, and started off after
breakfast. “I’ll collect the f�ve roubles that are due to me,” thought he,
“add the three I have got, and that w�ll be enough to buy sheep-sk�ns
for the w�nter coat.”

He came to the v�llage and called at a peasant’s hut, but the man
was not at home. The peasant’s w�fe prom�sed that the money
should be pa�d next week, but she would not pay �t herself. Then
S�mon called on another peasant, but th�s one swore he had no
money, and would only pay twenty kopeks wh�ch he owed for a pa�r
of boots S�mon had mended. S�mon then tr�ed to buy the sheep-
sk�ns on cred�t, but the dealer would not trust h�m.

“Br�ng your money,” sa�d he, “then you may have your p�ck of the
sk�ns. We know what debt-collect�ng �s l�ke.” So all the bus�ness the
shoemaker d�d was to get the twenty kopeks for boots he had
mended, and to take a pa�r of felt boots a peasant gave h�m to sole
w�th leather.

S�mon felt downhearted. He spent the twenty kopeks on vodka,
and started homewards w�thout hav�ng bought any sk�ns. In the



morn�ng he had felt the frost; but now, after dr�nk�ng the vodka, he
felt warm, even w�thout a sheep-sk�n coat. He trudged along, str�k�ng
h�s st�ck on the frozen earth w�th one hand, sw�ng�ng the felt boots
w�th the other, and talk�ng to h�mself.



I
“I’m qu�te warm,” sa�d he, “though I have no sheep-sk�n coat. I’ve

had a drop, and �t runs through all my ve�ns. I need no sheep-sk�ns. I
go along and don’t worry about anyth�ng. That’s the sort of man I am!
What do I care? I can l�ve w�thout sheep-sk�ns. I don’t need them. My
w�fe w�ll fret, to be sure. And, true enough, �t �s a shame; one works
all day long, and then does not get pa�d. Stop a b�t! If you don’t br�ng
that money along, sure enough I’ll sk�n you, blessed �f I don’t. How’s
that? He pays twenty kopeks at a t�me! What can I do w�th twenty
kopeks? Dr�nk �t-that’s all one can do! Hard up, he says he �s! So he
may be—but what about me? You have a house, and cattle, and
everyth�ng; I’ve only what I stand up �n! You have corn of your own
grow�ng; I have to buy every gra�n. Do what I w�ll, I must spend three
roubles every week for bread alone. I come home and f�nd the bread
all used up, and I have to fork out another rouble and a half. So just
pay up what you owe, and no nonsense about �t!”

By th�s t�me he had nearly reached the shr�ne at the bend of the
road. Look�ng up, he saw someth�ng wh�t�sh beh�nd the shr�ne. The
dayl�ght was fad�ng, and the shoemaker peered at the th�ng w�thout
be�ng able to make out what �t was. “There was no wh�te stone here
before. Can �t be an ox? It’s not l�ke an ox. It has a head l�ke a man,
but �t’s too wh�te; and what could a man be do�ng there?”

He came closer, so that �t was clearly v�s�ble. To h�s surpr�se �t
really was a man, al�ve or dead, s�tt�ng naked, lean�ng mot�onless
aga�nst the shr�ne. Terror se�zed the shoemaker, and he thought,
“Some one has k�lled h�m, str�pped h�m, and left h�m there. If I
meddle I shall surely get �nto trouble.”

So the shoemaker went on. He passed �n front of the shr�ne so
that he could not see the man. When he had gone some way, he
looked back, and saw that the man was no longer lean�ng aga�nst
the shr�ne, but was mov�ng as �f look�ng towards h�m. The
shoemaker felt more fr�ghtened than before, and thought, “Shall I go



back to h�m, or shall I go on? If I go near h�m someth�ng dreadful
may happen. Who knows who the fellow �s? He has not come here
for any good. If I go near h�m he may jump up and throttle me, and
there w�ll be no gett�ng away. Or �f not, he’d st�ll be a burden on one’s
hands. What could I do w�th a naked man? I couldn’t g�ve h�m my
last clothes. Heaven only help me to get away!”

So the shoemaker hurr�ed on, leav�ng the shr�ne beh�nd h�m-when
suddenly h�s consc�ence smote h�m, and he stopped �n the road.

“What are you do�ng, S�mon?” sa�d he to h�mself. “The man may
be dy�ng of want, and you sl�p past afra�d. Have you grown so r�ch as
to be afra�d of robbers? Ah, S�mon, shame on you!”

So he turned back and went up to the man.



II
S�mon approached the stranger, looked at h�m, and saw that he

was a young man, f�t, w�th no bru�ses on h�s body, only ev�dently
freez�ng and fr�ghtened, and he sat there lean�ng back w�thout
look�ng up at S�mon, as �f too fa�nt to l�ft h�s eyes. S�mon went close
to h�m, and then the man seemed to wake up. Turn�ng h�s head, he
opened h�s eyes and looked �nto S�mon’s face. That one look was
enough to make S�mon fond of the man. He threw the felt boots on
the ground, und�d h�s sash, la�d �t on the boots, and took off h�s cloth
coat.

“It’s not a t�me for talk�ng,” sa�d he. “Come, put th�s coat on at
once!” And S�mon took the man by the elbows and helped h�m to
r�se. As he stood there, S�mon saw that h�s body was clean and �n
good cond�t�on, h�s hands and feet shapely, and h�s face good and
k�nd. He threw h�s coat over the man’s shoulders, but the latter could
not f�nd the sleeves. S�mon gu�ded h�s arms �nto them, and draw�ng
the coat well on, wrapped �t closely about h�m, ty�ng the sash round
the man’s wa�st.

S�mon even took off h�s torn cap to put �t on the man’s head, but
then h�s own head felt cold, and he thought: “I’m qu�te bald, wh�le he
has long curly ha�r.” So he put h�s cap on h�s own head aga�n. “It w�ll
be better to g�ve h�m someth�ng for h�s feet,” thought he; and he
made the man s�t down, and helped h�m to put on the felt boots,
say�ng, “There, fr�end, now move about and warm yourself. Other
matters can be settled later on. Can you walk?”

The man stood up and looked k�ndly at S�mon, but could not say a
word.

“Why don’t you speak?” sa�d S�mon. “It’s too cold to stay here, we
must be gett�ng home. There now, take my st�ck, and �f you’re feel�ng
weak, lean on that. Now step out!”

The man started walk�ng, and moved eas�ly, not lagg�ng beh�nd.



As they went along, S�mon asked h�m, “And where do you belong
to?” “I’m not from these parts.”

“I thought as much. I know the folks hereabouts. But, how d�d you
come to be there by the shr�ne?”

“I cannot tell.”
“Has some one been �ll-treat�ng you?”
“No one has �ll-treated me. God has pun�shed me.”
“Of course God rules all. St�ll, you’ll have to f�nd food and shelter

somewhere. Where do you want to go to?”
“It �s all the same to me.”
S�mon was amazed. The man d�d not look l�ke a rogue, and he

spoke gently, but yet he gave no account of h�mself. St�ll S�mon
thought, “Who knows what may have happened?” And he sa�d to the
stranger: “Well then, come home w�th me, and at least warm yourself
awh�le.”

So S�mon walked towards h�s home, and the stranger kept up w�th
h�m, walk�ng at h�s s�de. The w�nd had r�sen and S�mon felt �t cold
under h�s sh�rt. He was gett�ng over h�s t�ps�ness by now, and began
to feel the frost. He went along sn�ffl�ng and wrapp�ng h�s w�fe’s coat
round h�m, and he thought to h�mself: “There now—talk about sheep-
sk�ns! I went out for sheep-sk�ns and come home w�thout even a
coat to my back, and what �s more, I’m br�ng�ng a naked man along
w�th me. Matryona won’t be pleased!” And when he thought of h�s
w�fe he felt sad; but when he looked at the stranger and remembered
how he had looked up at h�m at the shr�ne, h�s heart was glad.



III
S�mon’s w�fe had everyth�ng ready early that day. She had cut

wood, brought water, fed the ch�ldren, eaten her own meal, and now
she sat th�nk�ng. She wondered when she ought to make bread: now
or tomorrow? There was st�ll a large p�ece left.

“If S�mon has had some d�nner �n town,” thought she, “and does
not eat much for supper, the bread w�ll last out another day.”

She we�ghed the p�ece of bread �n her hand aga�n and aga�n, and
thought: “I won’t make any more today. We have only enough flour
left to bake one batch; We can manage to make th�s last out t�ll
Fr�day.”

So Matryona put away the bread, and sat down at the table to
patch her husband’s sh�rt. Wh�le she worked she thought how her
husband was buy�ng sk�ns for a w�nter coat.

“If only the dealer does not cheat h�m. My good man �s much too
s�mple; he cheats nobody, but any ch�ld can take h�m �n. E�ght
roubles �s a lot of money—he should get a good coat at that pr�ce.
Not tanned sk�ns, but st�ll a proper w�nter coat. How d�ff�cult �t was
last w�nter to get on w�thout a warm coat. I could ne�ther get down to
the r�ver, nor go out anywhere. When he went out he put on all we
had, and there was noth�ng left for me. He d�d not start very early
today, but st�ll �t’s t�me he was back. I only hope he has not gone on
the spree!”

Hardly had Matryona thought th�s, when steps were heard on the
threshold, and some one entered. Matryona stuck her needle �nto
her work and went out �nto the passage. There she saw two men:
S�mon, and w�th h�m a man w�thout a hat, and wear�ng felt boots.

Matryona not�ced at once that her husband smelt of sp�r�ts. “There
now, he has been dr�nk�ng,” thought she. And when she saw that he
was coatless, had only her jacket on, brought no parcel, stood there
s�lent, and seemed ashamed, her heart was ready to break w�th



d�sappo�ntment. “He has drunk the money,” thought she, “and has
been on the spree w�th some good-for-noth�ng fellow whom he has
brought home w�th h�m.”

Matryona let them pass �nto the hut, followed them �n, and saw
that the stranger was a young, sl�ght man, wear�ng her husband’s
coat. There was no sh�rt to be seen under �t, and he had no hat.
Hav�ng entered, he stood, ne�ther mov�ng, nor ra�s�ng h�s eyes, and
Matryona thought: “He must be a bad man—he’s afra�d.”

Matryona frowned, and stood bes�de the oven look�ng to see what
they would do.

S�mon took off h�s cap and sat down on the bench as �f th�ngs
were all r�ght.

“Come, Matryona; �f supper �s ready, let us have some.”
Matryona muttered someth�ng to herself and d�d not move, but

stayed where she was, by the oven. She looked f�rst at the one and
then at the other of them, and only shook her head. S�mon saw that
h�s w�fe was annoyed, but tr�ed to pass �t off. Pretend�ng not to not�ce
anyth�ng, he took the stranger by the arm.

“S�t down, fr�end,” sa�d he, “and let us have some supper.”
The stranger sat down on the bench.
“Haven’t you cooked anyth�ng for us?” sa�d S�mon.
Matryona’s anger bo�led over. “I’ve cooked, but not for you. It

seems to me you have drunk your w�ts away. You went to buy a
sheep-sk�n coat, but come home w�thout so much as the coat you
had on, and br�ng a naked vagabond home w�th you. I have no
supper for drunkards l�ke you.”

“That’s enough, Matryona. Don’t wag your tongue w�thout reason.
You had better ask what sort of man—”

“And you tell me what you’ve done w�th the money?”
S�mon found the pocket of the jacket, drew out the three-rouble

note, and unfolded �t.
“Here �s the money. Tr�fonof d�d not pay, but prom�ses to pay

soon.”



Matryona got st�ll more angry; he had bought no sheep-sk�ns, but
had put h�s only coat on some naked fellow and had even brought
h�m to the�r house.

She snatched up the note from the table, took �t to put away �n
safety, and sa�d: “I have no supper for you. We can’t feed all the
naked drunkards �n the world.”

“There now, Matryona, hold your tongue a b�t. F�rst hear what a
man has to say-”

“Much w�sdom I shall hear from a drunken fool. I was r�ght �n not
want�ng to marry you-a drunkard. The l�nen my mother gave me you
drank; and now you’ve been to buy a coat-and have drunk �t, too!”

S�mon tr�ed to expla�n to h�s w�fe that he had only spent twenty
kopeks; tr�ed to tell how he had found the man—but Matryona would
not let h�m get a word �n. She talked n�neteen to the dozen, and
dragged �n th�ngs that had happened ten years before.

Matryona talked and talked, and at last she flew at S�mon and
se�zed h�m by the sleeve.

“G�ve me my jacket. It �s the only one I have, and you must needs
take �t from me and wear �t yourself. G�ve �t here, you mangy dog,
and may the dev�l take you.”

