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THE INV ADERS.I 

A VOLUNTEER'S NARRATIVE • 

• I. 

I. 

ON the 24th of July, Captain Khlopof in epaulets 
and cap - a style of dress in which I bnd not seen him 
since my arrival in the Caucasus - entered the low 
door of my earth-hut. 
C\ "I'm Just from the colonel's," he said in reply to 
my questioning look; "to-morrow our battalion is 
to move." 

" Where?" I o.sked. 
"To N--. Tbe troops have been ordered 14 

muster at thnt place." 
"And probably some expedition will be made from 

there? .. 
" Of course." 
.. In what direction, think you? .. 
"I don't think. I tell you all I know. Last night 

a Tatar from the general came galloping up, - brought 
orders for the battalion to march, taking two days' 
rations. But whither, why, how long, isn't for them 
to ask. Orders are to go-that's enough." 

" Still, if they are going to take only two days' ra.
tions, it's likely the army will not stay longer." 

• Hab'g (l'rooouoced Na.be.ukb), the lavuloo or Raid. 
6S 
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" That's no argument at all." 
" And how is that?" I asked with astonishment. 
"This is the way of it: When they went against 

Dargi they took a week's rations, bu~ they spent al
most a month." 

"And can I gQ with you?" I asked, after a short 
silence. 

" Yes, you can go i but my advice is - better not. 
Why run the risk? " 

"No, allow me to disregard your advice. I have 
been spending a whole month here for this very pur
pose, - of having a chance to see action, - and you 
want :ine to let it have the go-by! " 

"All right, come with us i only isn't it true that it 
would be better for you to stay behind? You could 
wait for us here, you could go hunting. But as to us, 
- God knows what will become of us! . . • And that 
would be first-rate," he said iIi such a convincing tone 
that it seemed to me at the first moment that it would 
actually be first-rate. Nevertheless, I said resolutely 
th,at I wouldn't stay behind for any thing. 

" And what have you to sce there?" said the cap
tain, still trying to dissuade me. "If you want to 
learn how battles are fought, read Mikhalloyski Dani
levski's 'Description of War,' a charming book i there 
it's all admirably described, - where every corps 
stands, and how battles are fought." 

"On the contrary, that does not interest me," I 
replied. 

" Well, now, how is this? It simply means that you 
want to see how mcn kill each other, doesn't it? ••• 
Hei'e in 1832 there was a man like yourself, not in the 
regular service, - a Spaniard, I thiuk he was. He 
went on two cxpeditlons with us, • • • in a blue mantle 
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or something of the sort, and so the young fellow 
was killed. Here, b4liushka, one is not surprised at 
any thing." 

Ashamed as I was at the captain's mlUlifest dis
approbation of my project, I did not attempt to argue 
him down. 

"Well, he was brave, wasn't he?" 
"God knows as to that. He always used to ride at 

the front. 'Vherever there was fidng, there he was." 
U So he must have been brave, then," said I. 
"No, that doesn't signify bravery,-his putting 

himself where he wasn't called." 
U What do you call bravery, then?" 
"nravery, bravery?" repeated the captain with the 

expression of a man to whom such a question presents 
itself for the first time. "A brave man is one who 
c:onducts himself 11.'1 he ought," said he after a bdef 
consideration. 

I rcmemberc.l that Plato (telined bravery as the 
knowledge of what one ought and what one ought not 
to fenr; ancl in spite of the tritcness and obscurity in 
the termInology of Lhe captaio's definition, I thought 
that the fundamental conC<'ption of both was not so 
unlike as might at first sight appear, and that the 
captain's (tcfinItion was even more correct than the 
Greek philosopher's. for the reason. that, if he could 
ha"e expressed himself as Plato did. he would in all 
probability have said that that man is brave who fears 
only what he ought to fear and not what there is no 
need of fearing. 

I was anxious to explain my thought to the captain. 
"Yes," I said. "it. seems to me that io every peril 

there is an alternativc, and the alternative adopted 
under the inftuc'ilce of, MY, the scntiment of duty, is 



4 THE INVA.DERS. 

bravery, but the alternative adopted under the inJIll
ence of a lower septiment is cowardice; therefore it 
is impossible to call a man brave who risks his life out 
of vanity or culiosity or greediness, and, vice versa, the 
man who under the influence of the virtuous sentiment 
of family obligation, or simply from conviction, avoids 
peril, cannot be called a coward." 

The captain looked at me with a queer sort of 
expression while I was talking. 

"Well, now, I don't know how to reason this out 
with you," said he, filling his pipe, "but we have 
with usa junkel', and he likes to philosophize. You 
talk with him. He also wlites poetry." 

I had only become intimate with the captain in the 
Caucasus, but I had known him before in Russia. 
His II1.Other, Marya I d.novna Khl6pova, the owner of 
a small landed estate, lives about two versts 1 from my 
home. Before I went to the Caucasus I ,'isited her. 
The old lady was greatly delighted that I was going 
to see her PAshenka I (thus she ('aIled the old gray
haired captain), and, like a living letter, could tell him 
about her circumstances and give him a little message. 
Having made me eat my fill of a glorious pie and roast 
chicken, -:Marya Ivanovna went to her sleeping-room 
and came back with a rather large black relic-bag,' to 
which was attached some kind of silken ribbon • 

. " Here is this image of our Mother-Intercessor from 
the September festival," she said, kissing the picture 
of the divine Mother attached to the cross, and putting 
it into my hand. "Please give it to him, Mtiushka. 
You see, when he went to the Krukaz, I had a Te Deum 

"One and a third miles . 
• An affecUonate dlmlnlohed dimlnuUve: Pavel (Paul), Pasha, Paahenka • 
• lddank, the hag containing .... red Ihlnga worn by the plouo, Iogt'ther 

with the baptisD!al cross. 
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sung, and made a ''OW, that if be should be snfe nnd 
BOund, I would order this imoge of the didne Mother. 
And here it. is seventeen years that the Mdtusllka and 
the saints have had him in their keeping; not once has 
he been wounded, and what battles he has been in, a! 

it seems! • • • When MikhAilo, who was with him, told 
me about it, my hair actually stood on cnd. You see, 
all that I know about him I have to hear from others; 
be ne\'er writes me any thing about his lloings, my 
llo\'e,'- he is afmi(l of frightening me ... 

(I had already beBrll in the Caucasus, but not from 
the cnptaiu himself, that he had been sc\'erely wounded 
four times; anll, as was to be expected, he had not 
written his mother about his wounds any more than 
about. bis campaigns.) 

" Now let him wear this holy imllo"'C," she continued. 
" I bless him with it. The most holylnterccssor pro
teet him, especially in battIe may she always look after 
him! And so tell him, my dear friend, I that thy 
mother gave thce this message." 

Il'romiscd faithfully to fulfil her commission • 
.. I know you will be fond of him, of my P:ishcn

ka," the old lady continued, - h he is such a splendid 
fellow ! Would you belie\'e me, not a year goes by 
without his sending me money, and he also helps 
Annushka my daughter, and all from his wa",rres alone. 
Truly Ish:ill always thank God," she concluded with 
tears In her eyes, "that he has given me such a child ... 

" Does he write you often? " I asked. 
"RArely, Mtiwlika,-not more than once a year; 

and sometimes when he scnds money he writes a little 
word, and sometimes he doesn't. 'If I don't write 
you, mdmenka,' he says, 'it means that I'm alive and 
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well; but if any thing should happen, - which God 
forbid, - then they will wlitc you for me.' " 

When I gave the captain his mother's girt (it was 
in my room), he asked me for some wrapping-paper, 
carefully tied it up, and put it away. I gave him many 
details of his mother's life: the captain was silent. 
When I had finished, he went into a corner, and took a 
very long time in filling his pipe. 

"Yes, she's a fine old lady," said he from the 
comer, in a rather choked voice: "God grant that 
we may meet again !" 

Great love and gl'ief were expressed in these simple 
words. 

" Why do you serve here?" I asked. 
"Have to serve," he replied with decision. "Am} 

double pny menns a. good deal for our brollier, who is 
a poor man." 

The capbin lived economically; he did not 'play 
cnl'ds, he l'!l.rely dl'ank to excess, and he smoked omi
nary tobncco, which floom some inexplicable reason he 
did not call by its usual name,l but sambrotaliclteski 
tabUk. The captain lm<ll)leased me even before this. 
He had one of those simple, calm Russian faces, and 
looked you straight in the eye agreeably and easily. 
nut after this conversation I felt a genuine respect for 
him. 
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II. 

A'r four o'clock ou the mOl'ning of the next (lay, the 
captain ('ame riding up to my door. lie bad .on an 
old well-worn coat without epaulets, wide Lesghian 
tl'ousel'S, a round white Cil'ctlSsiao cap, with w'ooping 
lambskin dyed yellow, anl1' an ugly-looking Asiatic 
sabre across bis shoulder. The little white hOI'Se Ion 
which he rode came with head down, anll mincing 
gait, and kept. switching his slender tail. In spite of 
the Cact tbaLthe good captain's figure was neither vert 
warlike nor very handsome, yet there was in it. such 
an expl'ession of good-will toward e\'ery one aronnd 
him, that it inspired involuntary respect.. 

I did not keep him waiting a minute, but immedi
ately mounted, and we rode off together from the 
gate of the fortress. 

The battalion was already two hundred sazhens I 
ahead of us, and had the appearance of some black, 
solid body in motion. It was possible to make out 
that it was infantry, only from the circumstance that 
while the bayonets appeared like long, dense needles, 
occasionally there came to the ear the sounds of a 
soldier's song. the drum, and a charming tenor, the 
leader of the sixUt company,-a BOng which I had 
more than once enjoyed at the fOlt. . 

The road ran throngh the midst of a deep, wide 
ravine, or balka as it is called in the Caucasian dialect, 

• I'ourteea buDd ..... 'eel. 
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along the banks of a small river, which at this time 
was playing, tbat is, was having a freshet. Flocks of 
wild pigeons hovered around it, now settling on the 
rocky sbore, now wbeeling abont in mid-air in swift 
circles and disappealing from sight. 

Tbe sun was not yet visible, but the snmmit of the 
balks on the right began to grow luminous. The gray 
and white coloured crags, the greenish-yellow moss wet 
with dew, tbe clumps of different kinds of wild thorn, I 
stood out extraordinarily distinct and rotund in the 
pellucid golden light of the sunrise. 

On the other hand; the ravine, hidden in thick mist 
which rolled up like smoke in vBr.}ing l'olumes, was 
damp, and dark, and gave the impression of an in
distinguishable mixture of colours-pale ·lilac, almost 
purple, dark green, and white. 

Directly in front of us, against the dark blue of the 
horizon, with startling distinctness appeared the daz
zling white, silent masses of the snow-capped mountains 
with theil' marvellous sbadows and outlines exquisita 
even in the smallest details. Crickets, grasshoppers, 
and a thousand other insects, were awake in the tan 
grass, and filled the air with their sharp, incessant clat
ter: it seemed· as tbough a numberless multitude of 
tiny bells were jingling in our very ears. The atmo
sphere was alh'e with waters, with foliage, with mist; 
in a word, had all the life of a beautiful early summel' 
morning. 

The captain struck a light, and began to pulY at his 
pipe i the fragrance of sambrotaliclteski tabdk and of 
the punk struck me as extremely pleasant. 

We rode along the side of the road so as to over
take the infantry as quickly as possible. The captain 

• Palluru., bo".\.horn, and "aracllal/. 



THE INY ADERS. 9 

seemed more serious than usual; he dill not bke his 
Daghestan pipe from his mouth, and at every step he 
lIug his heels into his horse's legs as the little beast, 
capering from one si<.le to the other, laid out a scarcely 
noticeable dark green track through the damp, tall 
grass. Up (loom under his very feet, with its shrill cry, I 
and that drumming of the wings that is so sure to 
st.'\rtle the huntsman in spite of himself, Ilew the pheas
ant, and slowly winged its flight on high. The captain 
paid him not the slightest attention. 

We hnd almost overtaken the battalion, when behind 
us was heard the sound of a galloping horse, and in 
an instant there nxle by us a very handsome young 
fellow ill an Oml.'Cl·'S coat, and a tan white Circassian 
cap.' As he caught up with us he smiled, bowed to 
the captain, and wave<l his whil>. • • • I only had time 
to notice Utllt he sat in the sad<.lle nnd held the bridle 
with peculiar grace, and that he had beautiful clark 

I eyes, a finely cut nose, and a mustache just beginning 
to grow. I was particularly attracted by the way in 

I which he could not help smiling, as if to impress it 

lu~n.us ~~t w~. wero frien~~ _of h~. If~y ~oUting 
lelse than bls smile, one would bave known tbat be was 
'still very young. 
I .. And now where is he going?" grumbled the ClIp
I tain with a look of dissatisfaction, not taking his pipe 
from his mouth • 

.. Who is that?" I nsked • 

.. Ensign AIAnin, a subaltern officer of my company. 
, • • _ Only last month he came from the School of 
, Co.dcl.ll." 

" This is the first time that he is going iuto action, 
I suppose?" said I. 
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"And so he is overjoyed," replied the captain 
thoughtfully, shaking his head; "it's youth." 

" And why shouldn't he be glad? I can see that for 
a young officcr this must be very interesting." 

The captain sni,l nothing for two minutes. 
"And that's why I say' it's youth,' " he continued 

in a dcep tone. "What is there to rejoice. in, when 
there's nothing to see? Here when one goes often, 
one doesn't find any pleasure in it. Here, lct us sup
pose there are twenty of us officel's going: some of 
us will be either killed or wounded; that's likely. To
day my tum, to-mol'row his, the next day somebody 
else's. So what is there to rejoice in?" 
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III. 

SCARCELY had the hright sun risen 6bo,'e the moun
tains, and begun to shine into the vnlley whe1'e we wcre 
riding, when the undulating clouds of mist scattered, 
and it grew warm. The soldiers with guns and knap
sacks on their backs marched slowly along the dusty 
rondo In the ranks wcre frequcntly heard lIalo-Russian 
dialogues nnd laughter. A few old soldiers in white 
linen coats - for the most part non-commissioned 
officers - marched along the roadside with their pipes, 
engaged in earnest conversation. The triple rows of 
hcn.vily ls.den wagons advanced step by step, and rnised 
a thick dust, which hung motionless. 

The mounwd officers I'ode in advance; a few jig-
9ited, as they say in the Caucasus; 1 that is, applying 
the 'VI'hip to their horses, they spurred them on to make 
four or live lcaps, and then l'cined them in suddenly, 
pulling the head back. Others listened to the song
singers, who notwithstanding the hen.t and the oppres
sh'e air indcfatigably tuned up one song after another. 

A hundred 8azlten8 in advance of the infantry, on a 
Igreat white horse, surrounded by mounted Tata1'S, rode 
R. tall, llandsome officer in Asiatic costume, known to 
the regiment as a man of reckless valour, one who cuts 
anyone straight in tlLe eyts/ I He wore a black Tatar 

I JIIIl! or dJ;lIlI 10 tbe Kumull8 dialect Ilgn1ilee valiant. Tbe Ru .. laDII 
make from II the verb Jj,lilo .. "" 

I Tba& Is, kDoWlllor leUing tb. 1,laln truth, 



12 

hllolf-coat or beslmwt trimmed with silver braid, similar 
trousers, new leggings 1. closely laced with chirazua as 
they call galloons in the Caucasus, and a tall, yellow 
Oherkessian cap worn jauntily on the back of his head. 
On his breast and back were silver lacings. His pow
der-flask and pistol were hung at his back; another 
pistol, and a dagger in a silver sheath, depended from 
his belt. Besides all this was buckled on a sabre in a. 
red morocco sheath oool'Ded with silver; and over the 
shoulder hung his musket in a black case. 

By his garb, his carriage, his manner, and indeed by 
every motion, it was manifest that his ambition was to 
npe the Tatars. lIe was just saying something, in a 
language that I did not unllerstand, to the Tatars who 
rode with him; but from the doubtful, mocking glances 
which these latter gave each other, I came to the con
clusion tImt they did not undcrstnnd him either. 