S�mon began to pull off the jacket, and turned a sleeve of �t �ns�de
out; Matryona se�zed the jacket and �t burst �ts seams, She snatched
�t up, threw �t over her head and went to the door. She meant to go
out, but stopped undec�ded—she wanted to work off her anger, but
she also wanted to learn what sort of a man the stranger was.



IV
Matryona stopped and sa�d: “If he were a good man he would not

be naked. Why, he hasn’t even a sh�rt on h�m. If he were all r�ght,
you would say where you came across the fellow.”

“That’s just what I am try�ng to tell you,” sa�d S�mon. “As I came to
the shr�ne I saw h�m s�tt�ng all naked and frozen. It �sn’t qu�te the
weather to s�t about naked! God sent me to h�m, or he would have
per�shed. What was I to do? How do we know what may have
happened to h�m? So I took h�m, clothed h�m, and brought h�m
along. Don’t be so angry, Matryona. It �s a s�n. Remember, we all
must d�e one day.”

Angry words rose to Matryona’s l�ps, but she looked at the
stranger and was s�lent. He sat on the edge of the bench,
mot�onless, h�s hands folded on h�s knees, h�s head droop�ng on h�s
breast, h�s eyes closed, and h�s brows kn�t as �f �n pa�n. Matryona
was s�lent: and S�mon sa�d: “Matryona, have you no love of God?”

Matryona heard these words, and as she looked at the stranger,
suddenly her heart softened towards h�m. She came back from the
door, and go�ng to the oven she got out the supper. Sett�ng a cup on
the table, she poured out some kvas. Then she brought out the last
p�ece of bread, and set out a kn�fe and spoons.

“Eat, �f you want to,” sa�d she.
S�mon drew the stranger to the table.
“Take your place, young man,” sa�d he.
S�mon cut the bread, crumbled �t �nto the broth, and they began to

eat. Matryona sat at the corner of the table rest�ng her head on her
hand and look�ng at the stranger.

And Matryona was touched w�th p�ty for the stranger, and began to
feel fond of h�m. And at once the stranger’s face l�t up; h�s brows
were no longer bent, he ra�sed h�s eyes and sm�led at Matryona.



When they had f�n�shed supper, the woman cleared away the
th�ngs and began quest�on�ng the stranger. “Where are you from?”
sa�d she.

“I am not from these parts.”
“But how d�d you come to be on the road?”
“I may not tell.”
“D�d some one rob you?”
“God pun�shed me.”
“And you were ly�ng there naked?”
“Yes, naked and freez�ng. S�mon saw me and had p�ty on me. He

took off h�s coat, put �t on me and brought me here. And you have
fed me, g�ven me dr�nk, and shown p�ty on me. God w�ll reward you!”

Matryona rose, took from the w�ndow S�mon’s old sh�rt she had
been patch�ng, and gave �t to the stranger. She also brought out a
pa�r of trousers for h�m.

“There,” sa�d she, “I see you have no sh�rt. Put th�s on, and l�e
down where you please, �n the loft or on the oven.”

The stranger took off the coat, put on the sh�rt, and lay down �n the
loft. Matryona put out the candle, took the coat, and cl�mbed to
where her husband lay.

Matryona drew the sk�rts of the coat over her and lay down, but
could not sleep; she could not get the stranger out of her m�nd.

When she remembered that he had eaten the�r last p�ece of bread
and that there was none for tomorrow, and thought of the sh�rt and
trousers she had g�ven away, she felt gr�eved; but when she
remembered how he had sm�led, her heart was glad.

Long d�d Matryona l�e awake, and she not�ced that S�mon also
was awake—he drew the coat towards h�m.

“S�mon!”
“Well?”
“You have had the last of the bread, and I have not put any to r�se.

I don’t know what we shall do tomorrow. Perhaps I can borrow some
of ne�ghbor Martha.”



“If we’re al�ve we shall f�nd someth�ng to eat.”
The woman lay st�ll awh�le, and then sa�d, “He seems a good man,

but why does he not tell us who he �s?”
“I suppose he has h�s reasons.”
“S�mon!”
“Well?”
“We g�ve; but why does nobody g�ve us anyth�ng?”
S�mon d�d not know what to say; so he only sa�d, “Let us stop

talk�ng,” and turned over and went to sleep.



V
In the morn�ng S�mon awoke. The ch�ldren were st�ll asleep; h�s

w�fe had gone to the ne�ghbor’s to borrow some bread. The stranger
alone was s�tt�ng on the bench, dressed �n the old sh�rt and trousers,
and look�ng upwards. H�s face was br�ghter than �t had been the day
before.

S�mon sa�d to h�m, “Well, fr�end; the belly wants bread, and the
naked body clothes. One has to work for a l�v�ng What work do you
know?”

“I do not know any.”
Th�s surpr�sed S�mon, but he sa�d, “Men who want to learn can

learn anyth�ng.”
“Men work, and I w�ll work also.”
“What �s your name?”
“M�chael.”
“Well, M�chael, �f you don’t w�sh to talk about yourself, that �s your

own affa�r; but you’ll have to earn a l�v�ng for yourself. If you w�ll work
as I tell you, I w�ll g�ve you food and shelter.”

“May God reward you! I w�ll learn. Show me what to do.”
S�mon took yarn, put �t round h�s thumb and began to tw�st �t.
“It �s easy enough—see!”
M�chael watched h�m, put some yarn round h�s own thumb �n the

same way, caught the knack, and tw�sted the yarn also.
Then S�mon showed h�m how to wax the thread. Th�s also M�chael

mastered. Next S�mon showed h�m how to tw�st the br�stle �n, and
how to sew, and th�s, too, M�chael learned at once.

Whatever S�mon showed h�m he understood at once, and after
three days he worked as �f he had sewn boots all h�s l�fe. He worked
w�thout stopp�ng, and ate l�ttle. When work was over he sat s�lently,
look�ng upwards. He hardly went �nto the street, spoke only when



necessary, and ne�ther joked nor laughed. They never saw h�m
sm�le, except that f�rst even�ng when Matryona gave them supper.



VI
Day by day and week by week the year went round. M�chael l�ved

and worked w�th S�mon. H�s fame spread t�ll people sa�d that no one
sewed boots so neatly and strongly as S�mon’s workman, M�chael;
and from all the d�str�ct round people came to S�mon for the�r boots,
and he began to be well off.

One w�nter day, as S�mon and M�chael sat work�ng, a carr�age on
sledge-runners, w�th three horses and w�th bells, drove up to the hut.
They looked out of the w�ndow; the carr�age stopped at the�r door, a
f�ne servant jumped down from the box and opened the door. A
gentleman �n a fur coat got out and walked up to S�mon’s hut. Up
jumped Matryona and opened the door w�de. The gentleman
stooped to enter the hut, and when he drew h�mself up aga�n h�s
head nearly reached the ce�l�ng, and he seemed qu�te to f�ll h�s end
of the room.

S�mon rose, bowed, and looked at the gentleman w�th
aston�shment. He had never seen any one l�ke h�m. S�mon h�mself
was lean, M�chael was th�n, and Matryona was dry as a bone, but
th�s man was l�ke some one from another world: red-faced, burly,
w�th a neck l�ke a bull’s, and look�ng altogether as �f he were cast �n
�ron.

The gentleman puffed, threw off h�s fur coat, sat down on the
bench, and sa�d, “Wh�ch of you �s the master bootmaker?”

“I am, your Excellency,” sa�d S�mon, com�ng forward.
Then the gentleman shouted to h�s lad, “Hey, Fedka, br�ng the

leather!”
The servant ran �n, br�ng�ng a parcel. The gentleman took the

parcel and put �t on the table.
“Unt�e �t,” sa�d he. The lad unt�ed �t.
The gentleman po�nted to the leather.
“Look here, shoemaker,” sa�d he, “do you see th�s leather?”



“Yes, your honor.”
“But do you know what sort of leather �t �s?”
S�mon felt the leather and sa�d, “It �s good leather.”
“Good, �ndeed! Why, you fool, you never saw such leather before

�n your l�fe. It’s German, and cost twenty roubles.”
S�mon was fr�ghtened, and sa�d, “Where should I ever see leather

l�ke that?”
“Just so! Now, can you make �t �nto boots for me?”
“Yes, your Excellency, I can.”
Then the gentleman shouted at h�m: “You can, can you? Well,

remember whom you are to make them for, and what the leather �s.
You must make me boots that w�ll wear for a year, ne�ther los�ng
shape nor com�ng unsown. If you can do �t, take the leather and cut �t
up; but �f you can’t, say so. I warn you now �f your boots become
unsewn or lose shape w�th�n a year, I w�ll have you put �n pr�son. If
they don’t burst or lose shape for a year I w�ll pay you ten roubles for
your work.”

S�mon was fr�ghtened, and d�d not know what to say. He glanced
at M�chael and nudg�ng h�m w�th h�s elbow, wh�spered: “Shall I take
the work?”

M�chael nodded h�s head as �f to say, “Yes, take �t.”
S�mon d�d as M�chael adv�sed, and undertook to make boots that

would not lose shape or spl�t for a whole year.
Call�ng h�s servant, the gentleman told h�m to pull the boot off h�s

left leg, wh�ch he stretched out.
“Take my measure!” sa�d he.
S�mon st�tched a paper measure seventeen �nches long,

smoothed �t out, knelt down, w�ped h�s hand well on h�s apron so as
not to so�l the gentleman’s sock, and began to measure. He
measured the sole, and round the �nstep, and began to measure the
calf of the leg, but the paper was too short. The calf of the leg was as
th�ck as a beam.

“M�nd you don’t make �t too t�ght �n the leg.”



S�mon st�tched on another str�p of paper. The gentleman tw�tched
h�s toes about �n h�s sock, look�ng round at those �n the hut, and as
he d�d so he not�ced M�chael.

“Whom have you there?” asked he.
“That �s my workman. He w�ll sew the boots.”
“M�nd,” sa�d the gentleman to M�chael, “remember to make them

so that they w�ll last me a year.”
S�mon also looked at M�chael, and saw that M�chael was not

look�ng at the gentleman, but was gaz�ng �nto the corner beh�nd the
gentleman, as �f he saw some one there. M�chael looked and looked,
and suddenly he sm�led, and h�s face became br�ghter.

“What are you gr�nn�ng at, you fool?” thundered the gentleman.
“You had better look to �t that the boots are ready �n t�me.”

“They shall be ready �n good t�me,” sa�d M�chael.
“M�nd �t �s so,” sa�d the gentleman, and he put on h�s boots and h�s

fur coat, wrapped the latter round h�m, and went to the door. But he
forgot to stoop, and struck h�s head aga�nst the l�ntel.

He swore and rubbed h�s head. Then he took h�s seat �n the
carr�age and drove away.

When he had gone, S�mon sa�d: “There’s a f�gure of a man for
you! You could not k�ll h�m w�th a mallet. He almost knocked out the
l�ntel, but l�ttle harm �t d�d h�m.”

And Matryona sa�d: “L�v�ng as he does, how should he not grow
strong? Death �tself can’t touch such a rock as that.”



VII
Then S�mon sa�d to M�chael: “Well, we have taken the work, but

we must see we don’t get �nto trouble over �t. The leather �s dear,
and the gentleman hot-tempered. We must make no m�stakes.
Come, your eye �s truer and your hands have become n�mbler than
m�ne, so you take th�s measure and cut out the boots. I w�ll f�n�sh off
the sew�ng of the vamps.”

M�chael d�d as he was told. He took the leather, spread �t out on
the table, folded �t �n two, took a kn�fe and began to cut out.

Matryona came and watched h�m cutt�ng, and was surpr�sed to
see how he was do�ng �t. Matryona was accustomed to see�ng boots
made, and she looked and saw that M�chael was not cutt�ng the
leather for boots, but was cutt�ng �t round.

She w�shed to say someth�ng, but she thought to herself: “Perhaps
I do not understand how gentleman’s boots should be made. I
suppose M�chael knows more about �t—and I won’t �nterfere.”

When M�chael had cut up the leather, he took a thread and began
to sew not w�th two ends, as boots are sewn, but w�th a s�ngle end,
as for soft sl�ppers.

Aga�n Matryona wondered, but aga�n she d�d not �nterfere. M�chael
sewed on stead�ly t�ll noon. Then S�mon rose for d�nner, looked
around, and saw that M�chael had made sl�ppers out of the
gentleman’s leather.

“Ah,” groaned S�mon, and he thought, “How �s �t that M�chael, who
has been w�th me a whole year and never made a m�stake before,
should do such a dreadful th�ng? The gentleman ordered h�gh boots,
welted, w�th whole fronts, and M�chael has made soft sl�ppers w�th
s�ngle soles, and has wasted the leather. What am I to say to the
gentleman? I can never replace leather such as th�s.”

And he sa�d to M�chael, “What are you do�ng, fr�end? You have
ru�ned me! You know the gentleman ordered h�gh boots, but see



what you have made!”
Hardly had he begun to rebuke M�chael, when “rat-tat” went the

�ron r�ng that hung at the door. Some one was knock�ng. They looked
out of the w�ndow; a man had come on horseback, and was
fasten�ng h�s horse. They opened the door, and the servant who had
been w�th the gentleman came �n.

“Good day,” sa�d he.
“Good day,” repl�ed S�mon. “What can we do for you?”
“My m�stress has sent me about the boots.”
“What about the boots?”
“Why, my master no longer needs them. He �s dead.”
“Is �t poss�ble?”
“He d�d not l�ve to get home after leav�ng you, but d�ed �n the

carr�age. When we reached home and the servants came to help
h�m al�ght, he rolled over l�ke a sack. He was dead already, and so
st�ff that he could hardly be got out of the carr�age. My m�stress sent
me here, say�ng: ‘Tell the bootmaker that the gentleman who ordered
boots of h�m and left the leather for them no longer needs the boots,
but that he must qu�ckly make soft sl�ppers for the corpse. Wa�t t�ll
they are ready, and br�ng them back w�th you.’ That �s why I have
come.”

M�chael gathered up the remnants of the leather; rolled them up,
took the soft sl�ppers he had made, slapped them together, w�ped
them down w�th h�s apron, and handed them and the roll of leather to
the servant, who took them and sa�d: “Good-bye, masters, and good
day to you!”



VIII
Another year passed, and another, and M�chael was now l�v�ng h�s

s�xth year w�th S�mon. He l�ved as before. He went nowhere, only
spoke when necessary, and had only sm�led tw�ce �n all those years
—once when Matryona gave h�m food, and a second t�me when the
gentleman was �n the�r hut. S�mon was more than pleased w�th h�s
workman. He never now asked h�m where he came from, and only
feared lest M�chael should go away.

They were all at home one day. Matryona was putt�ng �ron pots �n
the oven; the ch�ldren were runn�ng along the benches and look�ng
out of the w�ndow; S�mon was sew�ng at one w�ndow, and M�chael
was fasten�ng on a heel at the other.

One of the boys ran along the bench to M�chael, leant on h�s
shoulder, and looked out of the w�ndow.

“Look, Uncle M�chael! There �s a lady w�th l�ttle g�rls! She seems to
be com�ng here. And one of the g�rls �s lame.”

When the boy sa�d that, M�chael dropped h�s work, turned to the
w�ndow, and looked out �nto the street.

S�mon was surpr�sed. M�chael never used to look out �nto the
street, but now he pressed aga�nst the w�ndow, star�ng at someth�ng.
S�mon also looked out, and saw that a well-dressed woman was
really com�ng to h�s hut, lead�ng by the hand two l�ttle g�rls �n fur
coats and woolen shawls. The g�rls could hardly be told one from the
other, except that one of them was cr�ppled �n her left leg and walked
w�th a l�mp.

The woman stepped �nto the porch and entered the passage.
Feel�ng about for the entrance she found the latch, wh�ch she l�fted,
and opened the door. She let the two g�rls go �n f�rst, and followed
them �nto the hut.

“Good day, good folk!”
“Pray come �n,” sa�d S�mon. “What can we do for you?”



The woman sat down by the table. The two l�ttle g�rls pressed
close to her knees, afra�d of the people �n the hut.

“I want leather shoes made for these two l�ttle g�rls for spr�ng.”
“We can do that. We never have made such small shoes, but we

can make them; e�ther welted or turnover shoes, l�nen l�ned. My
man, M�chael, �s a master at the work.”

S�mon glanced at M�chael and saw that he had left h�s work and
was s�tt�ng w�th h�s eyes f�xed on the l�ttle g�rls. S�mon was surpr�sed.
It was true the g�rls were pretty, w�th black eyes, plump, and rosy-
cheeked, and they wore n�ce kerch�efs and fur coats, but st�ll S�mon
could not understand why M�chael should look at them l�ke that—just
as �f he had known them before. He was puzzled, but went on talk�ng
w�th the woman, and arrang�ng the pr�ce. Hav�ng f�xed �t, he
prepared the measure. The woman l�fted the lame g�rl on to her lap
and sa�d: “Take two measures from th�s l�ttle g�rl. Make one shoe for
the lame foot and three for the sound one. They both have the same
s�ze feet. They are tw�ns.”

S�mon took the measure and, speak�ng of the lame g�rl, sa�d: “How
d�d �t happen to her? She �s such a pretty g�rl. Was she born so?”

“No, her mother crushed her leg.”
Then Matryona jo�ned �n. She wondered who th�s woman was, and

whose the ch�ldren were, so she sa�d: “Are not you the�r mother
then?”

“No, my good woman; I am ne�ther the�r mother nor any relat�on to
them. They were qu�te strangers to me, but I adopted them.”

“They are not your ch�ldren and yet you are so fond of them?”
“How can I help be�ng fond of them? I fed them both at my own

breasts. I had a ch�ld of my own, but God took h�m. I was not so fond
of h�m as I now am of them.”

“Then whose ch�ldren are they?”



IX

The woman, hav�ng begun talk�ng, told them the
whole story.

“It �s about s�x years s�nce the�r parents d�ed, both �n one week:
the�r father was bur�ed on the Tuesday, and the�r mother d�ed on the
Fr�day. These orphans were born three days after the�r father’s
death, and the�r mother d�d not l�ve another day. My husband and I
were then l�v�ng as peasants �n the v�llage. We were ne�ghbors of
the�rs, our yard be�ng next to the�rs. The�r father was a lonely man; a
wood-cutter �n the forest. When fell�ng trees one day, they let one fall
on h�m. It fell across h�s body and crushed h�s bowels out. They
hardly got h�m home before h�s soul went to God; and that same
week h�s w�fe gave b�rth to tw�ns—these l�ttle g�rls. She was poor and
alone; she had no one, young or old, w�th her. Alone she gave them
b�rth, and alone she met her death.”

“The next morn�ng I went to see her, but when I entered the hut,
she, poor th�ng, was already stark and cold. In dy�ng she had rolled
on to th�s ch�ld and crushed her leg. The v�llage folk came to the hut,
washed the body, la�d her out, made a coff�n, and bur�ed her. They
were good folk. The bab�es were left alone. What was to be done
w�th them? I was the only woman there who had a baby at the t�me. I
was nurs�ng my f�rst-born—e�ght weeks old. So I took them for a
t�me. The peasants came together, and thought and thought what to
do w�th them; and at last they sa�d to me: ‘For the present, Mary, you
had better keep the g�rls, and later on we w�ll arrange what to do for
them.’ So I nursed the sound one at my breast, but at f�rst I d�d not
feed th�s cr�ppled one. I d�d not suppose she would l�ve. But then I
thought to myself, why should the poor �nnocent suffer? I p�t�ed her,
and began to feed her. And so I fed my own boy and these two—the
three of them—at my own breast. I was young and strong, and had
good food, and God gave me so much m�lk that at t�mes �t even



overflowed. I used somet�mes to feed two at a t�me, wh�le the th�rd
was wa�t�ng. When one had enough I nursed the th�rd. And God so
ordered �t that these grew up, wh�le my own was bur�ed before he
was two years old. And I had no more ch�ldren, though we
prospered. Now my husband �s work�ng for the corn merchant at the
m�ll. The pay �s good, and we are well off. But I have no ch�ldren of
my own, and how lonely I should be w�thout these l�ttle g�rls! How
can I help lov�ng them! They are the joy of my l�fe!”

She pressed the lame l�ttle g�rl to her w�th one hand, wh�le w�th the
other she w�ped the tears from her cheeks.

And Matryona s�ghed, and sa�d: “The proverb �s true that says,
‘One may l�ve w�thout father or mother, but one cannot l�ve w�thout
God.’”

So they talked together, when suddenly the whole hut was l�ghted
up as though by summer l�ghtn�ng from the corner where M�chael
sat. They all looked towards h�m and saw h�m s�tt�ng, h�s hands
folded on h�s knees, gaz�ng upwards and sm�l�ng.



X
The woman went away w�th the g�rls. M�chael rose from the bench,

put down h�s work, and took off h�s apron. Then, bow�ng low to
S�mon and h�s w�fe, he sa�d: “Farewell, masters. God has forg�ven
me. I ask your forg�veness, too, for anyth�ng done am�ss.”

And they saw that a l�ght shone from M�chael. And S�mon rose,
bowed down to M�chael, and sa�d: “I see, M�chael, that you are no
common man, and I can ne�ther keep you nor quest�on you. Only tell
me th�s: how �s �t that when I found you and brought you home, you
were gloomy, and when my w�fe gave you food you sm�led at her
and became br�ghter? Then when the gentleman came to order the
boots, you sm�led aga�n and became br�ghter st�ll? And now, when
th�s woman brought the l�ttle g�rls, you sm�led a th�rd t�me, and have
become as br�ght as day? Tell me, M�chael, why does your face
sh�ne so, and why d�d you sm�le those three t�mes?”

And M�chael answered: “L�ght sh�nes from me because I have
been pun�shed, but now God has pardoned me. And I sm�led three
t�mes, because God sent me to learn three truths, and I have learnt
them. One I learnt when your w�fe p�t�ed me, and that �s why I sm�led
the f�rst t�me. The second I learnt when the r�ch man ordered the
boots, and then I sm�led aga�n. And now, when I saw those l�ttle g�rls,
I learn the th�rd and last truth, and I sm�led the th�rd t�me.”

And S�mon sa�d, “Tell me, M�chael, what d�d God pun�sh you for?
and what were the three truths? that I, too, may know them.”

And M�chael answered: “God pun�shed me for d�sobey�ng H�m. I
was an angel �n heaven and d�sobeyed God. God sent me to fetch a
woman’s soul. I flew to earth, and saw a s�ck woman ly�ng alone,
who had just g�ven b�rth to tw�n g�rls. They moved feebly at the�r
mother’s s�de, but she could not l�ft them to her breast. When she
saw me, she understood that God had sent me for her soul, and she
wept and sa�d: ‘Angel of God! My husband has just been bur�ed,
k�lled by a fall�ng tree. I have ne�ther s�ster, nor aunt, nor mother: no



one to care for my orphans. Do not take my soul! Let me nurse my
babes, feed them, and set them on the�r feet before I d�e. Ch�ldren
cannot l�ve w�thout father or mother.’ And I hearkened to her. I placed
one ch�ld at her breast and gave the other �nto her arms, and
returned to the Lord �n heaven. I flew to the Lord, and sa�d: ‘I could
not take the soul of the mother. Her husband was k�lled by a tree; the
woman has tw�ns, and prays that her soul may not be taken. She
says: “Let me nurse and feed my ch�ldren, and set them on the�r feet.
Ch�ldren cannot l�ve w�thout father or mother.” I have not taken her
soul.’ And God sa�d: ‘Go-take the mother’s soul, and learn three
truths: Learn What dwells �n man, What �s not g�ven to man, and
What men l�ve by. When thou has learnt these th�ngs, thou shalt
return to heaven.’ So I flew aga�n to earth and took the mother’s
soul. The babes dropped from her breasts. Her body rolled over on
the bed and crushed one babe, tw�st�ng �ts leg. I rose above the
v�llage, w�sh�ng to take her soul to God; but a w�nd se�zed me, and
my w�ngs drooped and dropped off. Her soul rose alone to God,
wh�le I fell to earth by the roads�de.”





XI
And S�mon and Matryona understood who �t was that had l�ved

w�th them, and whom they had clothed and fed. And they wept w�th
awe and w�th joy. And the angel sa�d: “I was alone �n the f�eld, naked.
I had never known human needs, cold and hunger, t�ll I became a
man. I was fam�shed, frozen, and d�d not know what to do. I saw,
near the f�eld I was �n, a shr�ne bu�lt for God, and I went to �t hop�ng
to f�nd shelter. But the shr�ne was locked, and I could not enter. So I
sat down beh�nd the shr�ne to shelter myself at least from the w�nd.
Even�ng drew on. I was hungry, frozen, and �n pa�n. Suddenly I heard
a man com�ng along the road. He carr�ed a pa�r of boots, and was
talk�ng to h�mself. For the f�rst t�me s�nce I became a man I saw the
mortal face of a man, and h�s face seemed terr�ble to me and I
turned from �t. And I heard the man talk�ng to h�mself of how to cover
h�s body from the cold �n w�nter, and how to feed w�fe and ch�ldren.
And I thought: ‘I am per�sh�ng of cold and hunger, and here �s a man
th�nk�ng only of how to clothe h�mself and h�s w�fe, and how to get
bread for themselves. He cannot help me.’ When the man saw me
he frowned and became st�ll more terr�ble, and passed me by on the
other s�de. I despa�red; but suddenly I heard h�m com�ng back. I
looked up, and d�d not recogn�ze the same man; before, I had seen
death �n h�s face; but now he was al�ve, and I recogn�zed �n h�m the
presence of God. He came up to me, clothed me, took me w�th h�m,
and brought me to h�s home. I entered the house; a woman came to
meet us and began to speak. The woman was st�ll more terr�ble than
the man had been; the sp�r�t of death came from her mouth; I could
not breathe for the stench of death that spread around her. She
w�shed to dr�ve me out �nto the cold, and I knew that �f she d�d so she
would d�e. Suddenly her husband spoke to her of God, and the
woman changed at once. And when she brought me food and looked
at me, I glanced at her and saw that death no longer dwelt �n her;
she had become al�ve, and �n her, too, I saw God.