This was one of our young officers of the dnre-devil, 
jz"git order, who get themselves up ala l\Iarlinski and 
Lermontof. Thcse men look upon the Caucasus, as it 
were, through the prism of the" Heroes of our Time," 
l\Iulla-Nurof 2 and others, and in all theil' activities are 
dit'ected not by theil' own inclinations but by the e.x:~ I 

ample of these models. 
This lieutenaut, for instance, was very likely fond 

of the society of well-bred women and men of impor
tance, generals, colonels, adjutants, - I may even go 
so far as to believe that he was very fond of this so
ciety, because he was in the highest degree vainglori
ous, - but he considered it his unfailing duty to show 
his rough side to all important people, although he 
offended them always more or less i and when any lady 
made her appearance at the fortress, then he considered 

I chtnJiaki. • The D!IIIIe of .. character lD ODe of Marllnski'. novels. 
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It his duty to ride by her wi'ndows with his cronies, or 
kunaT.:£ as they are called in the dialect of the Cauca
sus, dressed in a red shirt and nothiug but clL'uvlaki on 
his bare legs, and shouting and swearing at the top of 
his voice - but all this not only with the desire to 
insult her, but also to show her what handsome white 
legs he had, and how easy it would be to tall in love 
with him if only he himself were willing. 01' he eften 
went by at night with two or three friendly Tatars to 
the mountains into ambush by the road so as to take 
by surprise and kill hostile Tatars coming along; and 

. though more than once his heart told him' that there 
i was nothiug brave in such a deed, yet he felt himself 
I 
• under obligations to inflict suffering upon people in 
whom he thought that he WIlS disappointed, and whom 
he affected to hate and despise. He always carried 
two things, - an immcnse holy image around his neck, 

'and a dagger above his shirt. He never took them 
011', but even went to bed witb them. He firmly be
lieved that enemies surrounded him. It was his greatest 
I 

~elight to argue that he was under obligations to wreak 
tengeance on some one and wash out insults in blood. 
tIe was persuaded that spite, vengeance, and hatred of 
.the human race were the highest and most poetical 
of feclings. Dut his mistress, - a Circassian girl of 
~ourse, - whom I happened afterwards to meet, said 

~
hat he was the mildest and gentlest of men, and that 
very evening he wrote in his gloomy diary, cast up 

I is accouuts on ruled paper, and got on his knees to 
¥ay his prayers. And how much suffering he endured, 
,to seem to himself only what he desired to be, because 
(his comrades and the soldiers could not comprehend 
. him as he desired I 

Once, in one of his nocturnal expeditions with his 
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Tatar friends, it happened that he put a bullet into the 
leg of a hostile Tchetchenets, and took him prisoner. 
This Tchetchenets for seven weeks thereafter lived 
with the lieutenant ; the lieutenant dressed his wound, 
waited on him as though he were his nearest friend, and 
when he was cured sent him home with gifts. After
wards, during an expedition when the lieutenant was 
retreating from the post, having been repulsed by the 
enemy, he heard some one call him by name, and his 
wounded kundk strode out from among the hostile 
Tatars, and by signs asked him to do the same. The 
lieutenant went to meet his kundk, and shook hands 
with him. The mountaineers stood at some little dis
tance, and refrained from firing; but, as soon tl.S the 
lieutenant turned his horse to go back, several shot at , 
him, and one bullet grazed the small of his back. 

Another time I myself saw a fire break out by night ' 
in the fortress, and twC', companies of soldiers wereI' 
detailed to put it out. Amid the crowd, lighted up by 
the ruddy glare of the fire, suddenly appeared the tall 
form of the man on a coal-black horse. He forced hiE' 
way through the crowd, and rode straight to the fire i 

As soon as he came near, the lieutenant leaped from 
his horse, and hastened into the house, which was all in', 
flames on one side. At' the end of five minutes h(.1 
emerged with singed hidr and burned sleeves, carrying 
in his arms two doves which he had rescued from th€ 
flames. 

His name was Rosenkranz; but he often spoke of 
his ancestry, traced it back to the Varangians, and 
clearly showed that he and his forefathers were genuine 
Russians. 
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IV. 

THE sun had travelled half. its course, and was pour
Ing down through the glowing atmosphere its fierce rays 
upon the parched earth. The dark blue sky was abso
lutely clear; only the bases of the snow-capped moun
tains began to clothe themselves in pale lilac clouds. 
The motionloss atmosphere seemed to be full of some 
.mpalpable dust; it became intolerably hot. 

When the army came to a small brook that had 
verflowed half the . road, a halt was called. The 
ldiers, stacking their arms, plunged into the stream. 
he comm/mder of the battalion sat down in the shade, 
~ a drum, and, showing by his broad countenance 
~e degree of his rank, made ready, in eompany with 

~
/few officers, to take lunch. The captain lay on the 

grass under thc company's transport-wagon; the gallant 
HI utenant Rosenkranz and some other young officers, 
Sj reading out their Caucasian mantles, or burki, threw 
tt emselves down, and began to carouse as was manifest 
b the flasks and bottles scattered around them and by 
t c extraordinary liveliness of their singers, who, 

'-~ .. anding in a half-circle behind them, gave an accom
I! niment to the Caucasian dance-song sung by a 

. esghian girl: -
I 

Shamyl resolved to make a league 
In the years gone by, 

Trai'-rai', rattat-tal, 
In the years gone by. 
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Among these officers was also the young ensign who 
had passed us in _the morning. He was very enter
taining: his eyes gleamed, his tongue never grew 
weary. He wanted to greet every one, and show his 
good-will to them all. Poor lad! he did not know 
that in acting this way he might be ridiculous, that 
his frankness and the gentleness which he showed to . 
everyone might win for him, not the love which he so 
much desired, but ridicule; he did not know this 
either, that when at las~, thol"Oughly heated, he threw 
himself down on his bU1·ka, and leaned his head on his 
hand, letting his thick black curls fall over, he was a 
very picture of beauty. - > 

Two officers crouched under a wagon, and were) 
playing cards on a hamper. 

I listened with curiosity to the talk of the soldiers> 
and officers, and attentively watched the expression of 
their faces; but, to tell the truth, in not one COUI~ 
discover a shadow of that anxiety which I myself felt 
jokes, laughtcr, anecdotes, expressed the universa 
carel~ssness, and indifference to the coming pe .. 
How impossible to suppose that it was not fated fd; 
some never agaiu to pass that road! ' 
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v. 
AT seven o'clock in the evening, dusty and 'weary, 

wo entered the wide, fortified gate 'of :Forl· N-' -. 
Tho sun WO.8 setting, and shed obliquerosy.rays·over 
the picturesque batteries and lofty-walled gardens that 
surroundcd the fortress, over the fields yellow for the 
harvest, and over the white clouds which, gathering 
around the snow-capped mountains, simulated their 
shapes, and formed a chain no less wondel'ful and 
beauteous. A young half moon, like a translucent 
cloud, shoue above the horizon. In the native village 
or Qui, situated near the gate, a Tatar on the roof of a 
hut was calling the faithful to prayer. The singers 
broke out with new zeal and energy. 

Arter resting and making my toilet I set out to call 
lpon an adjutant who was an acquaintance of mine, 
o ask him to make my intention known to the general. 
n the way from the suburb where I was quartered, I 

hanced to see a most unexpected spectacle in the fort-
ess of N-·-. I was overtaken by a handsome two

seated vehicle in which I saw a stylish bonnet, and 
card French spoken. From the open window of the 

: commandant's house came floating the sounds of some 
I" Uzanka" or "K'tenka" polka played upon a 
wretehed piano, out of tune. In the tavern which I 
was passing were sit~g a number of clerks over their 
glosses of wine, with cigarettes in their hands, and I 
overheard one saying to another,-

66 
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"Excuse me, but taking politics into consideration, 
Marya Grigor'yevna is our first lady." 

A humpbacked Jew of sickly countenance, dressed 
in a dilapidated coat, was creeping along with a shrill, 
broken-down hand-organ i and over the whole suburb 
echoed the sounds of the finale of " Lucia. " 

Two women in rustling dresses, with silk kerchiefs 
around their necks and bright-coloured sun-shades in 
their .hands, hastened past me on the plank sidewalk. 
Two girls, one in pink, the othcr ill- a blue dress, with 
uncovered heads, were standing on the terrace of a 
small house, and affectedly laughing with the obvious 
intention of attracting the notice of some passing 
officel"S. Officers in' ncw coats, white gloves, and I 

glistening epaulets, were parading up and down the 
streets and boulevards. 

1 found my acquaintance on the lower flOOl' of the 
general's house. I had scn.rcely ha<1 time to explain 
to him my desit-e, and have his assurance that it could 
most likely be gratified, when the handsome carriage, 
which I had before seen, rattled pnst the WilldOl 
where I was sitting. From the carriage descended ,: 
tall, slender man, in uniform of the infantry- sen'ie! . 
and major's epaulets, and came lip to the general'. 

rooms. ' t ".Ale!t! pardon me, I beg of you," said the adjutant I 

!'ising from his place: "it's absolutely necessary tha 
I tell the general.". 

" Who is it thn.t just came?" I asked. 
"The countess," he replied, and donning his uni·' 

form coat hastened lip-stairs. ; 
In the course of a few minutes there appeared on 

the steps a short but very handsome man in a coat 
without epaulets, and a white cross in his button-hole. 
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Dehind him came the mnjor, the adjutant, and two 
other officel"S. 

In his carriage, bis voice, in all his motions, the gen
eral showed that he had a very keen appreciation of 
his high importance. 

"Bon Boir, Madame la Comtesse,"11e said, extend
ing his hand through the carriage window. 

A dainty little hand ill dog-skin glove took his hand, 
and a pretty, smiling little .visage under a ycllow 
bonnet al>pcared in the window. 

Fl'Om the conversation which lasted several minutes, 
lonly heard, as I went by, the genel'al saying in 
French with a smile, -

"You know thnt I have vowed to fight tbe infidels; 
beware of becoming one! " 

A laugh rang from the carriage • 
• , Adieu done, c1ter gene,-al." 
"Non, 11 revoir," said the genernl, returning to the 

steps of the stain:ase; "don't forget· that I have 
invited mysclf for to-mol'row evening." 

The cal'l'inge drove away. 
"Here is a man," said I to myself lIS I went bome, 

"who hns every thing that Russians stl'ive after,
rank, wealth, society,-and this man, befon~ a battIe 
the onteome of which God only knows, jests with a 
pretty little woman, and promises to drink tea with her 
on the next day, just as though he had met her at a 
ball! " 

Thel'e at that adjutant's I became acquainted with 
a man who still morc sUl'prised me; it was the young 
lieutenant of the K. regiment, who was distinguished 
for his almost feminine mildness and cowardice. lIe 
came to the adjutant to pour out his peevishness and 
ill humour against those men who, he thought, were 
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intriguing against him to keep hini from taking part in 
the matter in hand. 

He declared tll.'1.t it was hateful to be treated so, 
that it was not doing as comrades ought, that he would 
remember him, and so forth. 

As soon as I saw the expression of his face, as 
Boon as I heard the sound of his voice, I could not 
escape the conviction that he was not only not putting 
it on, but was deeply stilTed and hOlt because he was 
not allowed to go against the Cherkess, and expose 
himself to theil· fire: he was as mueh hurt as a child 
is hurt who is unjustly punished. I could not under
stand it at all. 
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VI. 

At ten o'clock in the evening the troops were ordered 
to march. At half-past nine I mounted my horse, and 
started oft to find the general; but on reflecting that 
be and his adjutant mnst be busy, I remained in the 
street, and, tying my llOl'se to a fence, sat down on the 
terrace to wait uutil tho general should come. 

The heat and glare of tho day bad nlready vanished 
in the tresh night air; aud the obscure light of tbe 
young mOOD, which, infolding around itself a pale 
gleaming halo against the dark bluo of tbe starry sky, 
WIl8 beginning to ,lcclille. Lights shone in the win
dows of the houses aud in the chinks of the earth huts. 
Tho gracefully prollOl'tioned ~plars in the gardens, 
stwlding out against tbe horizon from behind the earth 
huts, whose reed-tbatched roofs gleamed pale in tho 
moonlight, seemed still taller and blacker. 

The long shadows of the houses, of the trees, of the 
fences, lay beautifully across the white dusty road. 
• • • In the river rang incessantly the voice of the 
frogs; I in the streets were heard hurrying steps, and 
BOunds of voices, and the' galloping of horses. From 
the suburb came floating, now and again, the strains 
of the hand-organ i now the popular Russian air, !' The 
winds are blowing," now one of the Aurora waltzes. 

I will not tell what my thoughts were: in the first 

, The troll" lu the CaUO&ID8 make • lOuu4 eDLlrel, dUfereu& from lIIe 
Zodan'p of the RuuIaD frop. 



22 THE INVADERS. 

place, because I should be ashamed to confess to the 
mclancholy ideas which without cessation arose in my 
mind, while all around me I pel'ceived only gayety and 
mirth; and, in the second place, because they have 
nothing to do with my story. 

I was so deeply engl'Ossed in thought, that I did not 
notice that the bell was ringing for cleven o'clock, and 
the general was riding past me with his suite. 

The reargu:i.rd was just at the fortress gate. I gal
loped at full speed across the btidge, amid a crush 
of cannon, caissons, military wagons, and commanding 
officers shouting at the top of their voices. After 
reaching the gate, I rode at a btisk trot for almost a 
verst, past the army stretched out and silently moving 
through the darkQess, and overtook the general. As I 
made my way past the mounted artillery dragging their 
ordnanee, amid the cannon and officers, a German 
voice, like II. disagreeable dissonance interrnpting soft 
and majestic harmony, struck my ear. It screamed. 
" Agkhtingkhist,1 bring. a linstock." . 

And 1\ soldiel"s voice replied. quick as a flash, 
" Chevchenko! the lieutenant asks for a light! " 

The greater part of the sky had become enveloped 
in iong steel-gray clouds: here and thcre gleamed from 
between them the lustreless stars. The moon was now 
sinking behind the near horizon of dark mountains 
which were on the right; and it shed on their summits 
a feeble, waning, half light, which contrasted sharply 
with tlte impenetrable darkness that marked their bases. 

The air was mild, and so still, that not a single 
grass-blade, not a single mist-wreath, moved: It be
came so dark, that it was impossible to distinguish 

I German mispronunciation lor Amick,...'. the accent 01 wblch In Rusaian 
falls on the pennlt. 
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objects, even thougb very near at hand. On the side 
of the road, there seemed to me sometimes to be rocks, 
Sl)metimes animals, sometimes strange men i and I 
knew that they were bushes only when I heard them 
rustle, and felt the coolness of the dew with which they 
were covered. In front of me I saw a dense, waving 
black shadow, behind which followed a few moving 
spots; this was the van-guard of cavalry, and the gen-. 
eral with his suite. Between us moved another similar 
black mass, but this was not as high as the first; 
this was the infantry. 

Such silence reigned in the wbole detachment, that 
there could be plainly distinguished all the harmonious 
"oices of the night, full of mysterious charm. The 
distant melancholy howls of jackals, sometimes like 
the wails of (lespair, sometimes like laughter; tho 
monotonous ringing song of the cricket, the frog, the 
quail; a gradnally approaching murmur, the cause of 
which I could not make clear to my own mind; and 
all those noctu1'Ilal, almost audible motions of nature, 
which it is so impossible eitber to comprebend or 
define, - unite into one complete, beautiful harmony 
which we call silent uight. 

This silence was broken, 01' rather was unified, by 
the dull thud of the hoofs, and the rustling of the tall 
grass through which the division was slowly moving. 

Occasionally, however, was heard in Ule ranks the 
ring of a heavy cannon, the sound of clashing bayonets, 
stilled conversation, and the snorting of a hol'Se. 

Nature breathed peacefully in beauty and power. 
Is it possiblo that people find no room to live 

together in this beautiful world, under this boundless 
starry heaven? Is it possible that amid this bewitch
ing nature, the soul of maD enD harbour the s~ntiments 
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of hatred nn(l rcvenge, or the passion for inflicting 
destruction upon his kind? All ugly feelings in the 
heart of Plan ought, it would seem, to vanish away 
in this intercourse with nature, - with this immediate 
expression of . beauty and goodness I 
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VII. 

WE had now been marching more than two hours. 
I begnn to feel chilly, and to be overcome with drowsi
ness. In the darkness the same indistinct objects 
dimly appeared: at a little distance, the same black 
shndow, the same moving spots. Beside me was the 
crupper of a white horse, which switched his tail and 
swung his hind-legs in wide curves. I could see a back 
in a white Circassian shirt, ngainst which was outlined 
8 carbiue in its black case, and the handle of a pistol 
in an embroidered holster: the glow of a cigarette 
casting a gleam on a reddisb mustache, a fur collar. 
and a hand in a chamois-skin glove. 