“Then I remembered the f�rst lesson God had set me: ‘Learn what
dwells �n man.’ And I understood that �n man dwells Love! I was glad
that God had already begun to show me what He had prom�sed, and
I sm�led for the f�rst t�me. But I had not yet learnt all. I d�d not yet
know What �s not g�ven to man, and What men l�ve by.

“I l�ved w�th you, and a year passed. A man came to order boots
that should wear for a year w�thout los�ng shape or crack�ng. I looked
at h�m, and suddenly, beh�nd h�s shoulder, I saw my comrade—the
angel of death. None but me saw that angel; but I knew h�m, and
knew that before the sun set he would take that r�ch man’s soul. And
I thought to myself, ‘The man �s mak�ng preparat�ons for a year, and
does not know that he w�ll d�e before even�ng.’ And I remembered
God’s second say�ng, ‘Learn what �s not g�ven to man.’

“What dwells �n man I already knew. Now I learnt what �s not g�ven
h�m. It �s not g�ven to man to know h�s own needs. And I sm�led for
the second t�me. I was glad to have seen my comrade angel—glad
also that God had revealed to me the second say�ng.

“But I st�ll d�d not know all. I d�d not know What men l�ve by. And I
l�ved on, wa�t�ng t�ll God should reveal to me the last lesson. In the
s�xth year came the g�rl-tw�ns w�th the woman; and I recogn�zed the
g�rls, and heard how they had been kept al�ve. Hav�ng heard the
story, I thought, ‘The�r mother besought me for the ch�ldren’s sake,
and I bel�eved her when she sa�d that ch�ldren cannot l�ve w�thout
father or mother; but a stranger has nursed them, and has brought
them up.’ And when the woman showed her love for the ch�ldren that
were not her own, and wept over them, I saw �n her the l�v�ng God
and understood What men l�ve by. And I knew that God had revealed
to me the last lesson, and had forg�ven my s�n. And then I sm�led for
the th�rd t�me.”



XII
And the angel’s body was bared, and he was clothed �n l�ght so

that eye could not look on h�m; and h�s vo�ce grew louder, as though
�t came not from h�m but from heaven above. And the angel sa�d:

“I have learnt that all men l�ve not by care for themselves but by
love.

“It was not g�ven to the mother to know what her ch�ldren needed
for the�r l�fe. Nor was �t g�ven to the r�ch man to know what he h�mself
needed. Nor �s �t g�ven to any man to know whether, when even�ng
comes, he w�ll need boots for h�s body or sl�ppers for h�s corpse.

“I rema�ned al�ve when I was a man, not by care of myself, but
because love was present �n a passer-by, and because he and h�s
w�fe p�t�ed and loved me. The orphans rema�ned al�ve not because of
the�r mother’s care, but because there was love �n the heart of a
woman, a stranger to them, who p�t�ed and loved them. And all men
l�ve not by the thought they spend on the�r own welfare, but because
love ex�sts �n man.

“I knew before that God gave l�fe to men and des�res that they
should l�ve; now I understood more than that.

“I understood that God does not w�sh men to l�ve apart, and
therefore he does not reveal to them what each one needs for
h�mself; but he w�shes them to l�ve un�ted, and therefore reveals to
each of them what �s necessary for all.

“I have now understood that though �t seems to men that they l�ve
by care for themselves, �n truth �t �s love alone by wh�ch they l�ve. He
who has love, �s �n God, and God �s �n h�m, for God �s love.”

And the angel sang pra�se to God, so that the hut trembled at h�s
vo�ce. The roof opened, and a column of f�re rose from earth to
heaven. S�mon and h�s w�fe and ch�ldren fell to the ground. W�ngs
appeared upon the angel’s shoulders, and he rose �nto the heavens.



And when S�mon came to h�mself the hut stood as before, and
there was no one �n �t but h�s own fam�ly.



THREE QUESTIONS
It once occurred to a certa�n k�ng, that �f he always knew the r�ght

t�me to beg�n everyth�ng; �f he knew who were the r�ght people to
l�sten to, and whom to avo�d; and, above all, �f he always knew what
was the most �mportant th�ng to do, he would never fa�l �n anyth�ng
he m�ght undertake.

And th�s thought hav�ng occurred to h�m, he had �t procla�med
throughout h�s k�ngdom that he would g�ve a great reward to any one
who would teach h�m what was the r�ght t�me for every act�on, and
who were the most necessary people, and how he m�ght know what
was the most �mportant th�ng to do.

And learned men came to the K�ng, but they all answered h�s
quest�ons d�fferently.

In reply to the f�rst quest�on, some sa�d that to know the r�ght t�me
for every act�on, one must draw up �n advance, a table of days,
months and years, and must l�ve str�ctly accord�ng to �t. Only thus,
sa�d they, could everyth�ng be done at �ts proper t�me. Others
declared that �t was �mposs�ble to dec�de beforehand the r�ght t�me
for every act�on; but that, not lett�ng oneself be absorbed �n �dle
past�mes, one should always attend to all that was go�ng on, and
then do what was most needful. Others, aga�n, sa�d that however
attent�ve the K�ng m�ght be to what was go�ng on, �t was �mposs�ble
for one man to dec�de correctly the r�ght t�me for every act�on, but
that he should have a Counc�l of w�se men, who would help h�m to f�x
the proper t�me for everyth�ng.

But then aga�n others sa�d there were some th�ngs wh�ch could not
wa�t to be la�d before a Counc�l, but about wh�ch one had at once to
dec�de whether to undertake them or not. But �n order to dec�de that,
one must know beforehand what was go�ng to happen. It �s only
mag�c�ans who know that; and, therefore, �n order to know the r�ght
t�me for every act�on, one must consult mag�c�ans.



Equally var�ous were the answers to the second quest�on. Some
sa�d, the people the K�ng most needed were h�s counc�llors; others,
the pr�ests; others, the doctors; wh�le some sa�d the warr�ors were
the most necessary.

To the th�rd quest�on, as to what was the most �mportant
occupat�on: some repl�ed that the most �mportant th�ng �n the world
was sc�ence. Others sa�d �t was sk�ll �n warfare; and others, aga�n,
that �t was rel�g�ous worsh�p.

All the answers be�ng d�fferent, the K�ng agreed w�th none of them,
and gave the reward to none. But st�ll w�sh�ng to f�nd the r�ght
answers to h�s quest�ons, he dec�ded to consult a herm�t, w�dely
renowned for h�s w�sdom.

The herm�t l�ved �n a wood wh�ch he never qu�tted, and he
rece�ved none but common folk. So the K�ng put on s�mple clothes,
and before reach�ng the herm�t’s cell d�smounted from h�s horse,
and, leav�ng h�s body-guard beh�nd, went on alone.

When the K�ng approached, the herm�t was d�gg�ng the ground �n
front of h�s hut. See�ng the K�ng, he greeted h�m and went on
d�gg�ng. The herm�t was fra�l and weak, and each t�me he stuck h�s
spade �nto the ground and turned a l�ttle earth, he breathed heav�ly.

The K�ng went up to h�m and sa�d: “I have come to you, w�se
herm�t, to ask you to answer three quest�ons: How can I learn to do
the r�ght th�ng at the r�ght t�me? Who are the people I most need, and
to whom should I, therefore, pay more attent�on than to the rest?
And, what affa�rs are the most �mportant, and need my f�rst
attent�on?”

The herm�t l�stened to the K�ng, but answered noth�ng. He just spat
on h�s hand and recommenced d�gg�ng.

“You are t�red,” sa�d the K�ng, “let me take the spade and work
awh�le for you.”

“Thanks!” sa�d the herm�t, and, g�v�ng the spade to the K�ng, he sat
down on the ground.

When he had dug two beds, the K�ng stopped and repeated h�s
quest�ons. The herm�t aga�n gave no answer, but rose, stretched out
h�s hand for the spade, and sa�d:



“Now rest awh�le-and let me work a b�t.”
But the K�ng d�d not g�ve h�m the spade, and cont�nued to d�g. One

hour passed, and another. The sun began to s�nk beh�nd the trees,
and the K�ng at last stuck the spade �nto the ground, and sa�d:

“I came to you, w�se man, for an answer to my quest�ons. If you
can g�ve me none, tell me so, and I w�ll return home.”

“Here comes some one runn�ng,” sa�d the herm�t, “let us see who �t
�s.”

The K�ng turned round, and saw a bearded man come runn�ng out
of the wood. The man held h�s hands pressed aga�nst h�s stomach,
and blood was flow�ng from under them. When he reached the K�ng,
he fell fa�nt�ng on the ground moan�ng feebly. The K�ng and the
herm�t unfastened the man’s cloth�ng. There was a large wound �n
h�s stomach. The K�ng washed �t as best he could, and bandaged �t
w�th h�s handkerch�ef and w�th a towel the herm�t had. But the blood
would not stop flow�ng, and the K�ng aga�n and aga�n removed the
bandage soaked w�th warm blood, and washed and rebandaged the
wound. When at last the blood ceased flow�ng, the man rev�ved and
asked for someth�ng to dr�nk. The K�ng brought fresh water and gave
�t to h�m. Meanwh�le the sun had set, and �t had become cool. So the
K�ng, w�th the herm�t’s help, carr�ed the wounded man �nto the hut
and la�d h�m on the bed. Ly�ng on the bed the man closed h�s eyes
and was qu�et; but the K�ng was so t�red w�th h�s walk and w�th the
work he had done, that he crouched down on the threshold, and also
fell asleep—so soundly that he slept all through the short summer
n�ght. When he awoke �n the morn�ng, �t was long before he could
remember where he was, or who was the strange bearded man ly�ng
on the bed and gaz�ng �ntently at h�m w�th sh�n�ng eyes.

“Forg�ve me!” sa�d the bearded man �n a weak vo�ce, when he saw
that the K�ng was awake and was look�ng at h�m.

“I do not know you, and have noth�ng to forg�ve you for,” sa�d the
K�ng.

“You do not know me, but I know you. I am that enemy of yours
who swore to revenge h�mself on you, because you executed h�s
brother and se�zed h�s property. I knew you had gone alone to see
the herm�t, and I resolved to k�ll you on your way back. But the day



passed and you d�d not return. So I came out from my ambush to
f�nd you, and I came upon your bodyguard, and they recogn�zed me,
and wounded me. I escaped from them, but should have bled to
death had you not dressed my wound. I w�shed to k�ll you, and you
have saved my l�fe. Now, �f I l�ve, and �f you w�sh �t, I w�ll serve you
as your most fa�thful slave, and w�ll b�d my sons do the same.
Forg�ve me!”

The K�ng was very glad to have made peace w�th h�s enemy so
eas�ly, and to have ga�ned h�m for a fr�end, and he not only forgave
h�m, but sa�d he would send h�s servants and h�s own phys�c�an to
attend h�m, and prom�sed to restore h�s property.

Hav�ng taken leave of the wounded man, the K�ng went out �nto
the porch and looked around for the herm�t. Before go�ng away he
w�shed once more to beg an answer to the quest�ons he had put.
The herm�t was outs�de, on h�s knees, sow�ng seeds �n the beds that
had been dug the day before.

The K�ng approached h�m, and sa�d:
“For the last t�me, I pray you to answer my quest�ons, w�se man.”
“You have already been answered!” sa�d the herm�t, st�ll crouch�ng

on h�s th�n legs, and look�ng up at the K�ng, who stood before h�m.
“How answered? What do you mean?” asked the K�ng.
“Do you not see,” repl�ed the herm�t. “If you had not p�t�ed my

weakness yesterday, and had not dug those beds for me, but had
gone your way, that man would have attacked you, and you would
have repented of not hav�ng stayed w�th me. So the most �mportant
t�me was when you were d�gg�ng the beds; and I was the most
�mportant man; and to do me good was your most �mportant
bus�ness. Afterwards when that man ran to us, the most �mportant
t�me was when you were attend�ng to h�m, for �f you had not bound
up h�s wounds he would have d�ed w�thout hav�ng made peace w�th
you. So he was the most �mportant man, and what you d�d for h�m
was your most �mportant bus�ness. Remember then: there �s only
one t�me that �s �mportant—Now! It �s the most �mportant t�me
because �t �s the only t�me when we have any power. The most
necessary man �s he w�th whom you are, for no man knows whether
he w�ll ever have deal�ngs w�th any one else: and the most �mportant



affa�r �s, to do h�m good, because for that purpose alone was man
sent �nto th�s l�fe!”



THE COFFEE-HOUSE OF SURAT

(After Bernard�n de Sa�nt-P�erre)

In the town of Surat, �n Ind�a, was a coffee-house where many
travellers and fore�gners from all parts of the world met and
conversed.

One day a learned Pers�an theolog�an v�s�ted th�s coffee-house.
He was a man who had spent h�s l�fe study�ng the nature of the
De�ty, and read�ng and wr�t�ng books upon the subject. He had
thought, read, and wr�tten so much about God, that eventually he
lost h�s w�ts, became qu�te confused, and ceased even to bel�eve �n
the ex�stence of a God. The Shah, hear�ng of th�s, had ban�shed h�m
from Pers�a.

After hav�ng argued all h�s l�fe about the F�rst Cause, th�s
unfortunate theolog�an had ended by qu�te perplex�ng h�mself, and
�nstead of understand�ng that he had lost h�s own reason, he began
to th�nk that there was no h�gher Reason controll�ng the un�verse.

Th�s man had an Afr�can slave who followed h�m everywhere.
When the theolog�an entered the coffee-house, the slave rema�ned
outs�de, near the door, s�tt�ng on a stone �n the glare of the sun, and
dr�v�ng away the fl�es that buzzed around h�m. The Pers�an hav�ng
settled down on a d�van �n the coffee-house, ordered h�mself a cup
of op�um. When he had drunk �t and the op�um had begun to qu�cken
the work�ngs of h�s bra�n, he addressed h�s slave through the open
door:

“Tell me, wretched slave,” sa�d he, “do you th�nk there �s a God, or
not?”

“Of course there �s,” sa�d the slave, and �mmed�ately drew from
under h�s g�rdle a small �dol of wood.

“There,” sa�d he, “that �s the God who has guarded me from the
day of my b�rth. Every one �n our country worsh�ps the fet�sh tree,



from the wood of wh�ch th�s God was made.”
Th�s conversat�on between the theolog�an and h�s slave was

l�stened to w�th surpr�se by the other guests �n the coffee-house.
They were aston�shed at the master’s quest�on, and yet more so at
the slave’s reply.

One of them, a Brahm�n, on hear�ng the words spoken by the
slave, turned to h�m and sa�d:

“M�serable fool! Is �t poss�ble you bel�eve that God can be carr�ed
under a man’s g�rdle? There �s one God—Brahma, and he �s greater
than the whole world, for he created �t. Brahma �s the One, the
m�ghty God, and �n H�s honour are bu�lt the temples on the Ganges’
banks, where h�s true pr�ests, the Brahm�ns, worsh�p h�m. They know
the true God, and none but they. A thousand score of years have
passed, and yet through revolut�on after revolut�on these pr�ests
have held the�r sway, because Brahma, the one true God, has
protected them.”

So spoke the Brahm�n, th�nk�ng to conv�nce every one; but a
Jew�sh broker who was present repl�ed to h�m, and sa�d:

“No! the temple of the true God �s not �n Ind�a. Ne�ther does God
protect the Brahm�n caste. The true God �s not the God of the
Brahm�ns, but of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob. None does He protect
but H�s chosen people, the Israel�tes. From the commencement of
the world, our nat�on has been beloved of H�m, and ours alone. If we
are now scattered over the whole earth, �t �s but to try us; for God
has prom�sed that He w�ll one day gather H�s people together �n
Jerusalem. Then, w�th the Temple of Jerusalem—the wonder of the
anc�ent world—restored to �ts splendor, shall Israel be establ�shed a
ruler over all nat�ons.”

So spoke the Jew, and burst �nto tears. He w�shed to say more,
but an Ital�an m�ss�onary who was there �nterrupted h�m.

“What you are say�ng �s untrue,” sa�d he to the Jew. “You attr�bute
�njust�ce to God. He cannot love your nat�on above the rest. Nay
rather, even �f �t be true that of old He favored the Israel�tes, �t �s now
n�neteen hundred years s�nce they angered H�m, and caused H�m to
destroy the�r nat�on and scatter them over the earth, so that the�r
fa�th makes no converts and has d�ed out except here and there.



God shows preference to no nat�on, but calls all who w�sh to be
saved to the bosom of the Cathol�c Church of Rome, the one outs�de
whose borders no salvat�on can be found.”

So spoke the Ital�an. But a Protestant m�n�ster, who happened to
be present, grow�ng pale, turned to the Cathol�c m�ss�onary and
excla�med:

“How can you say that salvat�on belongs to your rel�g�on? Those
only w�ll be saved, who serve God accord�ng to the Gospel, �n sp�r�t
and �n truth, as b�dden by the word of Chr�st.”

Then a Turk, an off�ce-holder �n the custom-house at Surat, who
was s�tt�ng �n the coffee-house smok�ng a p�pe, turned w�th an a�r of
super�or�ty to both the Chr�st�ans.

“Your bel�ef �n your Roman rel�g�on �s va�n,” sa�d he. “It was
superseded twelve hundred years ago by the true fa�th: that of
Mohammed! You cannot but observe how the true Mohammed fa�th
cont�nues to spread both �n Europe and As�a, and even �n the
enl�ghtened country of Ch�na. You say yourselves that God has
rejected the Jews; and, as a proof, you quote the fact that the Jews
are hum�l�ated and the�r fa�th does not spread. Confess then the truth
of Mohammedan�sm, for �t �s tr�umphant and spreads far and w�de.
None w�ll be saved but the followers of Mohammed, God’s latest
prophet; and of them, only the followers of Omar, and not of Al�, for
the latter are false to the fa�th.”

To th�s the Pers�an theolog�an, who was of the sect of Al�, w�shed
to reply; but by th�s t�me a great d�spute had ar�sen among all the
strangers of d�fferent fa�ths and creeds present. There were
Abyss�n�an Chr�st�ans, Llamas from Th�bet, Isma�l�ans and
F�reworsh�ppers. They all argued about the nature of God, and how
He should be worsh�pped. Each of them asserted that �n h�s country
alone was the true God known and r�ghtly worsh�pped.

Every one argued and shouted, except a Ch�naman, a student of
Confuc�us, who sat qu�etly �n one corner of the coffee-house, not
jo�n�ng �n the d�spute. He sat there dr�nk�ng tea and l�sten�ng to what
the others sa�d, but d�d not speak h�mself.

The Turk not�ced h�m s�tt�ng there, and appealed to h�m, say�ng:



“You can conf�rm what I say, my good Ch�naman. You hold your
peace, but �f you spoke I know you would uphold my op�n�on.
Traders from your country, who come to me for ass�stance, tell me
that though many rel�g�ons have been �ntroduced �nto Ch�na, you
Ch�nese cons�der Mohammedan�sm the best of all, and adopt �t
w�ll�ngly. Conf�rm, then, my words, and tell us your op�n�on of the true
God and of H�s prophet.”

“Yes, yes,” sa�d the rest, turn�ng to the Ch�naman, “let us hear
what you th�nk on the subject.”

The Ch�naman, the student of Confuc�us, closed h�s eyes, and
thought a wh�le. Then he opened them aga�n, and draw�ng h�s hands
out of the w�de sleeves of h�s garment, and fold�ng them on h�s
breast, he spoke as follows, �n a calm and qu�et vo�ce.

S�rs, �t seems to me that �t �s ch�efly pr�de that prevents men
agree�ng w�th one another on matters of fa�th. If you care to l�sten to
me, I w�ll tell you a story wh�ch w�ll expla�n th�s by an example.

I came here from Ch�na on an Engl�sh steamer wh�ch had been
round the world. We stopped for fresh water, and landed on the east
coast of the �sland of Sumatra. It was m�dday, and some of us,
hav�ng landed, sat �n the shade of some cocoanut palms by the
seashore, not far from a nat�ve v�llage. We were a party of men of
d�fferent nat�onal�t�es.

As we sat there, a bl�nd man approached us. We learned
afterwards that he had gone bl�nd from gaz�ng too long and too
pers�stently at the sun, try�ng to f�nd out what �t �s, �n order to se�ze �ts
l�ght.

He strove a long t�me to accompl�sh th�s, constantly look�ng at the
sun; but the only result was that h�s eyes were �njured by �ts
br�ghtness, and he became bl�nd.

Then he sa�d to h�mself:
“The l�ght of the sun �s not a l�qu�d; for �f �t were a l�qu�d �t would be

poss�ble to pour �t from one vessel �nto another, and �t would be
moved, l�ke water, by the w�nd. Ne�ther �s �t f�re; for �f �t were f�re,
water would ext�ngu�sh �t. Ne�ther �s l�ght a sp�r�t, for �t �s seen by the



eye; nor �s �t matter, for �t cannot be moved. Therefore, as the l�ght of
the sun �s ne�ther l�qu�d, nor f�re, nor sp�r�t, nor matter, �t �s—noth�ng!”

So he argued, and, as a result of always look�ng at the sun and
always th�nk�ng about �t, he lost both h�s s�ght and h�s reason. And
when he went qu�te bl�nd, he became fully conv�nced that the sun d�d
not ex�st.

W�th th�s bl�nd man came a slave, who after plac�ng h�s master �n
the shade of a cocoanut tree, p�cked up a cocoanut from the ground,
and began mak�ng �t �nto a n�ght-l�ght. He tw�sted a w�ck from the
f�bre of the cocoanut: squeezed o�l from the nut �n the shell, and
soaked the w�ck �n �t.

As the slave sat do�ng th�s, the bl�nd man s�ghed and sa�d to h�m:
“Well, slave, was I not r�ght when I told you there �s no sun? Do

you not see how dark �t �s? Yet people say there �s a sun.... But �f so,
what �s �t?”

“I do not know what the sun �s,” sa�d the slave. “That �s no
bus�ness of m�ne. But I know what l�ght �s. Here I have made a n�ght-
l�ght, by the help of wh�ch I can serve you and f�nd anyth�ng I want �n
the hut.”

And the slave p�cked up the cocoanut shell, say�ng:
“Th�s �s my sun.”
A lame man w�th crutches, who was s�tt�ng near by, heard these

words, and laughed:
“You have ev�dently been bl�nd all your l�fe,” sa�d he to the bl�nd

man, “not to know what the sun �s. I w�ll tell you what �t �s. The sun �s
a ball of f�re, wh�ch r�ses every morn�ng out of the sea and goes
down aga�n among the mounta�ns of our �sland each even�ng. We
have all seen th�s, and �f you had had your eyes�ght you too would
have seen �t.”

A f�sherman, who had been l�sten�ng to the conversat�on sa�d:
“It �s pla�n enough that you have never been beyond your own

�sland. If you were not lame, and �f you had been out as I have �n a
f�sh�ng-boat, you would know that the sun does not set among the
mounta�ns of our �sland, but as �t r�ses from the ocean every morn�ng



so �t sets aga�n �n the sea every n�ght. What I am tell�ng you �s true,
for I see �t every day w�th my own eyes.”

Then an Ind�an who was of our party, �nterrupted h�m by say�ng:
“I am aston�shed that a reasonable man should talk such

nonsense. How can a ball of f�re poss�bly descend �nto the water and
not be ext�ngu�shed? The sun �s not a ball of f�re at all, �t �s the De�ty
named Deva, who r�des for ever �n a char�ot round the golden
mounta�n, Meru. Somet�mes the ev�l serpents Ragu and Ketu attack
Deva and swallow h�m: and then the earth �s dark. But our pr�ests
pray that the De�ty may be released, and then he �s set free. Only
such �gnorant men as you, who have never been beyond the�r own
�sland, can �mag�ne that the sun sh�nes for the�r country alone.”

Then the master of an Egypt�an vessel, who was present, spoke �n
h�s turn.

“No,” sa�d he, “you also are wrong. The sun �s not a De�ty, and
does not move only round Ind�a and �ts golden mounta�n. I have
sa�led much on the Black Sea, and along the coasts of Arab�a, and
have been to Madagascar and to the Ph�l�pp�nes. The sun l�ghts the
whole earth, and not Ind�a alone. It does not c�rcle round one
mounta�n, but r�ses far �n the East, beyond the Isles of Japan, and
sets far, far away �n the West, beyond the �slands of England. That �s
why the Japanese call the�r country ‘N�ppon,’ that �s, ‘the b�rth of the
sun.’ I know th�s well, for I have myself seen much, and heard more
from my grandfather, who sa�led to the very ends of the sea.”