IICIWoo over my horse's neck, closed my eyes, and 
l08t myself for a few minutes: then suddenly the 
regular hoof·beat· and rustling came into my con
sciousness again. I looked around, and it seemed to 
lllC as tllOUgh I woro standing still in one spot, and 
that the blnck shadow in fl'Ont of lllC was moving (lown 
upon me; or else tllat the shadow stood still, and I 
Wns rapidly li(ling down upon it. . 

At one sucb moment I was more strongly than ever 
impressed by that incessantly approaching BOund, the 
cause or which I oooid not fathom: it was the roar of 
water. We were passing though a deep gulch, and 
coming elose to a mountain river, whicb at that season 
was in full flood.· The roaring beeame louder, the 

I "'pol. 
I III the CaaeaB118 the ~ .... lake p~ In the month 01 JuIT. 
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damp grass grew taller and thicker, bushes were en
countered in denser clumps, and the horizon narrowed 
itself down to closer limits. Now!1nd then, in different 
places in the dark hollows of the mountains, bright 
fires lI.ashed. out and were immediately extinguished. 

"Tell me, please, what are those fires," I asked in 
a whisper of the Tatar riding at my side. 

"Don't you really know?" was his reply. 
"No," said I. 
"That is mountain straw tied to a pole,l and the 

light is waven." 
" What fOl'? " 
"So that every man may. know the Russian is 

coming. Now in the Auls," he added with a smile, 
" al, aH the tmndsha I are flying about; every sort of 
khurda-mttrda. II will be hUl'l'ied into the ravines." 

" How do they know so soon in the mountains that 
the expedition is coming?" I asked. 

"Eil How cali they help knowing? It's known 
everywhere: that's the kind of people we are." 

"And so Shamyl is now getting ready to march 
out?" I asked. 

" Yok (no)," he replied, shaking his head as a sign 
of negation, "Shamyl will not march out. Shamyl 
will seud his na.lbs, t and he himself will look down 
from up yonder through his glass." 

" But doesn't he live a long way off?" 

I talla.!: In the Cancaslan dialect. 
• torn<i8ha means slaves in the ordinary dialect lovented for Inleroonrse 

~tween RuB81ans and Tatsra. There are many words In this strange 
dialect, Ihe roots of which are not to be fonnd either In RuB8lan or Tatar. 
-AUTHOR's NOT •• 

• Gooda and chaltels In the same dialect. 
• flail> ordinarily means a Mohammedan Judge or high rangloua oIBeer, In 

Turkey and the Caocaaua; hero it mean. an oftleer whom the great Clreas
sian chieftain Shamy! endowed with special anlhorlty. 
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" Not a long way off. Here, at your left, about ten 
wrst. ho will be." 

"How do you know that?" I inquired. " Have 
you been there? " 

"I've been there. All of us in the mountains 
have." 

II And you have seen Shamyl? to 

" PCkh I Shamyl is not to be seen by U9. A hun
dred, three hundred, a thousand murids l surround him. 
Shamyl will be in the midst of them," he said with an 
expression of fawning servility. 

Looking up in the air, it was possible to make out 
that the sky which had become clear again was lighter 
in the east, and the Pleiades were sinking down into 
the horizon. But in the gulch through which we were 
passing, it was humid and dark. 

Suddenly, a little in advance of liS, from out the 
darkness flashed a number of lights; at the same in
stant, with a ping some bullets whizzed by, and from 
out the silence that surrounded us from afar arose the 
heavy,o'ermastering roar of the guns. This was the 
vanguard of the enemy's pickets. The Tatars, of 
which it was composed, set up their war-cry, shot at 
random, and fled in all directions. 

Every thing became silent again. The general sum
moned his interpreter. The Tatar in a white Circas
sian dress hastened up to him, and the two held a 
rather long conversation ill a sort of whisper and with 
many gestures. 

"Colonel KhasAnof I give oluers to scatter the 
enemy," said the general in a low, deliberate, but 
distinct tone of voice. 

I The won! ",uri" b .. man, llgol4eatlool, bol to \be _ bere employed 
1llDeIUI8lOmetblD, belweeo adjUtaDI and bocIy·goard.-AllTIIou's N"OTJI. 
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The division went down to the river. The black 
JDOuntains stood back from the pass; it was beginning 
to grow light. The arch of heaven, in which the pale, 
lustreless stars were barely visible, seemed to come 
closer; the dawn began to gl<?w brightly in the east; a 
cool, penetrating breeze sprang up from the west, and 
a bright mist like steam arose from the foaming river. 
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VIII. 

TRB guide pointed ont the ford; and the vanguard 
of cavalry, with the general and his suite immediately 
In ita rear, began to cross the river. The water, 
which reached the horses' breasts, rushed with extraor
dinary violence among the white bowldel'S which in 
some places came to the top, and formed foaming, gur
gling whirlpools around the borses' legs. The borses 
were frightened at the roar of the water, lifted their 
heads, pri~ked up their eal'S, but. slowly and cll.l'efully 
picked their way against. the stream along the uneven 
bottom. The riders held up tbeir legs and fire-arms. 
The foot-soldiers, literally tn their shirts alone, lifting 
above the water their muskets to whicb were fastened 
their bundles of clothing, stl'Uggled against the force 
of the stream by clinging together, a score of men at a 
time, showing noticeable determination on their excited 
faces. The artillery-men on horseback, with a loud 
shout, put their hOl'8eS into the water at full trot. The 
cannon and green-painted caissons, oyer which now 
and then the water came pouling, plunged with a 

, clang over the rocky bottom; but the noble Cossack 
horses pulled with united effort, made the water foam, 
and with dripping tails imd manes emerged on the 
f:ll'ther shore. 

As soon as the crossing was effected, the general's 
face suddenly took on an expression of deliberation 
and seriousn('SS; he wheeled his hOl'8e around, and at 
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full gallop rode across the wide forest-surrounded 
field which spread before us. The Cossack horses were 
scattered along the edge of the forest. 

In the forest appears a man in Circassian dress 
and round cap; then -a. second and a third • • • ono 
of the officers shouts, "Those are Tatars ! " At this 
instant a puff of smoke came from behind a tree . . • 
a l'epOl't - another. The quick volleys of our men 
drown out those of the enemy. Only occasionally 
a bullet, with long-drawn ping like the lium of a bee, 
tlies by, and is the only proof that not all the shots 
are ours. 

Here the iufantry at double quick, and with fixed 
bayonets, dash against the chain; one can hear the 
heavy reports of the guns, the metallic clash of grape
shot, the whiz of rockets, the crackling of musketry. 
The cavalry, the infantry, converge from all sides on 
the wide field. The smoke from the guns, rockets, 
aud fire-arms, unites with the early mist arising from 
the dew-covered grass. 

Colonel Khas!nof gallops up to the general, and 
reins in bis horse while at full tilt. 

"Your Excellency," says he, lifting his hand to bis 
cap, "give orders for the cavalry to advance. The 
standards are coming," I and he points with his whip 
to mounted Tatars, at the head of whom rode two men 
on white h01~S with l'ed and blue streamers on their 
lances. 

"All right,' Idn l\IikMilovitch," says the general. 
The colonel wheels his horse round on the spot, 

draws his sabre, and shouts" Hurrah! " 

I ""ateAkI. This word among \he monntalneers hee almost \he slgnltlea. 
&Ion of banner, wI\h this Bingle distinction, that each jlglt ean make .. slalldard 
for himself Bnd carry It.-AuTHOR'S NOTS; 

• S B6f1om, Hlerally .. with God," bnt a mere phrase. 
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" Hurrah I hurrah! hurrah!" echoes from the 
ranks, and the ca\"alry dash after him. 

All look on with excitement: there iB a standard; 1 

another; a third; a foul1.h! • • • 
The cnemy, Dot waiting the assault, fly into the 

forest, and open a musket fire from behind the trees. 
The bullets fly more and more thickly. 

" Quel charmant coup d' ~il /" exclaimed tbe general 
as he easily rose in English fasbion on hiB coal-black, 
slender-limbed little steed. 

" Cltarmant," replies the major, wbo rolls his ,-'B 
like a FrenchmlUl, and whipping up his horse dashes 
after the general. "It's a genuine pleasure to carry 
on war in such a fine country," says he.1 

"And above aU in good company," adds the gen
tl'8l still in French, with a pleasant smile. 

The major bowed. 
At this time a (,annon-ball Crom the enemy comes 

flying by with a swift, disagreeable whiz, and strikes 
something; immediately iB heard the groan of a 
wounded man. This groan impresses me so painfully 
that the martial picture instantly loses for me all its 
fascination: but no one beside myself seems to be 
affected in the same way; the major smiles apparently 
with the greatest satisfaction; another officer with 
perfect equanimity repeats the opening words of a 
speech; the general looks in the opposite direction, and 
with the most t1'llnquil smile says something in French. 

"Will yon give orders. to reply to their heavy 
guns?" asks the commander of the artillery, galloping 
lip. " Yes, scare them a little," says the general 
carelessly, lighting a cigar. 

I ... a"'''Ok. 
• CO •• '/tII ""'1'111'",., "" ta , •• ,.,. liaR' "" _NUl ~_II pal/'. 
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The battery is unlimbered, and the cannonade begins. 
The ground shakes under the report; the firing con
tinues without cessatioQ.; and the smoke in which it 
is scarcely possible to distinguish those attending the 
guns, blinds the eyes. 

The aul is battered down. Again Colonel Khasanof 
dashes up, and at the. gencral's command darts off to 
the aul. The war-cry is heard again, and the cavalry 
disappears in the cloud of its own dust. . 

The spectacle was truly grandiose. One thing only 
spoiled the general imprcssion for me as a man who 
had no part in the affaiJ.-, and was wholly unwonted to 
it i and this was that there was too much of it, - the 
motion and .the animation and the shouts. Involnn
tarily the comparison occurred to me of a man who in 
his haste would cut the air with a hatchet. 
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IX. 

THE aul was already in ~he possession of our men, 
and not a soul of the enemy remained in it when the _ 
general with his suite, to which I had joined myself, 
entered it. 

Tho long Deat huts or BakU, with their l1at earthen 
roofs and red chimneys, wel'e situated on rough, rocky 
hills, between which ran a small river. On one side 
were seen the green gardens, shining in the clear sun
light, with monstrous pear-trees, and tho plum-trees, 
called l",iteM. The other side bristled with strange 
shadows, where stood the high perpendicular stones of 
a cemetery, and the tall wooden poles adorned at the 
ends with balls and variegated banners. These were 
the tombs of jigits. 

The army stood drawn up within the gates. 
After a moment the dragoons, the Cossacks, the 

infantry, with evident joy were let loose through the 
crooked streets, and the empty aul suddenly teemed 
with life. Here a roof is crushed in; the axo rings on 
the tough trees, and the plank door is broken down; 
there hay-ricks, fences, and huts are burning, and the 
dense smoke arises like a tower in the clear air. Here 
a Cossack is carrying off s~cks of 110or, and carpets; 
a soldier with a gay face lugs from a hut a tin basin 
and a dish-clout; another with outstretched arms is 
trying to catch a couple of hens, which cackling furi
ously fly about the yard; a third is going somewhere 

67 
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with a monstrous kumgan or pitcher of milk, and dlink~ 
ing as he goes, and when he has had his fill smashes it 
on the ground with a loulll:l.ugh. 

The battalion which I had accompanied from Fort 
N-- was also in the aul. The captain was sitting 
on the roof of a hut, and was puffing from his short 
little pipe clouds of smoke of sambl'otalwlteski. tabUk 
with such an indifferent expression of countenance 
that when I saw him I forgot that I was in a hostile 
auI, and it seemed to me that I was actually at home . 
with him. 

" Ah! and here you are?" he said as he caught 
sight of me. 

The tall form of Lieutenant Rosenkranz flashed here 
and there throngh the aul. Without a moment's pause 
he was engaged in ca1'l'ying out'orders, and he had the 
appearanc~ of a man who had all he could do. I saw 
him coming out of a hut, his face full of triumph; be
hind him two soldiers were dragging an old Tatar with 
his arms tied. The old man, whose garb consisted 

-merely of a many-coloured lJesMnee torn in tatters, and 
ragged drawers, was so feeble that it seemed as if his 
bony arms, tightly tied behind his misshapen back, 
were almo t falling from his shoulderb ; and his crooked 
bare legs moved with difficulty. His face, and even 
a part of his shaven head, were Covered with deep 
wrinkles; his distorted' toothless mouth, encircled by 
gray clipped mustache and beard, incessantly mumbled 
as ~hough whispering something; but his handsome 
eyes, from which the lashes were gone, still gleamed 
with ~re, and clearly expressed an old man's jndiffer
ence ~ life. 

Rosenkranz through an interpreter asked him why 
he had not gone with the ,others. 
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"Where should I go 1" he replied, calmly looking 
away • 

.. Where the rest have gone," suggested some 
one. 

H The Jigits have gone to fight with the RussUJI'ls, and 
1 am an old man." 

.. Aren't you afraid of the Russians?" 
" What will the Russians do to me? I am nn old 

man," lie repeated, carelessly glancing at the circle 
surrounding him. 

On the way back, 1 saw this old man without a hat, 
with his handa still tied, jolting· behjnd a mounted 
Cossack, and he was looking about him with the same 
expression of unconcern. He was necessary in an 
exchange of prisoners. 

I wenL to the staircase, and crept np to where the 
captain was. 

"Not many 01 the enemy, it seems," I said to him, 
wishing to obtain bis opinion about the affair. 

"The enemy," he repeated with surprise, "there 
weren't any at all. Do you call these enemies? ••• 
Here when evening comes, you will see how we shall 
retreat; you will see bow they will go with us! Won't 
they show themselves there?" be added, pointing with 
his pipe to the forest which we had passed in the 
morning. . 

"What is that? .. I asked anxiously, interrupting 
the captain, and drawing bis attention to some Don 
Cossacks who were gronped around some one not far 
from us. 

Among them was heard something like the weeping 
of a child, and the words, -

"Eh! don't cut-hold on-you will be seeo
bere'. a knife-give him the knife." 
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"They are up to some mischief, the brutes," said 
the captain indifferently. 

Br:t at this very instant, suddenly from aro.und the 
corner came the handsome ensign with burning, horror
stricken face, and waving his hands rushed among the 
Cossacks. 

" Don't you move! don't kill him! " he cried in his 
boyish treble. . 

When the Cossacks saw the officer they started back, 
and allowed a -little white goat to escape from their 
hands. The young ensign was wholly taken aback, 
began to mutter something, and stood before them full 
of confusion.. When he caught sight of the captain 
and me on the roof, he grew still redder in the face, 
and springing up the steps joined us. _ 

" I thought they were going to kill a child," he said 
with a timid smile. 



THE INVADERS. 37 

x. 
TilE general had gone on ahead with the cavalry. 

The battalion with which I had come from Fort N-
remained in the rear-guard., The companies under com
mand 01 Captain Khlopol and Lieutenant Rosenkranz 
were retreating together. 

The captain's prediction was fully justifiec:l: as -soon 
as we had reached the narrow forest of which he had 
spoken, from both sides the mountaineers, mounted 
and on foot, began to show themselves incessantly, and 
so nenr that I could very distinctly see many crouching 
down, with muskets in their hands, and mnning from 
b'ee to tree. 

The captnin took: off his hat, and piously made the 
sign of tile cross; a few old soldiers did the same. In 
the forest were heard shouts, the words, U ic1¥ / Giaur I 
Uni.81 idU" 

Dry, short musket reports followed in quick succes
sion, and bullets whizzed from both sides. Our men 
silently replied with rapid fire; only occasionally in the 
ranks were beam exclamations in the guise of direc
tions: II JIe I has stopped shooting there; .... He has a 
good chance behind the trees;" .. We ought to have 
cannon," and such expressions. 

The caunon were brought to bear on the range, and 
alter" few discharges of grape the enemy apparently 
gave way; but after a little their fire became more and 

s 0 .. - b~ -lb. eollecUve eKp ....... "n by wblcb the IOldlen In the Caue&
'08 IDdlcaIe the eoemy.-AUTBOB'. NOT •• 
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more Tiolent with each step that the army took, and the 
shouts and war-cries increased. 

We were scarcely three hundl't'd sazht>A$l from the 
aul when the enemy's shot began to hail down upon 
us. I saw a ball with a thud strike one soldier dead 
• • • but why relate details of this terrible spectacl(', 
when I myselt woulll gh-e much to forget it? 