He would have gone on, but an Engl�sh sa�lor from our sh�p
�nterrupted h�m.

“There �s no country,” he sa�d “where people know so much about
the sun’s movements as �n England. The sun, as every one �n
England knows, r�ses nowhere and sets nowhere. It �s always
mov�ng round the earth. We can be sure of th�s for we have just
been round the world ourselves, and nowhere knocked up aga�nst
the sun. Wherever we went, the sun showed �tself �n the morn�ng
and h�d �tself at n�ght, just as �t does here.”

And the Engl�shman took a st�ck and, draw�ng c�rcles on the sand,
tr�ed to expla�n how the sun moves �n the heavens and goes round



the world. But he was unable to expla�n �t clearly, and po�nt�ng to the
sh�p’s p�lot sa�d:

“Th�s man knows more about �t than I do. He can expla�n �t
properly.”

The p�lot, who was an �ntell�gent man, had l�stened �n s�lence to
the talk t�ll he was asked to speak. Now every one turned to h�m, and
he sa�d:

“You are all m�slead�ng one another, and are yourselves dece�ved.
The sun does not go round the earth, but the earth goes round the
sun, revolv�ng as �t goes, and turn�ng towards the sun �n the course
of each twenty-four hours, not only Japan, and the Ph�l�pp�nes, and
Sumatra where we now are, but Afr�ca, and Europe, and Amer�ca,
and many lands bes�des. The sun does not sh�ne for some one
mounta�n, or for some one �sland, or for some one sea, nor even for
one earth alone, but for other planets as well as our earth. If you
would only look up at the heavens, �nstead of at the ground beneath
your own feet, you m�ght all understand th�s, and would then no
longer suppose that the sun sh�nes for you, or for your country
alone.”

Thus spoke the w�se p�lot, who had voyaged much about the
world, and had gazed much upon the heavens above.

“So on matters of fa�th,” cont�nued the Ch�naman, the student of
Confuc�us, “�t �s pr�de that causes error and d�scord among men. As
w�th the sun, so �t �s w�th God. Each man wants to have a spec�al
God of h�s own, or at least a spec�al God for h�s nat�ve land. Each
nat�on w�shes to conf�ne �n �ts own temples H�m, whom the world
cannot conta�n.

“Can any temple compare w�th that wh�ch God H�mself has bu�lt to
un�te all men �n one fa�th and one rel�g�on?

“All human temples are bu�lt on the model of th�s temple, wh�ch �s
God’s own world. Every temple has �ts fonts, �ts vaulted roof, �ts
lamps, �ts p�ctures or sculptures, �ts �nscr�pt�ons, �ts books of the law,
�ts offer�ngs, �ts altars and �ts pr�ests. But �n what temple �s there
such a font as the ocean; such a vault as that of the heavens; such
lamps as the sun, moon, and stars; or any f�gures to be compared
w�th l�v�ng, lov�ng, mutually-helpful men? Where are there any



records of God’s goodness so easy to understand as the bless�ngs
wh�ch God has strewn abroad for man’s happ�ness? Where �s there
any book of the law so clear to each man as that wr�tten �n h�s heart?
What sacr�f�ces equal the self-den�als wh�ch lov�ng men and women
make for one another? And what altar can be compared w�th the
heart of a good man, on wh�ch God H�mself accepts the sacr�f�ce?

“The h�gher a man’s concept�on of God, the better w�ll he know
H�m. And the better he knows God, the nearer w�ll he draw to H�m,
�m�tat�ng H�s goodness, H�s mercy, and H�s love of man.

“Therefore, let h�m who sees the sun’s whole l�ght f�ll�ng the world,
refra�n from blam�ng or desp�s�ng the superst�t�ous man, who �n h�s
own �dol sees one ray of that same l�ght. Let h�m not desp�se even
the unbel�ever who �s bl�nd and cannot see the sun at all.”

So spoke the Ch�naman, the student of Confuc�us; and all who
were present �n the coffee-house were s�lent, and d�sputed no more
as to whose fa�th was the best.



HOW MUCH LAND DOES A MAN
NEED?



I
An elder s�ster came to v�s�t her younger s�ster �n the country. The

elder was marr�ed to a tradesman �n town, the younger to a peasant
�n the v�llage. As the s�sters sat over the�r tea talk�ng, the elder began
to boast of the advantages of town l�fe: say�ng how comfortably they
l�ved there, how well they dressed, what f�ne clothes her ch�ldren
wore, what good th�ngs they ate and drank, and how she went to the
theatre, promenades, and enterta�nments.

The younger s�ster was p�qued, and �n turn d�sparaged the l�fe of a
tradesman, and stood up for that of a peasant.

“I would not change my way of l�fe for yours,” sa�d she. “We may
l�ve roughly, but at least we are free from anx�ety. You l�ve �n better
style than we do, but though you often earn more than you need, you
are very l�kely to lose all you have. You know the proverb, ‘Loss and
ga�n are brothers twa�n.’ It often happens that people who are
wealthy one day are begg�ng the�r bread the next. Our way �s safer.
Though a peasant’s l�fe �s not a fat one, �t �s a long one. We shall
never grow r�ch, but we shall always have enough to eat.”

The elder s�ster sa�d sneer�ngly:
“Enough? Yes, �f you l�ke to share w�th the p�gs and the calves!

What do you know of elegance or manners! However much your
good man may slave, you w�ll d�e as you are l�v�ng-on a dung heap-
and your ch�ldren the same.”

“Well, what of that?” repl�ed the younger. “Of course our work �s
rough and coarse. But, on the other hand, �t �s sure; and we need not
bow to any one. But you, �n your towns, are surrounded by
temptat�ons; today all may be r�ght, but tomorrow the Ev�l One may
tempt your husband w�th cards, w�ne, or women, and all w�ll go to
ru�n. Don’t such th�ngs happen often enough?”

Pahom, the master of the house, was ly�ng on the top of the oven,
and he l�stened to the women’s chatter.



“It �s perfectly true,” thought he. “Busy as we are from ch�ldhood
t�ll�ng Mother Earth, we peasants have no t�me to let any nonsense
settle �n our heads. Our only trouble �s that we haven’t land enough.
If I had plenty of land, I shouldn’t fear the Dev�l h�mself!”

The women f�n�shed the�r tea, chatted a wh�le about dress, and
then cleared away the tea-th�ngs and lay down to sleep.

But the Dev�l had been s�tt�ng beh�nd the oven, and had heard all
that was sa�d. He was pleased that the peasant’s w�fe had led her
husband �nto boast�ng, and that he had sa�d that �f he had plenty of
land he would not fear the Dev�l h�mself.

“All r�ght,” thought the Dev�l. “We w�ll have a tussle. I’ll g�ve you
land enough; and by means of that land I w�ll get you �nto my power.”



II
Close to the v�llage there l�ved a lady, a small landowner, who had

an estate of about three hundred acres. She had always l�ved on
good terms w�th the peasants, unt�l she engaged as her steward an
old sold�er, who took to burden�ng the people w�th f�nes. However
careful Pahom tr�ed to be, �t happened aga�n and aga�n that now a
horse of h�s got among the lady’s oats, now a cow strayed �nto her
garden, now h�s calves found the�r way �nto her meadows-and he
always had to pay a f�ne.

Pahom pa�d, but grumbled, and, go�ng home �n a temper, was
rough w�th h�s fam�ly. All through that summer Pahom had much
trouble because of th�s steward; and he was even glad when w�nter
came and the cattle had to be stabled. Though he grudged the
fodder when they could no longer graze on the pasture-land, at least
he was free from anx�ety about them.

In the w�nter the news got about that the lady was go�ng to sell her
land, and that the keeper of the �nn on the h�gh road was barga�n�ng
for �t. When the peasants heard th�s they were very much alarmed.

“Well,” thought they, “�f the �nnkeeper gets the land he w�ll worry us
w�th f�nes worse than the lady’s steward. We all depend on that
estate.”

So the peasants went on behalf of the�r Commune, and asked the
lady not to sell the land to the �nnkeeper; offer�ng her a better pr�ce
for �t themselves. The lady agreed to let them have �t. Then the
peasants tr�ed to arrange for the Commune to buy the whole estate,
so that �t m�ght be held by all �n common. They met tw�ce to d�scuss
�t, but could not settle the matter; the Ev�l One sowed d�scord among
them, and they could not agree. So they dec�ded to buy the land
�nd�v�dually, each accord�ng to h�s means; and the lady agreed to th�s
plan as she had to the other.



Presently Pahom heard that a ne�ghbor of h�s was buy�ng f�fty
acres, and that the lady had consented to accept one half �n cash
and to wa�t a year for the other half. Pahom felt env�ous.

“Look at that,” thought he, “the land �s all be�ng sold, and I shall get
none of �t.” So he spoke to h�s w�fe.

“Other people are buy�ng,” sa�d he, “and we must also buy twenty
acres or so. L�fe �s becom�ng �mposs�ble. That steward �s s�mply
crush�ng us w�th h�s f�nes.”

So they put the�r heads together and cons�dered how they could
manage to buy �t. They had one hundred roubles la�d by. They sold a
colt, and one half of the�r bees; h�red out one of the�r sons as a
laborer, and took h�s wages �n advance; borrowed the rest from a
brother-�n-law, and so scraped together half the purchase money.

Hav�ng done th�s, Pahom chose out a farm of forty acres, some of
�t wooded, and went to the lady to barga�n for �t. They came to an
agreement, and he shook hands w�th her upon �t, and pa�d her a
depos�t �n advance. Then they went to town and s�gned the deeds;
he pay�ng half the pr�ce down, and undertak�ng to pay the rema�nder
w�th�n two years.

So now Pahom had land of h�s own. He borrowed seed, and
sowed �t on the land he had bought. The harvest was a good one,
and w�th�n a year he had managed to pay off h�s debts both to the
lady and to h�s brother-�n-law. So he became a landowner, plough�ng
and sow�ng h�s own land, mak�ng hay on h�s own land, cutt�ng h�s
own trees, and feed�ng h�s cattle on h�s own pasture. When he went
out to plough h�s f�elds, or to look at h�s grow�ng corn, or at h�s grass
meadows, h�s heart would f�ll w�th joy. The grass that grew and the
flowers that bloomed there, seemed to h�m unl�ke any that grew
elsewhere. Formerly, when he had passed by that land, �t had
appeared the same as any other land, but now �t seemed qu�te
d�fferent.



III
So Pahom was well contented, and everyth�ng would have been

r�ght �f the ne�ghbor�ng peasants would only not have trespassed on
h�s corn-f�elds and meadows. He appealed to them most c�v�lly, but
they st�ll went on: now the Communal herdsmen would let the v�llage
cows stray �nto h�s meadows; then horses from the n�ght pasture
would get among h�s corn. Pahom turned them out aga�n and aga�n,
and forgave the�r owners, and for a long t�me he forbore from
prosecut�ng any one. But at last he lost pat�ence and compla�ned to
the D�str�ct Court. He knew �t was the peasants’ want of land, and no
ev�l �ntent on the�r part, that caused the trouble; but he thought:

“I cannot go on overlook�ng �t, or they w�ll destroy all I have. They
must be taught a lesson.”

So he had them up, gave them one lesson, and then another, and
two or three of the peasants were f�ned. After a t�me Pahom’s
ne�ghbours began to bear h�m a grudge for th�s, and would now and
then let the�r cattle on h�s land on purpose. One peasant even got
�nto Pahom’s wood at n�ght and cut down f�ve young l�me trees for
the�r bark. Pahom pass�ng through the wood one day not�ced
someth�ng wh�te. He came nearer, and saw the str�pped trunks ly�ng
on the ground, and close by stood the stumps, where the tree had
been. Pahom was fur�ous.

“If he had only cut one here and there �t would have been bad
enough,” thought Pahom, “but the rascal has actually cut down a
whole clump. If I could only f�nd out who d�d th�s, I would pay h�m
out.”

He racked h�s bra�ns as to who �t could be. F�nally he dec�ded: “It
must be S�mon-no one else could have done �t.” Se he went to
S�mon’s homestead to have a look around, but he found noth�ng,
and only had an angry scene. However’ he now felt more certa�n
than ever that S�mon had done �t, and he lodged a compla�nt. S�mon
was summoned. The case was tr�ed, and re-tr�ed, and at the end of �t



all S�mon was acqu�tted, there be�ng no ev�dence aga�nst h�m.
Pahom felt st�ll more aggr�eved, and let h�s anger loose upon the
Elder and the Judges.

“You let th�eves grease your palms,” sa�d he. “If you were honest
folk yourselves, you would not let a th�ef go free.”