Lieuten:mt Rosenkrana was firing his musket with. 
out a moment's cessation; with animatiug voice he ,,-as 
shouting to the soldiers, and galloping at. full speed 
f!"Om one end of the line to the other. He was slightly 
pale, and this was decidt.'d1y becoming to his ma.rtial 
countenance. 

The handsome ensign was in his element: his beau
tiful eyes gleamro with resolution, his mouth W!\9 

slightly parted with a smile i he was constantly ridivg 
up to the captain, and asking permission to charge.· 

"We'll drive them back," he saill impulsively,
U we'll drive them back surely." 

.. No need of it," repliro the captain gently: .. we 
must get out of here ... 

The captain's company ()('('upi(,\) the E'llge of the 
forest, and was fully exposro to the enemy's fire. The 
captain in his wen-worn roat and tatt('1't'd cap. slack
ening the reins for his white trotter and clinging by 

. his short stimlps, silently staid in one place. (The 
soldil'l"S were so well train('\), and did their work so 
accurately, that there was no need of giving commands 
to them.) Only now and then he raised his voice, and 
shouted to those who exposed their heads. The cap
tain's face was wry far from martial i but such truth 
aull simplicity were manifest in it, that. it. impressed me 
pl"Ofoundly. 

, 2,100 feet. 
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"There is !lOme one who is truly brave," I said to 
myself involuntarily. 

lIe was almost exactly the same as I had always 
seefl him; the 84me tranquil motions, the same even 
"oice, the same expression of frankness on his homely 
but honest face; but by his more than ordinarily keen 
glance it was possible to recognize him as a man who 
infallibly knew his business. It is easy to say il.e 
.afU cu alway. j but how different were the traits 
brought out in others lone tried to seem calmer, an
other rougher, a third gayer, than usual; but by the 
t'aptain'. fooe it was manifest ~ be did not even 
understand IOID to teem. 

The Frenchman who at Waterloo said, IA garde 
~url, m4i.t fte 16 rend pas, and other heroes, especially 
among the French, who have u~red notable sayings, 
were brave, and really uttered notable sayings; but 
between their bravery, and the bravery of the captain, 
is this difference; that if a great saying in regard to any 
subject came into my hero's mind, I believe that he 
would not have uttered it; in the first place, because 
he would have feared that in Baling !IOmething great 
bo might spoil a great deed, and, secondly, because 
wben a man is conscious within himself of the power 
to do a great deed, there is no need of saying any thing 
at all. This, in my opinion, is the especial and lofty 
character of Russian bravery; and how, hencerorth, 
can it fail to wound the Russian heart when among our 
young warriors one hears French platitudes which have 
their vogue because they were the stock phrases of the 
old Freneh nobility? • • • 

Suddenly, from the direction in ..yhich the bandsome 
ensign with his division was stationed, was heard a 
(aiDt hurruh from the enemy. Turning round at this 
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shouting I saw thirty soldiers who with muskets in 
their hands and knapsacks on their shoulders were 
going at double-quick across the ploughed field. They 
stumbled, but still pushed ahead and shouted. Leading 
them galloped the young ensign, waving his sabre. 

J\ll were lost to sight in the forest. 
At the end of a few moments of shouting and clash 

of arms, a flightened horse came .dashing out of the 
woods, and just at the edge soldiers were seen bearing 
the killed and wounded. Among the latter was the 
young ensign. Two soldiers carried him in their 
arms. He was pale as a sheet, and his graceful head, 
where could be now detected only the shadow of that 
martial enthnsiasm which inspired him but a moment 
before, was strangely drawn down between his shoul
ders and rested on his breast. On his white shirt 
under his coat, which was torn open, could be seen a 
small blood-stain. 

" Akh! what a pity!" I said in spite of myself, 
as I turned away from this heart-rending spectacle. 

"Indeed it's too bad," said an old soldier who with 
gloomy face stood beside me leaning on his musket . 
.. He wasn't afraid of any thing! How is this possi
ble?" he added, looking steadily at the wounded lad. 
" Always foolish! and now he has to pay for it! .. 

" And aren't you afraid?" I asked . 
.. No, indeed! " . 
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XI. 

FOUR soldiel's bore the ensign on a litter; behind 
them followed a soldier from the subul'b, leading a 
lean, foundered hOl'se laden with two green chests in 
which were the surgeon's implements. They were 
expecting the doctor. The officers hurried up to the 
litter, and tried to encourage and comfort the wounded 
lad. 

"Well, brother Alanin, it'll be some time before 
yon dance and make merry IIgain," said Lieutenant 
Rosenkranz coming up with a smile. 

He probably intended these words to sustain the 
handsome ensign's courage; but as could be easilYileen 
from the coldly mournful expression in the eyes of the 
latter, these worda did not produce the wished-for 
effect. 

The captain also came up. He gazed earnestly at 
the wounded young fellow, and his always cold, calm 
face expressed heartfelt pity. 

II How is it, my dear Anatoli I vanuitch?" said he in 
a tone which rang with a deeper sympathy than I had 
expected from him: "we see it's as God wills." 

The wounded lad looked up; his pale face was 
lighted with a mournful smile. 

"Yes, I disobeyed you." 
"Say rather, it was God's will," replied the captain. 
The doctor, who had now arrived, took from his 

cliest, bandages, probes, and other instruments, and, 
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rolling up his slee\"es with a re-assuring smile, ap
proached the sufferer. 

&< So it seems they have been making a litUe hole 
through you, "-he said in a tone of jesting unconcern. 
&< Let us have a look at the place." 

The ensign listened, but in the gaze which he fixed 
on the jolly.. doctor were expressed surprise and re
proachfulness which the laUer did not expect. He 
b(.gao to probe the wound and examine it from all 
sides i but at last the sufferer, losing his patience, 
pushed away his hand with a heavy groan. 

&< Let me be," he said in an almost inaudible voice : 
"it makes DO difference i I SID dying." With these 
words he fell on his back i and five minutes later when 
I joined the group gathered about him, and asked a 
soldier, "How is the ensign?" I was told, "He las 
gone." 
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XII. 

IT was late when the expedition, deploying in a broad' 
column, entered the fortress with songs. The sun had 
set behind the snow-covered mountain crest, and was 
throwing its last rosy rays on the long delicate clouds 
which stretched across the bright pellucid western sky. 
The snow-capped mountains began to clothe them
aclvea in purple mist; only their upper outliQes were 

marked with extraordinary distinctness against the 
violet light of the sunset. The clear moon, which had 
long been up, began to shed its light through the dark 
blue sky. The green of the grass and of the trees 
changed to black, and grew wet with dew. The dark 
masses of the army, with gradually increasing tumult, 
advanced across the field; from different sides were 
heard the sounds of cymbals, drums, and men'y songs. 
The leadcr of the sixth company sang out with fun 
strength, and full of feeling and power the clear chest
Dotes of the tenor were borne afar through the trans
lucent evening air. 



THE WOOD-CUTTING EXPEDITION. 
(R1i.bka rYesa.) 

'l'HE 8TORY OF .A YUNKER'S1 .ADYEN'I'uRE. 

I •• 

I. 

IN midwinter, in the year 185-, a division of our 
batteries was engaged in an expedition on the Great 
Chetchen River. On the evening of Feb. 26, having 
been informed that the platoon which I commanded in 
the absence of its regulal· officer was detailed for the 
following day to help cut down the forest, and having 
that evening obtained and given the necessary direc
tions, I betook myself to my tent earlier than usual; 
and as I had Dot got into the bad habit of warming it 
with burning coals, I threw myself, without undressing, 
down on my bed made of sticks, and, drawing my 
Circassian cap over my eyes, I rolled myself up in 
my sl!vha, and fell into that peculiarly deep and heavy 
sleep which one obtains at the moment of tumult aud 
disquietude on the eve of a great peril. The antici
pation of the morrow's action brought me to such a 
state. 

At three o'clock in the morning, while it was still 
perfectly dark, my warm sheep-skin was pulle~ off 

• Yunker (German JllfIk.I') I. a non.eomml .. loned officer belonging to the 
Doblllty. Couul Tol.tol birnoelf began bi. military lervice 10 lb. Cauca.oul 
DR 8 Yunker. 

t4 
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trom mc, and the red light of a candle was unpleasantly 
flashed upon my sleepy eyes; 

"It's time to get up," said some one's voice. ·1 
shut. my eyes involuntarily, wrapped my sheep-skin 
around me again, and dl'OPped off into slumber. 

"It.'. time to get up," repeated Dmitri relcnt.lessly, 
shaking mo by tho shoulder. "The infantry are 
starting." I suddeuly cwnc to a sense of the reality 
of things, started up, and sprang to my foot. . 

Hastily swallowing a glass of tea, and taking a bath 
in ice-water, I cl'ept oUt from my tent, and went to the 
park (where the guns were placed). It was dark, 
misty, and cold. Tho night fires, lighted here and there 
throughout the camp, lighted up the fol'1DS of drowsy 
soldiers scattered around them, and seemed to make 
the dal'knees deeper by their ruddy flickeling flames. 
Near at band one could bear monotonous, tl'anqutl 
snoring j in the distance, movement, the babble of 
voices, and the jangle 'of arms, as the foot-soldiers 
got. in readiness for the expedition. There was an 
odour of smoke, manure, wicks, and fog. The morning 
frost crept down m1 back, and m1 teeth chattered 
in spite ot all my efforts to prevent it. 

Only by the snorting and occasional stamping of 
horses could one make out in the impenetrable dark
ness where the harnessed limbers and caissons were 
drawn up, and, by the flashing points of the lintstocks, 
where the cannon were. With the words. Bogom,
God speed it, - the first gun moved off with a clang, 
followed by the rumbling caisson, and the platoon got 
under way. 

We all took off our caps, and made the sign of the 
cross. Taking its place in the interval between the 
infantry, our platoon halted, and waited from four 



46 THE WOOD-CUTTINO EXPEDITION. 

o'clock until the mustel' of the whole force was made, 
and the commander came. 

"There's one of our men missiug, Nikolai Petro
vitch," said a blaek,form coming to me. I recognized 
him by his voice only as,the platoon-artillerist Mak.
slmof. 

"Who?" 
"VelenchUk is missing. When we hitched up he 

was here, I saw him; bnt now he's gone." 
As it was entirely unlikely that the column would 

mbve immediately, we resolved to send Corporal 
Ant6nof to find Velenchuk. Shortly after this, the 
sound of several horses l'iding by us in the darkness 
was heard; this was the commander and his suite. 
In a few moments the head of the column started and 
turned, -finally we also moved, - but Ant6nof and 
VelenchUk had not appeared. However, we had not 
gone a hundl'ed paces when the two soldiers overtook 
us. 

" Whel'e was he?" I asked of Ant6nof. 
" He was asleep in the park." 
" What! he was drunk, wasn't he?" 
" No, not at all." 
" What made him go to sleep, then?" 
" I don't know." 
Dul'ing three hours of darkness we slowly defiled in 

monotonous silence across uncultivated, snowless fields 
and low bushes which crackled under the wheels of the 
ordnance. 

At last, after we had crossed a shallow but llhe. 
nomen ally l'apid brook, a halt was called, and from the 
vanguard were heard desultory musket-shots. These 
sounds, as always, created the most extraordinary ex
citement in us all. The division had been almost 
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a!lleep; now the ranks became alive with conversation, 
repartees, and laughter. Some of the soldiers wrestled 
tvith their mates; others played hop, skip and jump; 
others chewed on their hard-tack, or, to pass away the 
time, engaged .in drumming the different roll-calls. 
Meantime the fog slowly began to lift in the east, the 
dampness became more palpable, and the surrounding 
objects gradually made themselves manifest emerging 
from the darkness. 

I already bcgan to make out the green caissons and 
gun-carriages, the brass cannon wet with mist, the 
familiar forms of my soldiers whom I knew even to 
the least details, the sorrel horses, and the files of in
fantry, with their bright bayonets, their knapsacks, 
ramrods, and canteens ob their backs. 

We were quickly in motion again, and, after going 
a few hundred paccs where there was no road, were 
shown the appointed place. On the right were seen 
the steep banks of a winding river and the high posts 
of a Tatar burying-ground. At the left and in front 
of us, through the fog, appeared the black belt. The 
platoon got under way with the limbers. ne eighth 
company, which was protecting us, stacked their arms; 
and a battalion of lIOldiers with muskets and axes 
stal1ed for the forest. 

Not five minutes had elapsed when on all sides piles 
of wood began to crackle and smoke i the soldiers 
swarmed about, fanning the fires with their hands and 
feet, Ingging brush-wood and logs; and in the forest 
were beard the incessant strokes of a hundred axes 
and the crash of falling tl'Ces. 

The artillery, with not a little spirit of rivalry with 
the Infantry, heaped np their piles; and soon the fire 
was already so well under way that it was impossible 
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to get within a ~ouple of paces of it. The dense black 
smoke arose through the icy branches, from which the 
water dropped hissing into the flames, as the soldiers 
heaped them upon the fire; and the glowing coals 
dropped down upon the dead white grass exposed by 
the heat. It was all mere boy's play to the soldiers; 
they dragged great logs, threw on the tall steppe 
grass, and fanned the fire more and more. 

As I came.near a bonfire to light a cigarette, Velen
chUk, always officious, but, now that he had been found 
napping, showing himself more actively engaged about 
the fire than anyone else, in an excess of zeal seized 
a coal with his naked hand from the very middle of 
the fire, tossed it from one palm to the other, two or 
three times, and flung it on the ground. "Light a 
match and give it to him," said another. "Bring a 
lintstock, fellows," said still a third. 

When I at last lighted my cigarette without the aid 
of VelenchUk,'who triedlo bring another coal from tho 
fire, he rubbed his burnt fingers on the back of his 
sheepskin coat, and, doubtless for the sake of exercis
ing himself, seized a great plane-tree stump, and with 
a mighty swing flung it on the fire. When at last it 
seemed to him that he might rest, he went close to the 
fire, spread out his cloak, which he wore like a mantle 
fastened at the back by a single button, stretched his 
legs, folded his great black hands in his lap, and 
opening his mouth a little, closed his eyes. 

" Alas! 1 I forgot my pipe! What a shame, fel
lc:>ws ! II he said after a short silence, and not address
ing anybody in particular. 

1 EtA.ma. 
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n. 
IK Russia there are thl'ee predominating types of 

80ldiers, which embrace the 80ldiel'S of all arms,
those of the Caucasus, of the line, the guards, the 
infantry, the cavalry, the artillery, and the others, 

These three types, with many subdivisions . and 
combinations, are as follows: -

(1) The obedient, 
(2) The domineering or dictatorial, and 
(8) The desperate. 
The obedient are subdivided into the apathetic obe

dient and the energetic obedient. 
The domineering are subdivided into the gruftl3 

domineering and the diplomatically domineering, 
The desperate Ill'e subdivided into the desperate 

Jesters and the simply desperate. 
The .ype more frequently encountered than the rest 

- the type most gentle, most sympathetic, and for the 
most part endowed with the Christian virtues of meek
ness, devotion, patience, and submission to the will of 
God - is that of the obedient, 

The distinctive character of the apathetic obedient 
is a certain invincible indifference and disdain of all 
the turns of fortune which may overtake him. 

The characteristic trait of the ~unken obedient is a 
mild poetical tendency and sensitiveness, 

The characteristic tl'ait of the energetic obedient is 
J,,;a lh,,;ta+1,n,n 1ft ;nt.o.ll.o. .... t-.,nl ~o"111":.o.a nnlh::wl ..,a ... on 

&Io&.li:l' aaa ...... IoW&aIll&V.u. .. u &.U"", .... "",-,,,uu,& 10 A'"'U .. " ..... O, wu .. ""," ".&., ........ 
endlesl 81Siduity and fervour. 
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The typo of the domineering is to be found more 
especi:illy in the higher spheres of the army: corporals, 
non-oommissioned ofIk.--ers, sergeants and others. In 
the first division of the gruftly domineering are the high
born, the energeti~ and especi:illy the martial type, 
not cxct'pting those who are stem in a lofty poetic 
way (to this category belonged CorllOrai AntOnof, with 
whom I intend to make the reader acquainted). 

The second dh"ision is composed of the diplomati
cally domineering, and this class bas for some time 
been making rnpid advances. The diplomatically 
domineering is always eloquent, knows how to reo.d, 
goes about in a pink shirt, does not eat from the 
common kettle,' often smokes cheap Muscat tobacco, 
considers himself immeasar:lbly higher than the simple 
soldier, and is himself rarely as good a soldier as the 
gruftly domineering of the first class. 

The type of the desperate is almost the same as 
that of the domineering, that is, it is good in the first 
division,-the desperate jesters, the characteristic fea
tures of whom are invariably jollity, a huge unconcern 
in regart\ to every thing, a wealth of nat.ure anll 
boldness. 

The second division is in the same way de~tahle: 
the criminally desperate, who, however, it must be said 
for the honour of the RIlSSian soldier, are Tery rarely 
met with, and. if thoy are met with, then t.hey are 
quickly drummed out of comradeship with t.he true 
soldier. Atheism, anll a certain auJacity in crime, are 
the chief traits of this character. 

VelenchUk came under the heatl of t.he energeti('8.11y 
obedient. He was a Little Russian by birth, had ~n 
fifteen years in the service i and while he wu no' a 
fine-looking nor a very skilful solJier, still be was 
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simple-hearted, kind, and extraonlinarill full of zeal, 
though for the mcs& part misdirected zeal, and he wu 
extnordinarilI honesL I SAI extl'llordinsrilI honest, 
becsuse the year before there had been an occurrence 
in which he had giVeD a remarkable exhibition of ~ -
eharacl.eristie Y OQ mosl know that almost every 
soldier has his 01fD trade. The grea&er number are 
tailon and shoemakers. YelenchUk himself pnctised 
the trade of biIoring; and, jud",<Ying from the fact that 
Sergeant lfikhAil Dorofei~ gave him his rostom, it 
is we to asI that he Ud reached a famous degree of 
acoomplishmenL The year before, it happened that 
while in camp, VelenchUk t.ook a fine cloak to make 

-for MiklWl Dorofdtch. But thai nry night, after he 
bad cui the cloth, and stit.cbed on the trimmings, and 
put it UDder his pillow in his tent, a misfortune befell 
him: the cloth, 1I'hich was worth seTeD nbJes, disap
pe&ftd daring the nighL V elencbuk with tears in his 
eyes, with pale quiYering lips and with sti1led lamenta
tions. confeseed the circumstance t.o the &erge&nL 

MilJWl Dorofeiteh fell into a passion. In the firs& 
moment of his indi",ouation he threat.ened the tailor; but 
aft.enr:uds, like a kiDdJI maD with plenty of means, 
he w&\"ed his bod, and did DOt u:ad from VelenchUk 
the nl.. of the cloak.. La spite of the fwJsy tailors 
eodeavoars. and the teus ~ he shed while t.elliug 
about his misfortune, the thief 1rU DOt det.eeted. 
Althougb strong BOSpicioos were aUached t.o a cor
ruptly despen.te aoLlier named Olemot, '-00 slept in 
the same tent with him, still there was DO decisive 
proof. The diplomaticallI dietat.orW MiklWl Doro
fd&ch, as a DWl or means, baring various ~ 
menta with the inspector of &l1DS and stewanl of the 
mess, the aristocrats of the battery, quickly fo~ 6ll 
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about the loss of this pluticular cloak. VelencMk. 
on the contrary, did not forget his unhappiness. The 
soldiers declared that at this time they were appl'ehen
sive about him, lest he should make way with himself, 
or flee to the mountains, so heavily did his misfortune 
weigh upon him. He did not eat, he did not drink, 
was not able to work, and wept all the time. At the 
end ot three days he appeared before Mikhail Dora
feitch. and without any colour in his face, and with a 
trembling hand, dl'ew out of his sleeve a piece of gold, 
and gave it to him. 

"Faith,l and hcre's all that I have, MikMil Doro
f~ltch; and this I got from ZhdAnof," he said, begin
ning to sob again. " I will give you two more rubles, 
truly I will, when I have earned them. He (who the 
he was, VelencMk himself did not know) made me 
seem like a rascal in your eyes. He, the beastly 
viper, stole from a brother soldier his hard' earnings ; 
and here I have been in the service fifteen years." ••• 

To the honor of MikhWl Dorof~'itch, it must be said 
that he did not require of VelencMk the last two 
rubles, though Velenchuk brought them to him at the 
end of two months, 

, IIl/BOI/", 
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III. 

Fin other soldiers of my platoon besides VelenchUk 
wel'e warming themselves around the bonfire. 

In the best place, away from the wind, on a cask, 
sat the platoon artillerist I Maksimof, smoking his 
pipe. In the posture, the gaze, anti all the motions of 
this man it could be sccn that he was accustomed to 
command, and was conscious of his own worth, even 
if nothing were lIaid about the cask whcreon he sat, 
which during the halt seemed to become the emblem of 
power, or the nankeen short-coat which he wore. 

When I approached, he turned his head round toward 
me ; but his eyes remaincd fixed upon the fire, and only 
after some time did they follow the direction of his 
face, and rest upon me. Maksimof came from a semi
noble family.' He had property, and in the school 
brigade he obtained rank, and acquired sOme learning. 
According to the reports of the soldiers, he was fear
fully rich and fearfully learned. 

I remember how one time, when they were making 
l>ractica1 experiments with the quadrant, he explained, 
to the soIlliers gathered around him, that the motions 
of the spirit level arise from the same causes as those 
of the atmospheric quicksilver. At bottom Maksimof 
was far from stupid, and.knew his business admirably; 
but he had the bad habit of speaking, sometimes on 

I /tlerfJWm; Oermaa, ~...".,.,. ..... 
• od"od"or".d, of one eatate; freameD, wbo In lbe _t .... tb 8enlDI1 

weN oettleel III !be UkniDa wllb 1l""'iA! pmU.,.,.. 
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purpose, in such a way that it was impossible to under
stand him, and I think he did not understand his own 
words. He had an eS1Jecial fondness for the words 
" arises" and "to proceed;" and whenever he said 
"it arises," or "now let us proceed," then I knew in 
advance that I should not understand what would fol
low. The soldiers, on the contrary, as I had a chance 
to observe, enjoyed healing his "arises," and sus
pected it of containing deep meaning, though; like my
self, they could not understand his words. But this 
incomprehensibility they ascribed to his depth, and they 
worshipped Feodor Maksimuitch accordingly. In a 
word, l\iaksimof was diplomatically dictatorial. 

The second soldier near the fire, engaged in drawing 
on his sinewy red legs a fresh pair of stockings, was 
Antonof, the same bombardier AntOnof who as early 
as 1837, together with two othel"S stationed by one gun 
without shelter, was l'etuming the shot of the enemy, 
and with two bullets in -his thigh continued still to serve 
his gun and load it. 

" He would have been artillerist long before, had it 
not been for his character," said the soldiers; and it 
was true that his character was odd. When he was 
sober, there was no man more calm, more peaceful, 
more COITect in his deportment; when he was drunk 
he became an entirely different man. Not recognizing 
authority, he became qual'relsorne and turbulent, and 
was wholly valueless as a soldier. Not more than' a 
week before this time he got drunk at Shrovetide; and 
in spite of all threats and exhortations, and his attach
ment to his cannon, he got tipsy and quarrelsome on 
the first Monday in Lent. Throughout the fast, not· 
'withstanding the order for all in the division to eat 
meat, he lived on hal'd·tack alone t and iu the first week 
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he did not even take the prescribed allowance of vodka. 
However, it was necessary to see this short figure, 
tough as iron, with his stumpy, crooked legs, his shiny 
face with its mustache, when he, for example, under 
the inOuence of liquor, took the balal~a, or thl-ee
stringed guitar of the Ukraina, into his strong hands, 
and, carelessly glancing to this side and that, played 
some love-song, or with his cloak thrown over his 
shoulders, and the orders dangling f~m it, and bill 
hands thrust into the pockets of bis blue nankeen 
trousers, he rolled along the street; it was necessary 
to see his expression of martial pride, and his scorn 
for all that did not pertain to the military,-to com
prehend bow absolutely impossible it was for him to 
compare bimself at such moments with the rude or 
the simply insinuating servant, the Cossack, the foot
soldier, or the volunteer, especially those who did not 
belong to" the artillery. He quarrelled and was tur
bulent, not so much for bis own pleasure as for the 
sake of upbolding tbe spirit of aU soldierhood, of which 
he felt himself to be the protector. 

The third soldier, with ear-rings in his ears, with 
brisUing mustaches, goose-flesh, and a porcelain pipe 
in his lips, crouching on his beels in front of the bonfire, 
was the artillery-rider Chikin. The dear man Cbikin, 
88 the soldiers called him, was a jester. In bitter cold, 
up to his knees in the mud, going without food two 
days at a time, on tbe march, on parade, undergoing 
instruction, the dear man always and everywhere 
screwed his face into grimaces, executed flourishes 
with his legs, and poured out such a flood of nonsense 
that. the whole platoon would go into fits of laughter. 
During a halt. or in camp Chikiu bad always around 
him a pup of young soldiel'S, ""hom he either played 
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cards with, or amused with tales about some sly soldier 
or English milord, or by imitating the Tatar and the 
German, or simply by making his jokes, at which every
body nearly died with laughter. It was a fact, that his 
reputation as a joker was so widespread in the battery, 
that he had only to open his mouth and wink, and he 
would be rewarded with a universal burst of guffaws; 
but he really had a great gift for the comic and unex
pected. In every thing he had the wit to see something 
remarkable,. such as never came into anybody else's 
head; and, what is more important, this talent for see
ing something ridiculous never failed under any trial. 

The fourth soldier was an awkward young fellow, a 
recruit of the last year's draft, and he was now serving 
in an expedition for the first time. He was standing 
in the very smoke, and so close to the fire that it 
seemed as if his well-worn short-coat 1 would catch on 
.fire; but, notwithstanding this, by the way in which 
be had flung open his coat, by his calm, self-satisfied 
pose, with his calves arched out, it was evident that he 
was enjoying perfect happiness. 

And finally, the fifth soldier, sitting some little 
distance from the fire, and whittling a stick, was Uncle 
Zhdanof. Zhdanof had been in service the longest of 
all the soldiers in the battery, - knew all the recruits; 
and everybody, from force of habit, called him dy'd,.. 
denka, or little uncle. It was said that he never drank, 
'\ever smoked, never played cards (not even the sol
~er's pet game of noski), and never indulged in bad 
aIk. All the time when military duties did not en

gross him he worked at his trade of shoemaking; on 
holidays he went to church wherever it was possible, 
or placed a farthing candle before the image, and read 

, pol ... llubocflek. little half ,"uba. 
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tho psalter, the only book in which he cared to read. 
lIe had little to do with the other soldiers, - with those 
higher in rank, - though to the younger officers he was 
coldly respectful. With his equals, since he did Dot 
drink, he had little reason for social intercourse i bu\ 
he WII.I extremely fond of recruits and'young soldier.s: 
he always protected them, read them their lessons, and 
ollen belped them. All in the battery considered him 
a capitalist, because he had twenty-five rubles, which 
he willingly loaned to any soldier who really needed it. 
That same Maksimof who was now artillerist used to 
tell me that when, ten years before, he had come as a 
recruit, and the old drunken soldiers helped him to 
drink up the money that he had, Zhdanof, pitying his 
unhappy situation, took him home with him, severely 
upbraided him for his behavior, even administered a 
castigation, read him the lesson about the duties of 
a soldier's life, and sent him away after presenting 
him with a shirt (for l\Iaksimof hadn't one to his 
back) and a half-ruble piece. 

" He made a man. of me," IIaksimof used to say. 
always with respect and gratitude in his tone. He 
had also taken VelencbUk's part always, ever since he 
came as a recruit, and had helped him at the time of 
his misfortune about the lost cloak, and had helped 
many, many others during the course of his twenty-five 
years' service. 

In the aervice it was impossible to find a soldier who 
knew his business better, who was braver or more 
obedient; bllt he was too meek and homely to be 
chosen as an artillerist,· though he had been bombar
dier fifteen years. ZhdAnof's ono pleasure, and even 
passion, was music. He was exceedingly fond of some 

IJ.w,wrler. 
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songs, and he always gathered ronnd him Ii circle of 
singers from among the young soldiers j and though 
he himself could not sing, he stood with them, and put
ting his hands into the pockets of his short-coat,l and 
shutting his eyes, expressed his contentment by the 
motions of his head and checks. I know not why it 
was, that ill that regular motion of the cheeks. under the 
mustache, a peculiarity which I never saw in anyone 
else, I found unusual expression. His head white as 
snow, his mustnchedyed black, and his brown, wrinkled 
face, gave him at first sight a stern and gloomy appear
ance j but as you looked more closely into his great 
round eyes, especially when they smiled (he never 
smiled with his lips), something extraordinarily sweet 
and almost childlike suddenly struck you. 

I po/""IIubka. 
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IV. 
" ALAs I .. 

fortune, t(! I have torgotten my pipe; that's a mis
"But ',llows," repeated Velenchuk. 

urged Chi ~ou should smoke cikarettes,l clcar man;" 
II I always kin, screwing up his mouth, and winking. 

Of cour I smoke cikarettes at home: it's sweeter." 
" So YOlse, nIl joined in the laugh. 

proudly kl 11 torgot your pipe?" interrupted l\laksimof, 
pnlm ~f h !locking out the asbes trom his pipe into tbe 
to the uni is left hand, and not paying any attention 
joined. " versal laughter, in which even tbe officers 
VelencMk I You lost it somewhere here, didn't you, 

Velench'1" 
lift his hal uk whccled to right tnce at him, started to 

" You slid to his cap, and tben dropped it again. 
lng's spre, ee, you haven't woke up from your last even
For such" e, so that you didn't get your sleep out. 

"1\1ay I rork you deserve a good raking." 
simovitch, drop dead on this very spot, Fc6dor Yak
don't kno' if a. single drop passed my lips. I myself 
"How gla" what got into me," replied VelenchUlc. 
muttered t,d I should have been to get drunk! It he 

"All ri~ 0 himself. 
his brothel :ht. But one is responsible to the. chief tor 
it's perfec r's copduct, and when you behave this way 
mof S&vag' tty abominable," said the eloquent l\Iaksi-

ely, but still in a more gentle tonc, 
1.lkMrlk 
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"Well, here is something strange, fellows," con
tinued Velenchuk after a moment's silence, scratching 
the back of his head, and not addressing anyone in 
particular; "fact, it's strange, fellows. I have been 
sixteen years in the service, and have not had such a 
thing happen to me. As we were told to get ready 
for a march, I got Up, as my duty behooved. There 
was nothing at all, when' suddenly in the park it caIJ;le 
over me - came over me more and more; laid me out 
-laid me out on the ground - and every thing. • . • 
And when I got asleep, I did not hear a sound, fel
lows. It must have been that I fainted away," he 
said in conclusion. 

" At all events, it took all my strength to wake you 
up," said Anthnof, as he pulled on his boot. .. I 
pushed you, and pushed you. You slept like a log." 

"See here," remarked VelencMk, "if I had been, 
dl'unk" ..• 

"Like a peasant-woman we had at home," intet:
rupted Chikin. ". For almost two years running she 
did not get down from the big oven. They tried to 
·wake her up one time, for they thought she was asleep; 
but there she was, lying just as though she was dead: 
the same kind of sleep you had - isn't that so, dear 
man?" 

"Just tell us, ChiIrlu, how you led the fashion the 
time when you had leave of absence," said Maksimof, 

. smiling, and winking at me as much as to say, "Don't 
you like to hear what the foolish fellow has to say?" 

"How led the fashion, Fe6dor Maksimuitch?" 
asked Chikin, casting a quick side glance at me. .. Of 
course, I merely told what kind of people we are here 
in the Kapkas." I 

I EapA:aa for Eallka., Caucasul. 
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"Well, then, that's so, that's so. You are not a 
fashion leader • • • but ·just tell us how you made 
them think you were commander." 
. "You know how I became commander for them. I 

was asked how we live," began Chikin, speaking rap
Idly, like a mall who has often told the sAme story. 
" I said, '\Ve live well, dear man: we have plenty of 
victuals. At morning and night, to our delight all we 
soldiers get our chocolet; I and then at dinner every 
Binner has his imperial soup of barley groats, and 
instead of vodka, Modeira at each plate, genuine old 
Modeira in tho cask, forty-second degree! • " . 

"Fine Modeira I" replied VelencMk louder than 
the others, and with a burst of laughter. "Let's have 
Bome of it." 

•• Well, then, what did you have to tell them about 
the EBiaticB'" said Maksimof, carrying his inquuies 
still further, as the general merriment subsided. 