So Pahom quarrelled w�th the Judges and w�th h�s ne�ghbors.
Threats to burn h�s bu�ld�ng began to be uttered. So though Pahom
had more land, h�s place �n the Commune was much worse than
before.

About th�s t�me a rumor got about that many people were mov�ng
to new parts.

“There’s no need for me to leave my land,” thought Pahom. “But
some of the others m�ght leave our v�llage, and then there would be
more room for us. I would take over the�r land myself, and make my
estate a b�t b�gger. I could then l�ve more at ease. As �t �s, I am st�ll
too cramped to be comfortable.”

One day Pahom was s�tt�ng at home, when a peasant pass�ng
through the v�llage, happened to call �n. He was allowed to stay the
n�ght, and supper was g�ven h�m. Pahom had a talk w�th th�s peasant
and asked h�m where he came from. The stranger answered that he
came from beyond the Volga, where he had been work�ng. One word
led to another, and the man went on to say that many people were
settl�ng �n those parts. He told how some people from h�s v�llage had
settled there. They had jo�ned the Commune, and had had twenty-
f�ve acres per man granted them. The land was so good, he sa�d,
that the rye sown on �t grew as h�gh as a horse, and so th�ck that f�ve
cuts of a s�ckle made a sheaf. One peasant, he sa�d, had brought
noth�ng w�th h�m but h�s bare hands, and now he had s�x horses and
two cows of h�s own.

Pahom’s heart k�ndled w�th des�re. He thought:
“Why should I suffer �n th�s narrow hole, �f one can l�ve so well

elsewhere? I w�ll sell my land and my homestead here, and w�th the
money I w�ll start afresh over there and get everyth�ng new. In th�s
crowded place one �s always hav�ng trouble. But I must f�rst go and
f�nd out all about �t myself.”



Towards summer he got ready and started. He went down the
Volga on a steamer to Samara, then walked another three hundred
m�les on foot, and at last reached the place. It was just as the
stranger had sa�d. The peasants had plenty of land: every man had
twenty-f�ve acres of Communal land g�ven h�m for h�s use, and any
one who had money could buy, bes�des, at f�fty-cents an acre as
much good freehold land as he wanted.

Hav�ng found out all he w�shed to know, Pahom returned home as
autumn came on, and began sell�ng off h�s belong�ngs. He sold h�s
land at a prof�t, sold h�s homestead and all h�s cattle, and w�thdrew
from membersh�p of the Commune. He only wa�ted t�ll the spr�ng,
and then started w�th h�s fam�ly for the new settlement.



IV
As soon as Pahom and h�s fam�ly arr�ved at the�r new abode, he

appl�ed for adm�ss�on �nto the Commune of a large v�llage. He stood
treat to the Elders, and obta�ned the necessary documents. F�ve
shares of Communal land were g�ven h�m for h�s own and h�s sons’
use: that �s to say—125 acres (not altogether, but �n d�fferent f�elds)
bes�des the use of the Communal pasture. Pahom put up the
bu�ld�ngs he needed, and bought cattle. Of the Communal land alone
he had three t�mes as much as at h�s former home, and the land was
good corn-land. He was ten t�mes better off than he had been. He
had plenty of arable land and pasturage, and could keep as many
head of cattle as he l�ked.

At f�rst, �n the bustle of bu�ld�ng and settl�ng down, Pahom was
pleased w�th �t all, but when he got used to �t he began to th�nk that
even here he had not enough land. The f�rst year, he sowed wheat
on h�s share of the Communal land, and had a good crop. He
wanted to go on sow�ng wheat, but had not enough Communal land
for the purpose, and what he had already used was not ava�lable; for
�n those parts wheat �s only sown on v�rg�n so�l or on fallow land. It �s
sown for one or two years, and then the land l�es fallow t�ll �t �s aga�n
overgrown w�th pra�r�e grass. There were many who wanted such
land, and there was not enough for all; so that people quarrelled
about �t. Those who were better off, wanted �t for grow�ng wheat, and
those who were poor, wanted �t to let to dealers, so that they m�ght
ra�se money to pay the�r taxes. Pahom wanted to sow more wheat;
so he rented land from a dealer for a year. He sowed much wheat
and had a f�ne crop, but the land was too far from the v�llage—the
wheat had to be carted more than ten m�les. After a t�me Pahom
not�ced that some peasant-dealers were l�v�ng on separate farms,
and were grow�ng wealthy; and he thought:

“If I were to buy some freehold land, and have a homestead on �t,
�t would be a d�fferent th�ng, altogether. Then �t would all be n�ce and



compact.”
The quest�on of buy�ng freehold land recurred to h�m aga�n and

aga�n.
He went on �n the same way for three years; rent�ng land and

sow�ng wheat. The seasons turned out well and the crops were
good, so that he began to lay money by. He m�ght have gone on
l�v�ng contentedly, but he grew t�red of hav�ng to rent other people’s
land every year, and hav�ng to scramble for �t. Wherever there was
good land to be had, the peasants would rush for �t and �t was taken
up at once, so that unless you were sharp about �t you got none. It
happened �n the th�rd year that he and a dealer together rented a
p�ece of pasture land from some peasants; and they had already
ploughed �t up, when there was some d�spute, and the peasants
went to law about �t, and th�ngs fell out so that the labor was all lost.
“If �t were my own land,” thought Pahom, “I should be �ndependent,
and there would not be all th�s unpleasantness.”

So Pahom began look�ng out for land wh�ch he could buy; and he
came across a peasant who had bought th�rteen hundred acres, but
hav�ng got �nto d�ff�cult�es was w�ll�ng to sell aga�n cheap. Pahom
barga�ned and haggled w�th h�m, and at last they settled the pr�ce at
1,500 roubles, part �n cash and part to be pa�d later. They had all but
cl�nched the matter, when a pass�ng dealer happened to stop at
Pahom’s one day to get a feed for h�s horse. He drank tea w�th
Pahom, and they had a talk. The dealer sa�d that he was just
return�ng from the land of the Bashk�rs, far away, where he had
bought th�rteen thousand acres of land all for 1,000 roubles. Pahom
quest�oned h�m further, and the tradesman sa�d:

“All one need do �s to make fr�ends w�th the ch�efs. I gave away
about one hundred roubles’ worth of dress�ng-gowns and carpets,
bes�des a case of tea, and I gave w�ne to those who would dr�nk �t;
and I got the land for less than two cents an acre. And he showed
Pahom the t�tle-deeds, say�ng:

“The land l�es near a r�ver, and the whole pra�r�e �s v�rg�n so�l.”
Pahom pl�ed h�m w�th quest�ons, and the tradesman sa�d:
“There �s more land there than you could cover �f you walked a

year, and �t all belongs to the Bashk�rs. They are as s�mple as sheep,



and land can be got almost for noth�ng.”
“There now,” thought Pahom, “w�th my one thousand roubles, why

should I get only th�rteen hundred acres, and saddle myself w�th a
debt bes�des. If I take �t out there, I can get more than ten t�mes as
much for the money.”





V
Pahom �nqu�red how to get to the place, and as soon as the

tradesman had left h�m, he prepared to go there h�mself. He left h�s
w�fe to look after the homestead, and started on h�s journey tak�ng
h�s man w�th h�m. They stopped at a town on the�r way, and bought a
case of tea, some w�ne, and other presents, as the tradesman had
adv�sed. On and on they went unt�l they had gone more than three
hundred m�les, and on the seventh day they came to a place where
the Bashk�rs had p�tched the�r tents. It was all just as the tradesman
had sa�d. The people l�ved on the steppes, by a r�ver, �n felt-covered
tents. They ne�ther t�lled the ground, nor ate bread. The�r cattle and
horses grazed �n herds on the steppe. The colts were tethered
beh�nd the tents, and the mares were dr�ven to them tw�ce a day.
The mares were m�lked, and from the m�lk kum�ss was made. It was
the women who prepared kum�ss, and they also made cheese. As
far as the men were concerned, dr�nk�ng kum�ss and tea, eat�ng
mutton, and play�ng on the�r p�pes, was all they cared about. They
were all stout and merry, and all the summer long they never thought
of do�ng any work. They were qu�te �gnorant, and knew no Russ�an,
but were good-natured enough.

As soon as they saw Pahom, they came out of the�r tents and
gathered round the�r v�s�tor. An �nterpreter was found, and Pahom
told them he had come about some land. The Bashk�rs seemed very
glad; they took Pahom and led h�m �nto one of the best tents, where
they made h�m s�t on some down cush�ons placed on a carpet, wh�le
they sat round h�m. They gave h�m tea and kum�ss, and had a sheep
k�lled, and gave h�m mutton to eat. Pahom took presents out of h�s
cart and d�str�buted them among the Bashk�rs, and d�v�ded amongst
them the tea. The Bashk�rs were del�ghted. They talked a great deal
among themselves, and then told the �nterpreter to translate.

“They w�sh to tell you,” sa�d the �nterpreter, “that they l�ke you, and
that �t �s our custom to do all we can to please a guest and to repay



h�m for h�s g�fts. You have g�ven us presents, now tell us wh�ch of the
th�ngs we possess please you best, that we may present them to
you.”

“What pleases me best here,” answered Pahom, “�s your land. Our
land �s crowded, and the so�l �s exhausted; but you have plenty of
land and �t �s good land. I never saw the l�ke of �t.”

The �nterpreter translated. The Bashk�rs talked among themselves
for a wh�le. Pahom could not understand what they were say�ng, but
saw that they were much amused, and that they shouted and
laughed. Then they were s�lent and looked at Pahom wh�le the
�nterpreter sa�d:

“They w�sh me to tell you that �n return for your presents they w�ll
gladly g�ve you as much land as you want. You have only to po�nt �t
out w�th your hand and �t �s yours.”

The Bashk�rs talked aga�n for a wh�le and began to d�spute.
Pahom asked what they were d�sput�ng about, and the �nterpreter
told h�m that some of them thought they ought to ask the�r Ch�ef
about the land and not act �n h�s absence, wh�le others thought there
was no need to wa�t for h�s return.



VI
Wh�le the Bashk�rs were d�sput�ng, a man �n a large fox-fur cap

appeared on the scene. They all became s�lent and rose to the�r feet.
The �nterpreter sa�d, “Th�s �s our Ch�ef h�mself.”

Pahom �mmed�ately fetched the best dress�ng-gown and f�ve
pounds of tea, and offered these to the Ch�ef. The Ch�ef accepted
them, and seated h�mself �n the place of honour. The Bashk�rs at
once began tell�ng h�m someth�ng. The Ch�ef l�stened for a wh�le,
then made a s�gn w�th h�s head for them to be s�lent, and address�ng
h�mself to Pahom, sa�d �n Russ�an:

“Well, let �t be so. Choose whatever p�ece of land you l�ke; we
have plenty of �t.”

“How can I take as much as I l�ke?” thought Pahom. “I must get a
deed to make �t secure, or else they may say, ‘It �s yours,’ and
afterwards may take �t away aga�n.”

“Thank you for your k�nd words,” he sa�d aloud. “You have much
land, and I only want a l�ttle. But I should l�ke to be sure wh�ch b�t �s
m�ne. Could �t not be measured and made over to me? L�fe and
death are �n God’s hands. You good people g�ve �t to me, but your
ch�ldren m�ght w�sh to take �t away aga�n.”

“You are qu�te r�ght,” sa�d the Ch�ef. “We w�ll make �t over to you.”
“I heard that a dealer had been here,” cont�nued Pahom, “and that

you gave h�m a l�ttle land, too, and s�gned t�tle-deeds to that effect. I
should l�ke to have �t done �n the same way.”

The Ch�ef understood.
“Yes,” repl�ed he, “that can be done qu�te eas�ly. We have a scr�be,

and we w�ll go to town w�th you and have the deed properly sealed.”
“And what w�ll be the pr�ce?” asked Pahom.
“Our pr�ce �s always the same: one thousand roubles a day.”
Pahom d�d not understand.



“A day? What measure �s that? How many acres would that be?”
“We do not know how to reckon �t out,” sa�d the Ch�ef. “We sell �t

by the day. As much as you can go round on your feet �n a day �s
yours, and the pr�ce �s one thousand roubles a day.”

Pahom was surpr�sed.
“But �n a day you can get round a large tract of land,” he sa�d.
The Ch�ef laughed.
“It w�ll all be yours!” sa�d he. “But there �s one cond�t�on: If you

don’t return on the same day to the spot whence you started, your
money �s lost.”