Chikin bent down to the fire, picked up a coal with 
his stick, put it on Ilia pipe, and, as though not noticing 
the discreet culiosity aroused in his hearers, puffed for 
a long time in silence. 

When at last he had raised a sufficient cloud of 
smoke, he threw away the coal, pushed his cap s1111 
farther on the back of his head, and making a grimace, 
and with an almost imperceptible smile, he continued : 
" They asked," said he, " 'What kind of a person IS 

the little Cherk~s yonder? or is it the Turk that you nrc 
fighting with in the Kapkas couutry?' I tell 'em, • The 
Cherk~s here with us is not of one sort, but of differ
ent sorts. Some are like the mountaineers who live 
on the rocky mountain-tops, and eat stones instead of 
bread. The biggest of them,' I say, ' al"O exactly bkc 

I tAcAitoldla 1d'J6t na 1014414. 
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big logs, with one eye in the middle of the forehead, 
and they wear red caps;' they glow like fire, just as 
you do, my dear fellow, tt he added, addressing a young 
recruit, who, in fact, wore an odd little cap with a red 
crown. 

The recruit, at this unexpected sally, suddenly sa' 
down on the ground, slapped his knees, !lnd burst out 
laughing and coughing so that he could hardly com
mand his voice to.say, "That's the kind of mountain
eers we have here. tt 

" , And,' says I, 'besides, there are the mumri,' " 
continued Chikin, jerking his head so that his hat fell 
forward on his forehead; .. , they go out in pairs, like 
little twins, - these others. Every thing comes double 
with them,' says I, ' and they cling hold of each other's 
hands, and run so queek that I tell you you couldn't 
catch up with them on horseback. '_'Well,' says he, 
'these mttmri who are so small as you say, I suppose 
they are born hand in hand I ,» said Chikin, endeavour
ing to imitate the deep throaty voice of the peasant. 
". Yes,' says I, 'my dear man, they are so by nature. 
You try to pull their hands apart, and it makes 'em 
bleed, just as with the Chinese: when you pull their 
callS off, the blood comcso' -' But tell.us,' says he, 
'how they kill anyone! -' Well, this is the way,' says 
I: 'they take you, and they rip you all up, and they 
reel out YOUl' bowels in their hands. They reel 'em 
out, and you defy them amI defy th!)lll - till your 
soul'tt •.• 

"WeU, now, did they believe any thing you said, 
Chikin? It asked Maksimof with a slight smile, when 
those standing round had stopped laughing . 

.. And indeed it is a stmnge people, FeOdor Maksi
Dluitch: they believe everyone i before. God, they do. 
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But still, when I hegnn to tell them about )Iou~t Kazbek, 
and how the snow does not melt all summer there, they 
all burst out laughing at tho absurdity of it. ' What 
a story I' they snid. ' Could such a thing be possible, 
- a mountain 80 big that the .snow does not melt on 
it1' And I SRS, 'With us, when the thaw comes, there 
is such a beap; and even after it begins to melt, the 
snow lics in the hollows.' -' Go away,' " snid Chikin, 
with a concluding wink. 
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v. 
THE bright disk of the sun, gleaming through the 

milk-white mist, had now got well up; the purple-gray 
horizon gradually widened: but, though the view be
came more extended, still it was sharply defined by 
the delusive white wall of the fog. 

In front of us, on the other side of the forest, could 
be seen a good-sized field: Over the field there spread 
from all sides the smoke, here plack, here milk-white, 
here purple; and strauge forms swept through the 
white folds of the mist. Far in the distance, from 
time to time, groups of mounted Tatars showed them
selves; and the occasional reports from our ri1les, 
guns, and cannon were heard. 

"This isn't any thing at all of an action - mere 
boys' play," said the good Captain Khlopof. 

The commander of the ninth company of cavalry,. 
who was with us as escOl:t, rode up to our cannon, and 
pointing to three mounted Tatars who were just then 
riding under cover of the forest, more than six hun
dred 8azlten8 from us, asked me to give them a shot 
or a shell. His request was an illustration of the 
love 1l:niversal among all infantry officers for artillery 
practice. 

"You see," said he, with a kindly and convincing 
smile, laying his hand on my shoulder, " where those 
two big trees are, right in front of us: one is on a white 

1 JlIg.r •• 
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horse, and dresse<1 in a blnck Circassian coat; I\nd 
directly behind him are two more. Do you see? If 
you please. we must" • • • 

U And there are three othcrs riding along under tho 
leo of the (Olut," interrupted Ant6not, who was dis
tinguished for his sharp eyes, and had now joined us 
with tho pipe that he had been smoking concealed be
hInd his bnck. " The front one has just taken his car
bine floom its case. It', easy to see, your Excellency," 

" lIa! he fired then, fellows. See the white puff of 
smoke," said VelenchUk to a group of soldiers a littlo 
bnck of us. 

"lie mllSt be aiming at us, the blnckguard!" re
lllied some one else. 

" See, those fellows only come out. a little way from 
the forest. We see the place: we want to aim a 
cannon at It," suggested a thil'd. "If we could only 
blallt a l-renade into the midst of 'em, it would scatter 
'em." ... 

" AntI what makes you think you could shoot to 
such a tistance, dear man? .. asked Chikin. 

" Only five hundred or five hundred and twenty 
,azhen,-it can't be less than tJlat," said Maksimof 
coolly, as though he were speaking to himself; but it 
was e\'ident that. he, like the others, WII8 tel'ribly anx· 
lous to bring the guns mto play. '" If ilie howitzer is 
aimed up at an angle of fOl'ty-five degrees, then H 
will be possible to reach iliat spot; that is perfectly 
possible," -

" You know, now, that if you aim at that group, it 
would infallibly hit some one. Thero, iliere I as tIley 
are riding along DOW. please hurry up and onler tile 
gun to be fired," continued the cavall'Y commander, 
beseeching me. 
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" Will you give the order to limber the gun? " asked 
AntOnof suddenly, in a jerky base voice, with a slight 
touch of surliness in his manncr. 

I confcss that I myself felt a strong desire for this, 
. and I commanded the second cannon to be nnlimbered. 

The words had hardly left my mouth ere the bomb 
was powdered and rammed home; and AntOnof, cling
ing to the gun-cheek, and leaning his two fat fingers on 
the carriage, was already getting the gnn into position. 

"Little • . . little more to the left - now a little to 
the right-now, now the least bit more-there, that's 
right," said he with a proud face, turning from the 
gun. 

The infantry officer, myself, and MaksUnof, in tum 
sighted along the gun, and all gave expression to 
~arious opinions. 

"By God! it will miss," said VelenchUk, clicking 
with his tongue, although he could only see over 
Ant6nof's shoulder, and therefore had no basis for 
such a surmise. 

"By-y-y Godl it will miss: it will hit that tree 
right in front, fellows." 

" Two!" I commanded. 
The men about the gun scattered. AntOnof ran to 

one side, so as to follow the flight of the ball. There 
was a flash and a ring of brass. At the same instant 
we were enveloped in gunpowder smoke; and after 
the starthng report, was heard the metalliC, whizzing 
sound of the ball l"ushmg off quicker than lightning, 
amid the universal silence and dying away in the 
distance. 

Just a little behind the group of horsemen a white 
puff of smoke appeared; the Tatars scattered in all 
directions, and then the sound of a crash came to us. 
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.. Capitally done!" II Ah I they take to their heels; It 
" See I the devils don't like it," were types of the ex
clamation. and jcsts heard among the ranks of the 
artillery and infantry. 

"If ,on had aimed a trifle lower, you'd have hit 
right In the midst of Aim," remarked VelenchUk. "I 
&aid it would eb'ike the tl'ee: it did; it took the one at 
the righL" 
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VI. 

LEAVING the soldiers to argue about the Tatars 
taking to flight when they saw the shell, and why it was. 
that they came there. and whether there were many ill 
the forest, I went with the cavalry commander a few 
steps aside, and sat down under a tree, expecting to 
have some warmed chops which he had offered me. 
The cavalry commander, &61khof; was one of the offi
cers who are called in the regiment bonjour-oli. He 
had property, had served before in the guards, and 
spoke French. But, in spite of this, his comrades liked 
him. He was rather intellectual, had tact enough to 
wear his Petel'sburg overcoat, to eat a good dinner, and 
to speak French without too much offending the sensi
bilities of his brother officers. As we talked about the 
weather, about the events of the war, about the officers 
known to ns both, and as we became convinced, by 
our questions and answers, by our views of things in 
general, that we were mutually sympathetic, we involun
tarily fell into more intimate conversation. Moreover, 
in the Caucasl,ls, among men who meet in one circle, 
the question invariably arises, though it is not always 
expressed, "Why are you. here?" and it seemed to 
me that my companion was desirous of satisfying this 
inarticulate question .. 

• , When will this exp~dition end? " he asked lazily.: 
-II it's tiresome." 

" It isn't to me," I said: " it's much more so serv
ing on the staff." 
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" Oh; on the staff it's ten thousand times worse!" 
said he fiercely. "No, I mean when will this sort ot 
thing end altogether? " 

" What! do you wish that it would end? " I asked. 
" Yes, all of it, altogether! • • • Well, are the chops 

ready, Nikoliief?" be inquired of his servant. 
" Why do you serve in the CaucaSus, then," I asked, 

" if the Caucasus does not please you? .. 
"You know why," he replied witb an outburst of 

frankness: "on account of tradition. In Russia, you 
see, there exists & strange tradition about the Caucasus, 
as thougb it were tbe promised land for all sorts of 
unhappy people." 

"Well," said I, "it's almost true: the majority of 
us here" ••• 

" But what is better than all," said be, interrupting 
me, "is, that all of us who come to the Kavkas are 
fearfully deceived in our calculations; and really, I 
don't see why, in consequence of disappointment in love 
or disorder in one's affairs, one sbould come to serve 
in the Caucasus rather than in Kazan or Kaluga. You 
see, in Russia tbey imagine the Kavkas as something 
immense, - everlasting virgin ice-fields, with impetuous 
streams, with daggers, cloaks, Circassian girls, - all 
that is strange and wonderful; but in reality there is 
nothing gay in it at all. If they only knew, for example, 
that we have never been on the virgin ice-fieldst-and 
that there was nothing gay in it at all, and that the Cau
casns was divided into the districts of Stavropol, Tillis, 
and so forth" • • • 

"Yes," said I, langhing, "when we are in Russia 
we look upon the Caucasus in an absolutely different 
way from what we do bere. Haven't you ever noticed 
it: when you read poetry in .& language that you don't 
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know very well, you imagine it much better than it 
really is, don't yOU? " 

"J don't know how that is, but this Caucasus 
doesn't please me," he said, interrupting me. 

"It isn't so with me," I said: "the Caucasus is 
delightful to me now, but only" • . . 

" Maybe it is delightful," he continued with a touch 
of asperity, "but I know that it is not delightful to 
me." 

" Why not?" I asked, with a view of saying some
thing. 

"In the first place. it has deceived me - all that 
which I expected, from tradition, to be delivered of in 
the Caucasus, I find in me just the same here, only 
with this distinction, that before; it was all on a larger 
scale, but now on a small and nasty scale, at each round 
of which I fiud a million petty annoyances, worriments, -
and miseries; in the second place, because I find that 
each day J am falling morally lower and lower; and 
principally because I feel myself incapable of service 
here - I canuot endure to face the danger. -•• simply, 
I am a coward." • . . 

He got up anlllooked at me earnestly. 
Though this unbecoming confession completely took 

me by surprise, I did not coutradict him, as my mess
mnte evidently expected me to do; but I awaited from 
the man himself the refutation of his words, which is 
always ready in such circumstances. -

"You know to-day's expedition is the first time 
that I have taken part in action," he continued," and 
you can imagine what my evening was. When the ser
geant brought the order for my company to join tho 
column, J became as pale as a sheet, and could not 
utter a word from emotion; and if you knew how I 
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spent the night! If it is true that people tum gray 
from fright, then I ought to be perfectly white-headed 
to-day, because no man condemned to death ever suf· 
fered so much from terror in a single night as I did: 
even now, though I feel a little more at my ease than 
I did last night, still it goes here in me," he added, 
pressing his hand to his heart. " And what is absurd," 
he went on to say, " while this fearful drama is playing 
here, I myself am eating chops and onions, aud trying 
to persuade myself that I am very gay •••. Is there 
any wine, NikolAicf?" hc added with a yawn. 

" There lte is, fellows! " shouted one of the soldiers 
at this moment in a tone of alarm, and all eyes were 
fixed ullon the edge of the far-off forest. 

In the distance 11 puff of bluish smoke took shape, 
and, rising up, drifted away 'on the wind. When I 
realized that the enemy were firing at ns, every thing 
that was in the range of my eyes at that moment, every 
thing suddenly assumed a new and majestic character. 
The stacked muskets, and the smoke of the bonfires, and 
the blue sky, and the green gun-carriages, and Niko
Wef's sunburned, mustachioed face, - all this seemed 
to tell me that the shot which at 'that instant emerged 
tram the smoke, and was flying througb space, might be 
directed straight at my breast_ . 

" Where did you get the wine? II I meanwhile asked 
Bolkhof carelessly, while in the depths of my soul 
two voices were speaking with equal distinctness; one 
said, "Lord, take my soul in peace;" the other, "I 
hope I shall Dot dllck my head, but smile while the ball 
is coming." And at that instant something horribly 
on pleasant whistled above our heads, and the shot came 
crashing to the ground not two paces away from us. 

10 Now, if I were Napoleon or Frederick the Great," 
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said Bolkhof at this time, with perfect composure, 
turning to me, " I should certainly have said something 
graceful. " 

"But that you have just done," I replied, hiding 
with some difficulty the panic which I felt at being 
exposed to such a danger. 

"Why, what did I say? No one will put it on 
record." 

" I'll put it on record." 
"Yes: if you put it on record, it will be in the way 

of criticism, as Mishchenkof. says," he replied with a 
smile. 

" Tfu! you devils! " exclaimed Ant6nof in vexation 
just behind us, and spitting to one side; "it just missed 
my leg." 

All my solicitude to appear cool, and all our refined 
phrases, suddenly seemed to me unendurably stupid 
after this luUess excl::unation. 
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VIr. 

TIlE enemy, in fact, had posted two cannon on the 
spot where the Tatars had been scattered, and every 
twenty or thirty· minutes scnt a shot at our wood
choppers. My division was sent out into the field, and 
ordered to reply to him. At the skirt of the forest a 
putf of smo){e would show itself, the report would be 
heard, then the whiz of the ball, and the shot would 
bury itself behind us or in front of us. The enemy's 
shotawere placed fortunately for us, and no loss was 
sustained. 

The artillerists, as ruwnys, behaved admirnbly,londed 
rapidly, aimed carefully wherever the smoke appeared, 
and lested unconcernedly with each other. The in
fantry escort, in silent inactivity, were lying around us, 

. awaiting their turn. The wood-cutters were busy at 
their work i their axes .resounded thl'Ough the forest 
more and mOl'e rapidly, more and mOl'e eagerly, save 
when the 81Ji8f of a cannon-shot was heard, then sud
denly the sounds ceased, and amid the deathlike still
ness a voice, not altogether calm, would exclaim, 
" Stand aside, boys! .. and all cyes would be fastened 
upon the shot licocheting upon the wood-piles and the 
brush. 

The fog was now completely lifted, and, taking the 
form of clouds, was disappearing slowly ill the dark
blue VIlult or heaven. The unclouded ol'b of the sun 
shone bright, nnd threw Its cheerful mys on tile steel of 
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the bayonets, the brass of the cannon, on the thawing 
ground, and the glittering points of the icicles. . The 
atmosphere was brisk with the . morning frost and the 
warmth of the spring sun, Thousands of different 
shades and tints mingled in the dry leaves of the for
est; and on the hard, shining level of the road could be 
seen the regular tracks of wheel-tires and horse-shoes. 

The action between the armies grew more and more 
violent and ~ore strikmg. In all directions the bluisb 
puffs of smoke from the firing became more and more 
fi'equent. 'rhe dragoons, with bannerets waving from 
their lances, kept riding to the ~ront. In the infantry 
companies songs resounded, and the train loaded with 
wood began to form itself as the rearguard. The 
general rode up to our division, and ordered us to be 
ready for the return. The enemy got into the bushes 
over against our left flank, and began to pour a heavy 
musketry-fire into us. From the left-hand side a ban 
came whizzing from the forest, and buried itself in It 

gun-cai'l'iage; then a second, a third. • • • The in. 
fantry guard, scattered around us, jumped up with a 
shout, seized their muskets, and took aim. The crack. 
ing of the musketry was redoubled, and the bullets 
began to fly thicker and faster. The retreat had begun, 
and the present attack was the. result, as is always the 
case in the Caucasus. 

It bec.ame perfectly manifest that the artillerists did 
not like the bullets as well as the infantry had liked 
the sohd shd\. Ant6nof put on a deep frown. Chikin 
imitated the ~und of the bullets, and fired his jokes 
at them; but it was evident that he did not like 
them. 'In regard'~ one he said, "What a huny it's 
in !" another he called a " honey-bee; .. a third, which 
flew over us with a sort of slow and lugubrious drone, 
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he called an" orphan," -a term which raised general 
amusement. 

The recruit, who had the habit of bending his head 
to one side, and stretching out his neck, every time he 
heard a bullet, was also a source of amusement to the 
soldiers, who said, "Who is it? some acquaintance 
that you are 'bowing to?" And VelenchUk, who 
alway. showed perfect equanimity in time of danger, 
was now in an alarming state of mind i he was mani
festly vexed because we did not send some canister 
In the direction from which the bullets came. He 
more than once exclaimed in a discontented tone, 
"What is Ae allowed to shoot at us with impunity for? 
If we could only answer with some grape, that would 
silence him, take my word for it." 

In fact, it was time to do this. I ordered the last 
shell to be fired, and to load with grape. ' 

" Grape I .. shouted Ant6nof bravely in the midst of 
the smoke, coming up to the gun with his sponge as 
BOOn as the discharge was made. 

At this moment, not far behind us, I heard the 
quick whiz of a bullet suddenly striking something 
with a dry thud. My heart sank within me. " Some 
one of our men must have been struck," I said to my
self i but at the same time I did not dare to turn round, 
under the inOuence of this powerful presentiment. 
True enough, immediately after tbis sound the heavy 
fall of a body was heard, and the "0-0-0-0(," - the 
heart-rending groan of the wounded man. "I'm hit, 
fellows," remarked 1\ voice which I knew. It was 
VelenchUk. He was lying on his back between tho 
limbers and the gun. The cartridge-box which he 
carried was flung to one side. His forehead was all 
bloody I and over his right eye and his n080 flowed a 
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thick red stream. The wound was in his body, but it 
hIed \'ery little; he had hit his forehead on something 
when he fell. 

All this I perceived after some little time. At the 
first instant I saw only a sort of obscure mass, and a 
terrible quantity of blood as it seemed to me. . 

None of the soldiers who were loading the gun said 
a word,,.-only the recruit muttered between his teeth, 
"See, how bloody!" and Ant6nof, frowning still 
blacker,· snorted angrily; but all the time it was evi
dent that the thought of. death presented itselr to the 
mind of each. All took hold of their work with great 
activity. The gun was discharged every instant; ana 
the gun-captain, in getting the canister, went two steps 
around the place where lay the wounded man, now 
groaning constantly. 
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VIII. 

EVERY' one who has been ill action has doubtless ex
pericnccd the strange although illogical but still power-

. luI leeling of repulsion for the place in whieh anyone 
has been killed or wounded. My soldiers were notice
ably affected by this feeling at the first moment when 
it became necessary to ·lit\ Velenchuk and carry him 
to the wagon which had dliveu up. Zhdlinof angrily 
went to the sufferer, and, notwithstanding his cry of 
anguish, took him under his IU'DlS and lifted him. 
"What are you standing there for? Help lug him I " 
he .houted; and instantly the men sprang to his assist
ance, some of whom could not do any good at all. But 
they had scarcely started to move him from the place 
when VelenchUk began to scream fearfully and to 
struggle. 

"What are YOI1 screeching for, like a. rabbit?" 
said Anthnof, holding him roughly by the leg. "It 
YOI1 don't stop we'll drop YOI1." 

And the suffel'er really calmed down, and only occa
sionally cried out, " OkA I I'm dead! o-okh, fellows! 1 

I'm dead!" 
As soon IlS they laid him in the wagon, he CCllSed to 

groan, and I heard that he said somcthing to his com
rades - it must have been a farewell- in a weak but 
audible voice. 

Indeed, no one likes to look at a wounded man i and 
J 6ro,..' ....... 
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I, iustinctively hastening to get away from this specta
cle, ordered the men to take him as soon as possible 
to a suitable place, and then return to the guns. But 
in a few minutes I was told that VelencMk was asking 
for me, and I returned to the ambulance. 

The wounded man lay on the wagon bottom, hold
ing the sides with both hauds. His healthy, broad 
face had in a few seconds entirely changed; he had,' 
as it were, grown gaunt, and older by several years. 
His lips were pinched and white, aud tightly com
pressed, with evident effOl't at self-coutrol; his glance 
had a quick and feeble expression;' but in his eyes 
was a. peculiarly clear and tranquil gleam, and on his 
blood-stained forehead and nose already lay the seal 
of death. 

In spite of the fact thal the least motion caused him 
unendurable anguish, he was trying to take from his 
left leg his pUI'se,l which contained money. 

A fearfully burdensome thought came into my mind 
- when·I saw his bare, white, and healthy-looking leg as 
he was taking off his boot and untying his purse. 

"There are three silver l'ubles and a fifty-kopek 
piece," he said when I took tile girdle-purse. "You 
keep them." 

The ambulance had started to move, but he stopped 
it. 

"I was working on a cloak for Lieutenant Suli
movsky. He had paid me two-o-o silver rubles. I 
spent one and.a half on buttons, but half a ruble lies 
wit~ the buttons in my bag. Give them to him." 

"'Very good, I will," said I. "Keep up good 
hopes} ,brother. " 

I chif'tJ.; diminutive, chif'tJ.ok, -B leather purse In the form of a girdle, 
which loldlon wear uluAlly under the knee. - AUTHOR'. NOT •• 

\ 
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He did not answer mc; the wagon moved away, and 
he began once more to groan, and to exclaim" Ok"'" 
in the same terribly heart-rending tone. As-:though 
he had done with ealthly things, he felt that he had 
no longer any pI·etext for self-restraint, and he. DOW 

considered this alleviation permissible. 
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IX. 

" WUERE are you off to? Come back! Where are 
you going?" I shouted to the l'ecruit, who, carrying in 
his arms his reserve linstock, and a sort of cane in his 
hand, was calmly marching off' toward the ambulance 
in which the wounded man was carried. 

But the reCl'Uit lazily looked up at me, and kept on 
his way, and I was obliged to send a soldier to bl'ing 
him back. He took off his red cap, and looked at 
me with a stupid smile. 

" Where were you going?" I asked. 
" To camp." 
" Why?" 
" Because - they have wounded VelenchUk," he 

replied, still smiling. 
" What has that to do with you? It's your business 

to stay here."-
He looked at me in amazement, then coolly turned 

round, put on his cap, and went to his place. 
The result of the action had been fortunate. ThE' 

Cossacks, it was reported, had made' a brilliant attack, 
and had captured three bodies of the Tatars; the 
infantry had laid in a store of fircwood, and had 
suffered in all a loss of six men wonnded. In the 

. artillery, from the whole array only VelenchUk and 
two horses were put ltors du combat. Moreover, they 
had cut the forest for three versts, and cleared a place, 
so that it was impossible to recognize It i now, in-



TilE WOOD-CUTTING EXPEDITION. 61 

.tead of a seemingly impenetrable forest girdle, a 
great field was opened up, covered with heaps of 
.moking bonfil'es, and lines of infantry and cavalry on 
their way to camp. Notwithstanding the fact that the 
enemy incessantly harassed us with cannonade and 
musketry, and followed us down to tho very river 

"vhere the cemetery was, that we had crossed in the 
'morning, the retreat was successfully managed. 

1 was already beginning to dream of the cabbage
IOUp and rib of mutton with kaslta gruel that were 
awaiting me at the camp, when the word came, that 
tho general had commanded a redoubt to be thl'own up 
on tho rh'er-bank, and that the third battalion of 
regiment K, and a division of the fourth battery, 
should stay behind till the next day for that purpose. 
The wagons with the firewood and the wounded, the 
Cossacks, the artillel'Y, the infantry with muskets and 
fagots on their shoulders, - all with noise and songs 
passed by us. On the faces of all shone enthusiasm 
and content, caused by the return from peril, and hope 
of rest; only we and the men of the thh'd battalion 
were obliged to postpone these joyful feelings till the 
morrow. 
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x. 
Wuru we of the artillery wet'e busy about the gUll9, 

disposing the limbers and caissons, and picketing the 
horses, the foot-soldiers had stacked their arms, piled 
up bonfires, made sheItel'S of boughs and cornstalks, 
and were cooking their grits. 

It began to gl'OW dark. ACi'OSS the sky swept 
bluish-white clouds. The mist, changing into fine 
di'iuling fog, began to wet the ground and the sol· 
diers' cloaks. The horizon became contracted, and all 
our snrroundings took on gloomy shadows. The damp
Dess which I felt through my boots and on my Deck, 
the incessant motion and chatter in which I took no 
part, the sticky mud with which mylcgs were covered, 
and my empty stomach, all combined to arouse in me 
a most uncomfortable and disagreeable frame of mind 
after a day of physical and mornl fatigue. Velenchdk 
did not go out of my mind. The whole simple storr 
of his soldier's lif& kept repeating itself before my 
imagination. 

His last moments were as unclouded and peaceful 
as all the rest of his life. lIe had lived too honestly 
and si!:DPly for his artless faith in the heavelllyUfe to 
come, to be shaken at the dl.'Cisive moment.. 

"Your health," said Nikolruef, coming to me • 
.. The ~ptain begs you to be so kind as to come and 
drink tea with him." 

SomehoW' making my way betwt't'Q stat'ks of arma 
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and the cam~fires, I followed NikoLiief to where 
Captaio Bolkhof was, and felt • glow of satisfac
tion 10 dreaming about the glass of hot tea and the 
gay converse which should dri\"e away my gloomy 
thoughts. 

&. WeU, baa he come?" said Bolkhors voice from 
hi • cornstalk wigwam, in which the light was gleaming. 

U He is here, your hooor," 1 replied NikolAief in his 
w,*p bass. 

o t 10 the hut, on • dry bUTka, or Cossack mantle, sat 
the captain in algligl, and without his cap. Near 
him the samovar was singing, and • drum was stand
ing, loaded with IUDch. A bayonet stuck into the 
ground held a eandlc • 

•• How is this? Of be said with acme pride, glancing 
around his comfortable habitatiOD. In fact, it was so 
pleasant In his wigwam, that while we were at tea I 
absolutcly forgot about the dampness, the gloom, 
aDd VelenchUk'a wound. We talked about 11oscow 
aDd subjects that had no relation to the war or the 
Caucasus. 

After ODe of the moments of silence which some
times intermpt the most lively conversations, Bolkhof 
looked at me with a smile. 

u Well, I suppose our talk this morning most have 
aeemed wry stzange to YOQ?" said he. 

U No. Why Bhould it? n only seemed to me that 
you were very frank; but there are thi.n..,rrs which we aU 
know, but which it is not necessary to speak about. II 

U Ob, you are mistaken I U there were only some 
possibility of exchanging this life for any sort of life, 
no matter how tame aDd mean, but free from danger 
aDd aervice, I would not hesitate • minute. tt 

·IIIIMU~ 
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"Why, then, don't you go back to Russia?" I 
asked. 

"Why?" he repeated. "Oh, I have been thinking 
about that for a long time: I can't return to Russia. 
until I have won the Anna and Vladimir, weal' the 
Anna ribbon around my neck, and am major, as I eX:. 
pected 'when I came here." 

,/ Why not, pray, if you feel that you are so unfitted 
as you say for service here? " 

" Simply because I feel still more unfitted to return 
to Russia the same as I came. That also is one of the 
traditions existing in Russia which were handed down 
by Passek, SlelJtsof, and others, - that you must go to 
the Caucasus, so as to come home loaded with rewards. 
And all of us are expecting and working for this; but 
I have been here two years, have taken part in two 

. expeditions, and haven't won any thing. But still, I 
have so much vanity that I shall not go away from here 
until I am major, am.f'have the Vladimir and Anna 
around my neck. I am already accustomed to having 
every thing avoid me, when even Gnilokishkin gets 
promoted, and I don't. And so how could I show 
mysel( in Russia before the eyes of my elder, the 
merchant Kotelnikof, to whom I sell wheat, or to my 
aunty in Moscow, and all those people, if I had served 
two years in the Caucasus without getting promoted? 
It is true that I don't wish to know these people, and, 
of course, they don't care very much about me; but a 
man is so constituted,. that though I. don't wish to 
know them, yet on account of them I am wasting 
my best years, and destroying all the happiness of my 
life, and all my futnre." . 
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XI. 

AT this moment the voice ot the battalion com
mander was heard on the outside, saying; "Who is it 
with you, NikolAi Fe6doroviteh?" BoJkhof men
tioned my name, and in a moment three officers came 
into the wigwam, - :l\lajor Kh'sanof, the adjutant ot 
his bo.ttalion, and company commander Tl'Osenko. 

Kil'Sl1nof was a short, thick-set fellow, with black 
mustaches, ruddy cheeks, nnd little oily eyes. His 
little eyes Wel'8 the most notitJeahle features of his 
physiognomy. When be laughed, there remained of 
them only two moist little stars; and these little 
stars, together with his pursed-up lips and long neck, 
sometimes gave him a peculiar expression of in
sipidity. Kh'Saoof considered himself better than 
anyone else in the regiment. The under officers 
did not dispute this; and the chiefs esteemed bim, 
although the general impression about him WII.8, 

that he was very dull-witted. He knew his duties, 
WII.8 accurate and zealous, kept a cruTinge and a cook, 
and, naturally eoough, managed to pass bimself off 11.8 

arrogant. 
I' What are you gossiping o.bout, captain?" he asked 

as he came in. 
" Oh, about the delights of the service here." 
But at this instant Kirsanof caught sight of me, a 

mere yunker; and in order to make me gather a high 
impression of his knowledge, as though he had not 
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heard Bolkhof's answer, and glancing at the drum, he 
asked,-. 

" What, were you tired, captain?" 
"No. You see, we" ... began Bolkhof. 
But once more, and it must have been the battalion 

commander's dignity that caused him to interrupt the 
answer, he put a new question:-

"Well, we had a splendid action to-day, didn't 
we?" 

The adjutant of the battalion was a young fellow 
who belonged to the fourteenth army-rank, and had 
only lately been promoted from the yunker service. 
He was a modest and gentle young fellow, with a sen
sitive and good-natured face. I had met him before 
at Bolkhof's. The young man would come to see him 
often, make him a bow, sit down in a corner, and for 
hours at a time say nothing, and onlY,make cigarettes 
and smoke them; and then he would get up, make 
another bow, and go away. He was the type of the 
poor son of ~he Russian noble family, who has chosen 
the profession of arms as the only one open to him 'in 
his circumstances, and who values above every thing 
else in the world his official calling, - an ingenuous 
and lovable type, notwithstanding his absurd, indefeasi
ble peculiarities: his tobacco-pouch, his dressing-gown, 
his guitar, and his mustache brush, with which we used 
to picture him to ourselves. In the regiment they 
used, to say of him that he boasted of being just but 
stern'l\Vith his servant, and quoted him as saying, "I 
rarely 'punish; but when I am dliven to it, then let 'em 
beware !," and once, when his servant got drunk, and 
pluudere4 him, and began to rail at his master, they 
say he took him to the guard-house, and commanded 
them to have every thing l'eady for the chastisement i 
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bllt when he saw the preparations, he was so confused, 
that he Could only stammer a few meaningless words : 
" Well, now you see - I might," • , • and, thoroughly 
upset, he set off home, and from that time never dared 
to look into the eyes of his man. His comrades gave 
him no peace, but were always nagging him about 
this; and I often heard how the ingenuous lad tried 
to defend himself, and, blushing to the roots of 
his hair, avowed that it was not -true, but absolutely 
false. -

The third character, Captain Trosenko, was an old 
Caucasian I in the full acceptation of the word: that 
is, he was a man for whom the company under his 
command stood for his family; the fortress where the 
staff was, his home i and the BOng-singers his only 
pleasure in life, - a man for whom every thing thai 
was not Ka\'kas was worthy of scorn, yes, was almost 
unworthy ot- belief; every thing that was Kavkas was 
divided into two halves, ours and not ours. He 
loved the fil'st, the second he hated with all the strength 
ot his soul. And, above all, he was a nian of il'on 
nerve, of serene bravery, of rare goodness and devo
tion to his comrades and subordinates, and of desper
ate frankness, and even insolence in his bearing, toward 
those who did not please him; that is, adjutants and 
b01& jOUri8tS. As he came into the wigwam, he almost 
bumped his head on the roof, then suddenly sank down 
and sat on the ground. 