“But how am I to mark the way that I have gone?”
“Why, we shall go to any spot you l�ke, and stay there. You must

start from that spot and make your round, tak�ng a spade w�th you.
Wherever you th�nk necessary, make a mark. At every turn�ng, d�g a
hole and p�le up the turf; then afterwards we w�ll go round w�th a
plough from hole to hole. You may make as large a c�rcu�t as you
please, but before the sun sets you must return to the place you
started from. All the land you cover w�ll be yours.”

Pahom was del�ghted. It-was dec�ded to start early next morn�ng.
They talked a wh�le, and after dr�nk�ng some more kum�ss and eat�ng
some more mutton, they had tea aga�n, and then the n�ght came on.
They gave Pahom a feather-bed to sleep on, and the Bashk�rs
d�spersed for the n�ght, prom�s�ng to assemble the next morn�ng at
daybreak and r�de out before sunr�se to the appo�nted spot.



VII
Pahom lay on the feather-bed, but could not sleep. He kept

th�nk�ng about the land.
“What a large tract I w�ll mark off!” thought he. “I can eas�ly go

th�rty-f�ve m�les �n a day. The days are long now, and w�th�n a c�rcu�t
of th�rty-f�ve m�les what a lot of land there w�ll be! I w�ll sell the poorer
land, or let �t to peasants, but I’ll p�ck out the best and farm �t. I w�ll
buy two ox-teams, and h�re two more laborers. About a hundred and
f�fty acres shall be plough-land, and I w�ll pasture cattle on the rest.”

Pahom lay awake all n�ght, and dozed off only just before dawn.
Hardly were h�s eyes closed when he had a dream. He thought he
was ly�ng �n that same tent, and heard somebody chuckl�ng outs�de.
He wondered who �t could be, and rose and went out, and he saw
the Bashk�r Ch�ef s�tt�ng �n front of the tent hold�ng h�s s�de and
roll�ng about w�th laughter. Go�ng nearer to the Ch�ef, Pahom asked:
“What are you laugh�ng at?” But he saw that �t was no longer the
Ch�ef, but the dealer who had recently stopped at h�s house and had
told h�m about the land. Just as Pahom was go�ng to ask, “Have you
been here long?” he saw that �t was not the dealer, but the peasant
who had come up from the Volga, long ago, to Pahom’s old home.
Then he saw that �t was not the peasant e�ther, but the Dev�l h�mself
w�th hoofs and horns, s�tt�ng there and chuckl�ng, and before h�m lay
a man barefoot, prostrate on the ground, w�th only trousers and a
sh�rt on. And Pahom dreamt that he looked more attent�vely to see
what sort of a man �t was ly�ng there, and he saw that the man was
dead, and that �t was h�mself! He awoke horror-struck.

“What th�ngs one does dream,” thought he.
Look�ng round he saw through the open door that the dawn was

break�ng.
“It’s t�me to wake them up,” thought he. “We ought to be start�ng.”



He got up, roused h�s man (who was sleep�ng �n h�s cart), bade
h�m harness; and went to call the Bashk�rs.

“It’s t�me to go to the steppe to measure the land,” he sa�d.
The Bashk�rs rose and assembled, and the Ch�ef came, too. Then

they began dr�nk�ng kum�ss aga�n, and offered Pahom some tea, but
he would not wa�t.

“If we are to go, let us go. It �s h�gh t�me,” sa�d he.



VIII
The Bashk�rs got ready and they all started: some mounted on

horses, and some �n carts. Pahom drove �n h�s own small cart w�th
h�s servant, and took a spade w�th h�m. When they reached the
steppe, the morn�ng red was beg�nn�ng to k�ndle. They ascended a
h�llock (called by the Bashk�rs a sh�khan) and d�smount�ng from the�r
carts and the�r horses, gathered �n one spot. The Ch�ef came up to
Pahom and stretched out h�s arm towards the pla�n:

“See,” sa�d he, “all th�s, as far as your eye can reach, �s ours. You
may have any part of �t you l�ke.”

Pahom’s eyes gl�stened: �t was all v�rg�n so�l, as flat as the palm of
your hand, as black as the seed of a poppy, and �n the hollows
d�fferent k�nds of grasses grew breast h�gh.

The Ch�ef took off h�s fox-fur cap, placed �t on the ground and sa�d:
“Th�s w�ll be the mark. Start from here, and return here aga�n. All

the land you go round shall be yours.”
Pahom took out h�s money and put �t on the cap. Then he took off

h�s outer coat, rema�n�ng �n h�s sleeveless under coat. He
unfastened h�s g�rdle and t�ed �t t�ght below h�s stomach, put a l�ttle
bag of bread �nto the breast of h�s coat, and ty�ng a flask of water to
h�s g�rdle, he drew up the tops of h�s boots, took the spade from h�s
man, and stood ready to start. He cons�dered for some moments
wh�ch way he had better go—�t was tempt�ng everywhere.

“No matter,” he concluded, “I w�ll go towards the r�s�ng sun.”
He turned h�s face to the east, stretched h�mself, and wa�ted for

the sun to appear above the r�m.
“I must lose no t�me,” he thought, “and �t �s eas�er walk�ng wh�le �t

�s st�ll cool.”
The sun’s rays had hardly flashed above the hor�zon, before

Pahom, carry�ng the spade over h�s shoulder, went down �nto the
steppe.



Pahom started walk�ng ne�ther slowly nor qu�ckly. After hav�ng
gone a thousand yards he stopped, dug a hole and placed p�eces of
turf one on another to make �t more v�s�ble. Then he went on; and
now that he had walked off h�s st�ffness he qu�ckened h�s pace. After
a wh�le he dug another hole.

Pahom looked back. The h�llock could be d�st�nctly seen �n the
sunl�ght, w�th the people on �t, and the gl�tter�ng t�res of the
cartwheels. At a rough guess Pahom concluded that he had walked
three m�les. It was grow�ng warmer; he took off h�s under-coat, flung
�t across h�s shoulder, and went on aga�n. It had grown qu�te warm
now; he looked at the sun, �t was t�me to th�nk of breakfast.

“The f�rst sh�ft �s done, but there are four �n a day, and �t �s too
soon yet to turn. But I w�ll just take off my boots,” sa�d he to h�mself.

He sat down, took off h�s boots, stuck them �nto h�s g�rdle, and
went on. It was easy walk�ng now.

“I w�ll go on for another three m�les,” thought he, “and then turn to
the left. The spot �s so f�ne, that �t would be a p�ty to lose �t. The
further one goes, the better the land seems.”

He went stra�ght on a for a wh�le, and when he looked round, the
h�llock was scarcely v�s�ble and the people on �t looked l�ke black
ants, and he could just see someth�ng gl�sten�ng there �n the sun.

“Ah,” thought Pahom, “I have gone far enough �n th�s d�rect�on, �t �s
t�me to turn. Bes�des I am �n a regular sweat, and very th�rsty.”

He stopped, dug a large hole, and heaped up p�eces of turf. Next
he unt�ed h�s flask, had a dr�nk, and then turned sharply to the left.
He went on and on; the grass was h�gh, and �t was very hot.

Pahom began to grow t�red: he looked at the sun and saw that �t
was noon.

“Well,” he thought, “I must have a rest.”
He sat down, and ate some bread and drank some water; but he

d�d not l�e down, th�nk�ng that �f he d�d he m�ght fall asleep. After
s�tt�ng a l�ttle wh�le, he went on aga�n. At f�rst he walked eas�ly: the
food had strengthened h�m; but �t had become terr�bly hot, and he
felt sleepy; st�ll he went on, th�nk�ng: “An hour to suffer, a l�fe-t�me to
l�ve.”



He went a long way �n th�s d�rect�on also, and was about to turn to
the left aga�n, when he perce�ved a damp hollow: “It would be a p�ty
to leave that out,” he thought. “Flax would do well there.” So he went
on past the hollow, and dug a hole on the other s�de of �t before he
turned the corner. Pahom looked towards the h�llock. The heat made
the a�r hazy: �t seemed to be qu�ver�ng, and through the haze the
people on the h�llock could scarcely be seen.

“Ah!” thought Pahom, “I have made the s�des too long; I must
make th�s one shorter.” And he went along the th�rd s�de, stepp�ng
faster. He looked at the sun: �t was nearly half way to the hor�zon,
and he had not yet done two m�les of the th�rd s�de of the square. He
was st�ll ten m�les from the goal.

“No,” he thought, “though �t w�ll make my land lops�ded, I must
hurry back �n a stra�ght l�ne now. I m�ght go too far, and as �t �s I have
a great deal of land.”

So Pahom hurr�edly dug a hole, and turned stra�ght towards the
h�llock.



IX
Pahom went stra�ght towards the h�llock, but he now walked w�th

d�ff�culty. He was done up w�th the heat, h�s bare feet were cut and
bru�sed, and h�s legs began to fa�l. He longed to rest, but �t was
�mposs�ble �f he meant to get back before sunset. The sun wa�ts for
no man, and �t was s�nk�ng lower and lower.

“Oh dear,” he thought, “�f only I have not blundered try�ng for too
much! What �f I am too late?”

He looked towards the h�llock and at the sun. He was st�ll far from
h�s goal, and the sun was already near the r�m. Pahom walked on
and on; �t was very hard walk�ng, but he went qu�cker and qu�cker.
He pressed on, but was st�ll far from the place. He began runn�ng,
threw away h�s coat, h�s boots, h�s flask, and h�s cap, and kept only
the spade wh�ch he used as a support.

“What shall I do,” he thought aga�n, “I have grasped too much, and
ru�ned the whole affa�r. I can’t get there before the sun sets.”

And th�s fear made h�m st�ll more breathless. Pahom went on
runn�ng, h�s soak�ng sh�rt and trousers stuck to h�m, and h�s mouth
was parched. H�s breast was work�ng l�ke a blacksm�th’s bellows, h�s
heart was beat�ng l�ke a hammer, and h�s legs were g�v�ng way as �f
they d�d not belong to h�m. Pahom was se�zed w�th terror lest he
should d�e of the stra�n.

Though afra�d of death, he could not stop. “After hav�ng run all that
way they w�ll call me a fool �f I stop now,” thought he. And he ran on
and on, and drew near and heard the Bashk�rs yell�ng and shout�ng
to h�m, and the�r cr�es �nflamed h�s heart st�ll more. He gathered h�s
last strength and ran on.

The sun was close to the r�m, and cloaked �n m�st looked large,
and red as blood. Now, yes now, �t was about to set! The sun was
qu�te low, but he was also qu�te near h�s a�m. Pahom could already
see the people on the h�llock wav�ng the�r arms to hurry h�m up. He



could see the fox-fur cap on the ground, and the money on �t, and
the Ch�ef s�tt�ng on the ground hold�ng h�s s�des. And Pahom
remembered h�s dream.

“There �s plenty of land,” thought he, “but w�ll God let me l�ve on �t?
I have lost my l�fe, I have lost my l�fe! I shall never reach that spot!”

Pahom looked at the sun, wh�ch had reached the earth: one s�de
of �t had already d�sappeared. W�th all h�s rema�n�ng strength he
rushed on, bend�ng h�s body forward so that h�s legs could hardly
follow fast enough to keep h�m from fall�ng. Just as he reached the
h�llock �t suddenly grew dark. He looked up—the sun had already
set. He gave a cry: “All my labor has been �n va�n,” thought he, and
was about to stop, but he heard the Bashk�rs st�ll shout�ng, and
remembered that though to h�m, from below, the sun seemed to
have set, they on the h�llock could st�ll see �t. He took a long breath
and ran up the h�llock. It was st�ll l�ght there. He reached the top and
saw the cap. Before �t sat the Ch�ef laugh�ng and hold�ng h�s s�des.
Aga�n Pahom remembered h�s dream, and he uttered a cry: h�s legs
gave way beneath h�m, he fell forward and reached the cap w�th h�s
hands.

“Ah, what a f�ne fellow!” excla�med the Ch�ef. “He has ga�ned much
land!”

Pahom’s servant came runn�ng up and tr�ed to ra�se h�m, but he
saw that blood was flow�ng from h�s mouth. Pahom was dead!

The Bashk�rs cl�cked the�r tongues to show the�r p�ty.
H�s servant p�cked up the spade and dug a grave long enough for

Pahom to l�e �n, and bur�ed h�m �n �t. S�x feet from h�s head to h�s
heels was all he needed.



Notes:
1. One hundred kopeks make a rouble. The kopek �s worth about

half a cent.
2. A non-�ntox�cat�ng dr�nk usually made from rye-malt and rye-

flour.
3. The br�ck oven �n a Russ�an peasant’s hut �s usually bu�lt so as

to leave a flat top, large enough to l�e on, for those who want to sleep
�n a warm place.

4. 120 “desyat�ns.” The “desyat�na” �s properly 2.7 acres; but �n
th�s story round numbers are used.

5. Three roubles per “desyat�na.”
6. F�ve “kopeks” for a “desyat�na.”
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