" Well, how is it? " I said he; and suddenly becom
ing cognizant of my presence, and recognizing me, he 
got up, turning upon me a troubled, serious gaze. 

"Well, why were you talkiug about that?" asked 
the majol', taking out his watch and consulting it, 

• au £Il10' 
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though I verily believe there was not the slightest 
neccssity or his doing so. 

"'Vell,1 he asked me why I served here." 
"Of course, Nikollti Fe6dorovitch wants to win 

distinction here, and then go home." 
"Well, now, you tell us, Abram Ilyitch, why you 

serve in the Caucasus." 
" n Because, as you know, in the first place we 

are all in duty bound to serve. What?" he added, 
though no one spoke. "Yesterday evening I received 
a letter from Russia, Nikolai Fe6dorovitch," he contin
ued, eager to change the conversation. " They write 
me that • • • what strange questions are asked I " 

" What SOl't of questions? II asked Bolkhof. 
He blushed. 
" Really, now, strange questions • • • they write 

me, asking, C Can there be jealousy without love?' 
- • • What?" he asked, looking at us all. 

" How so? II said Bolkhof, smiling • 
.. Well, you know, in Russia it's a good thing," he 

continued, BS though his phrases followed each other 
in perfectly logical sequence. U When I was at Tam
bor in '52 I was invited everywhere, as though I were 
on the emperor's suite. Would you believe me, at a 
ball at the governor's, when I got there • • • well, 
don't you know, I was received very cordially. The 
govemor's wife I herself, you know, talked with me, 
and asked me about the Caucasus; and so did all 
the rest ••• why, I don't know ••• they looked at 
my gold cap as though it were some so11 of curiosity, 
and they asked mo how I had won it, and how about 
the Anna and the Vladimir; and I told them all about 
it •••• What? That's why the Caucssus is good, 

I tla "'" 
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NikolAi FOOdol'Ovit.ch," he continued, not waiting for a 
response. "There they look on us Caucasians very 
kindly. A young man, you know, a staff-officer with 
the Anna and Vladimir, -that means a great deal in 
RUB8ia. What? .. 

"You oo88ted a little, I imagine, Abram Ilyitcb," 
eaid Bolkhof. 

"lie-he," came his silly little laugb in reply • 
.. You knoW', you have to. Yes, and didn't I feed 
royally those two months I " 

"So It Is fine in Russia, is it?" asked Tl"08enko, 
asking about Russia as thougb it wel1' China or Japan. 

"Yes, iudeed II We drank so much champagne 
there in those two months, that it W88 a terror I .. 

" The idea I you P' You drank lemonade probably. 
I sbould have died to &bow them hoW' the Kavkdzel. 
drinks. The glory haa Dot been won for nothing. I 

. would shoW' them hoW' we drink: •••• lIey, Bolkbof?" 
ho added. 

"Yes, you see, you have beeD already teD years in 
tho Caucasus, oncle," said Bolkhof, "aDd you remem
ber what Yermolof said; but Abram lllitch has been 
here only sil:." • • • 

" Ten years, indeed! almost sil:teeD ... 
"Let os have some aM, Bolkbof: it's raW', 

b-rr J What? .. he added, smiling, "shall wo drink, 
major?" 

But the major was out of sorts, on account of the 
old captain'. behaviour to him at frst; and DOW' he 
eviJent.ll retired into himllelf, and took refuge in his 
OWD greatness. lie beg:w to hum Some song, and 

. again looked at his watch. 
"Well, I sball Dever go there ... .-rain, .. continued Tro-....... ..cA4ID .... 
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senko, paying no heed to the peevish major. "I have 
got out of the habit of going about and speaking 
Russian. They'd ask, 'What is this wonderful el'ea
ture?' ana theanswer'd be, 'Asia.' Isn't that so, 
~ikolai F~6doruitch? And so what is there for me in 
Russia? It's all the same, you'll get sbot here sooner 

. or later. Theyask,' Where is Trosenko? ' And down 
you go! What will you do then in the eighth com
pany - heh?" he added, continuing to address the 
major. 

"Send the officer of the day to the· battalion," 
shouted Kirsanof,. not answering the captain, though 
I was again compelled to believe that there was no 
necessity upon him of· giving any orders. 

"But, young man, I think that you Ilre glad now 
that you are having double pay?" said the major after 
0. few moments' silence, addressing the adjutant of the 
battalion. 

" Why, yes, very." 
" I think that our salary is now very large, Nikolm 

Fe6doruitch," he went on to say. "A youngman can 
live very comfortably, and even allow himself some 
little luxury." . 

" No, truly, Abram Ilyitch," said the aajutant tim
idly:. "even though lve get double pay, it's only so 
much i and you see, one must keep a horse." ••• 

"What is that you say, young man? I myself 
have been an ensign, and I know. Believe me, with 
care, one can live very well. But you mllst calcu
late," he alS-ded, tapping his left palm with his little 
finger. 

"We pledge all our salary before it's due: this is 
the way you economize," said Trosenko, tllinking down 
a glass of vodka.. 
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"Well, now, you see that's the very thing. 
What? " 

At this instant at the door of the wigwam appeared 
a white head with a ftattened nose; and a sharp voice 
with a German accent said, -

"You tbere, Abram I1yitch? The officer of the day 
Is hunting tor yon." 

" Come In, Kraft," said" Bolkhot. 
A tall torm in the coat ot the general's staff entered 

the door, and with remlll'lrahle zeal endeavoured to shake 
hands with everyone. 

"Ah, Iny 01:111' captain, you here too?" said he, 
adllreBBing Trosenko. 

l'he new guest, notwithstanding the darkness, rushed 
up to the captain and kissed him on the lips, to his ex
treme astonishment, and displeasure as it seemed to me. 

" This is a German who wishes to be a hail fellow 
well met," I saill to myself. 
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XII. 

l\fv presumption was immediately confirmcd. Cap
tain Kraft called for somc vodka, which he called corn
brandy,1 and threw back his head, and made a terrible 
noise like a duck, in draining the glass. 

"'VeIl, gentlemen, we rolled about well to-day on 
the plains of the Chetchen," he began; bnt, catching 
sight of the officer of the day, he immediately stopped,· 
to allow the major to give his directions. 

" Well, you have made the tour of the lines? " 
" I have." 
" Are the pickets posted? .. 
.. They are." 
.. Then you may order the captain of the guard to be 

as alert as possible." 
" I will." 
The major blinked his eyes, and· went into a brown 

study. . 
" Well, tell the boys to get thcir supper." 
" That's what they're doing now." 
" Good! then yon may go. Well," I continued the 

major with a conciliating smile, and taking up the thread 
of the conversation that we had dropped, "we were 
reckoning what an officer needed: let us finish tlle 
calculation ... 

"'Ve need one uniform and trousers, don't we?" 8 

"Yes. That, let us suppose would amount to fifty 
1 gar/I"a In the lIa1o·RuBllan dialed. I nu ... • tall: ... 
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rubles every two years; say, twenty-five rubles a year 
for ,tress. Then for eating we need every day at least 
forty kopeks, don't we?1 " 

" Yes, certainly as much as that." 
.. Well, I'll call it so. Now, for a horse and saddle 

for remount, thirty rubles; that's all. Twenty-five 
and a hundred and twenty and thirty make a hundred 
and seventy-five rubles. All the !est stands for l~
uries, - for tea and for sugar and for tobacco, - twenty 
rubles. Will you look it over? ••. It's right, isn't 
it, NikoW Fe6doruitch? " 

.. Not quite. Excuse me, Abram llyitch," said the 
adjutant timidly, "nothing is left for tea and sugar. 
You reckon one suit for every two years, but here in 
field-service you clln't get along with one pair of panta
loons and boots. Why .. l wear out a new pair almost 
every month. And then linen, shirts, handkerchiefs, . 
and leg-wrappers: all that sort of thing one has to buy. 
And when you have accounted for it, there isn't any 
thing left at all. That's true, by God! t Abram Ilyitch." 

.. Yes, it's splendid to wear leg-wrappers,'~ said 
Kraft suddenly, atter a moment's silence, with a loving 
emphasis on the word "leg-wrappers i '" .. you know 
it's simply Russian fashion." 

"I will tell you," remarked Trosenko, "it all 
amounts to this, that our brother imagines that we have 
nothing to eat; but the fact is, that we all live, and have 
tea to drink, and tobacco to smoke; and our vodka to 
drink. If you served with mc," he added, turning 
to the ensign, .. you would soon lcam how to live. 1 
snppose you gentlemen know bow he treated his den-
tAchik." . 

And Trosenko, dying with laughter, told us the 
I taN. - I rnBogII. • podri6rtld. 
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whole story ot the ensign and his man, though we had 
all heard it a thousand times. 

" What makes you look so rosy, brother? It he con
tinued, pointing to the ensign, who turned red, broke 
into a pel'Spimtion, and smiled with such constraint that 
it was painful to look at him. 

" It's all right, brothel'. I used to be just like you; 
but now, you see, I have become hardened. Just let 
any young fellow come here from Russia, - we have 
seen 'em, - and here they would get nIl sorts of l'heu
matism and spasms; but look at me sitting here: it's 
my home, and bed, and all. You see It • •• Here 
he drank still another glass of ,·odka. " Hah?" he 
Ilontinued, looking straight into Kra1\'seyes. 

"That's what I like in you. He's a genuine old 
Kavkdzets. Kive us your hant. It 

And Kraft pushed tW'Ough OlU' midst, rushed up to 
Trosenko, and, grasping his hand, shook it with remark
able teeling • 

.. Yes, we can say that we have had all sorts of ex
peliences here," he continued. "In '45 you must 
have been there, captain? Do you remember the night 
of the 24th and 25th, when we camped in mud up to 
our knees, and the next day went against the intrench
ments?, I was then with the commander-in-chiet, and 
in one day we captured fifteen intrenchments. Do you 
remember, captain?" 

Tl'0genko nodded assent, and, pushing out his lower 
lip, closed his eyes • 

.. You ~ught to have seen," Kraft began with ex
traoroinarl' animation, making awkward gestul'eB with 
his arms, and addressing the major. 

But the major, who mllst have more than once heard 
this tale, suddenly ~w such an expression of muddy 
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stupillity into his eyes, AI he looked at his comrade, 
that Kran turned from him, and addressed Bolkhot 
and me, alternately looking at eacb ot us. But be did 
not once look at Trosenko, trom .Dne end ot his story 
to tbe other • 

.. You ougbt to have seen bow in tbe moming the 
commander-in-chief came 19 me, and says, I Kratt, 
take those intrenchments.' You know our military 
duty.-no arguing, hand to visor. I It shall be dono, 
your Excellency,' I ADd I started. As lOOn as we came 
to tho fil"llt Intrenchment, I tum round, and sbout to 
the soldiel"ll, I Poys, sbow your mettle! Pe on your 
guard. The one wbo stops I sball cut down with my 
own hand.' With Russian soldiers you know you 
have to be plaio-spoken. Then suddenly comes a shell 
-I look -one soldier, two soldiers, three soldiers, 
Lllen ths bullets - vz-zhin I vz-zhin i vz-zhin I I shout, 
I Forward, boys; tollow me I' As lOOn AI we reacb 
it, you know, 1 look and see - how it - you know: 
what do you call it? .. and the narrator waved his hands 
In his aearch tor the word. 

"Rampart," suggested Bolkbot. 
"No •••• .AcId what is it? My Ged, now, what 

is it? ••• Yes, rampart," said he quickly. '"Then 
clubbing their guns I ... hurrah I ta-ra-f.a.b-ta ! Tho 
oncmy- not a soul WAI lett. Do you know, they were 
amazed. All right. We rush on - tbe secoud intrencb· 
ment. This was quite & dilferent affair. Our hearts 
poiled within os, you know. As lOOn as we got tbere, 
1 look and I see the second intrencbment-impossible 
to mount it. There-what was it-what was it we 
Just called it? .Aclll what was it?" • 

.. Rampart," again I suggested. 
I ,t.aAcIIa. """" 81fd11loho. 
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"Not at all," said he with some heat. "Not ram
part. Ah, now, what is it called? " and he made a sort 
of despairing gesture with his hand. "Achl my God! 
what is it?" ... 

He was evidently so cut up, that one could not help 
offering suggestions. 

" l\Ioat, pel'haps,' I said Bolkhof. 
"No; simply rampart. As soon as we reached it, 

lr you will believe me, there was a fire poured in upon 
us - it was hell." • • • 

At the crisis, some one behind the wigwam inquired 
for me. It was lUaksimof. As there still remained 
thirteen of the intrenchments to be taken in the same 
monotonous detail, I was glad to have an excu~e to go 
to my division. Troseuko went with me. 

"It's all a pack of lies," he said to me when we 
had gone a few steps fro~ the wigwam. " He wasn't 
at the intrenchments at all j" and Trosenko laughed 
so good-naturedly, that I could not help joining him. 
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XIII. 

IT was already dark night, and the camp was' lighted 
only by the fiickeriDg bonfires, when 1 rejoined my 
soldiers, after giviDg my orders. A great smouldellng 
log was lying on the coals. ArouDd it were sittiDg only 
three of the men, - Ant6nof, who- had set his kettle 
on the fire to boil his rydbko, or hard-tack and tallow; 
Zhdlinof, thoughtfully poking the ashes with a stick; 
and Chikin, with his pipe, which was forever in his 
mouth. The rest had already turned in, some under 
gun carriages, others in the hay, some around the 
fires. By the faint light of the coals I l'ecognized the 
backs, the legs, and the heads of those whom I knew. 
AmoDg the latter was the recruit, who, curling up close 
to the fire, was already fast asleep. Ant6Dof made 
room for me. I sat down by him, and began to smoke 
a cigaretta. The odour of t.he mist and of the smoke 
from the wet branches spreading through the air made 
one's eyes smart, and the same penetrating dl'wle fell 
from the gloomy sky. 

Behind us could be heard regular snoring, tile 
crackliDg of wood in the fhe, mumed conversation, and 
occasionally the clank of muskets amoDg the infantry. 
Everywhere about us the watch-fires were glowiDg, 
throwing their red re6.ectioDs within DarroW circles on 
the dark forms of the soldiers. AroUDd the nearer 
fires I distiDguished, in places where it was light, the 
figures of naked soldiers waviDg their shirts in the very 

71 
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flames. Many of the men had not yet gone to bed, 
but were wandering round, and talking over a space of 
fifteen square 8azhen8; but the thick, gloomy night 
imparted a peculiarly mysterious tone to all this move
ment, as though each felt this gloomy silence, and 
feared to disturb its peaceful harmony. When I 
spoke, it seemed to me that my voice sounded stran.,ae. 
On the faces of all the soldiers sitting by the fire I 
read the same mood. I thought, that, when I joined 
them, they were talking about their wounded comrade; 
but it was nothing of the sort. Chikin was telling 
about the condition o( things at Tiftis, and about 
school-children there. 

Always and everywhere, especially in the Caucasus, 
I have remarked in our soldiery at the time of danger 
peculiar tact in ignoring or avoiding those things that 
might have a. depressing effect upon their comrades' 
spirits. The spirit of the Russian soldier is not con
stituted, like the courage of the Southern natious, for 
quickly kindled and quickly cooling enthusiasm; it is 
as hard to set him on fire as it is to cause him to lose 
courage. For him it is not necessary to have acces
sories, speeches, martial shouts, songs, and drums; 
on the contrary, he wants calmness, order, and avoid
ance of every thing unnatural. In the Russian, the 
genuine Russian soldier, YOIl never find braggadocio, 
bravado, or the tendency to get demoralized or excited 
in time of danger; on the contrary, discretion, sim
plicity, and the faculty of seeiug in peril somethiug 
quite distinct from the peril, coustitute the chief traits 
of his character. - I have seen a soldier wounded in the 
leg, at the firs~ moment mourning ouly over the hole in 
his new jacket; a messenger thrown from his horse, 
which was killed under him, unbuckling the girth SO 



f'HE WOOD-CUTTJNO EZPEDITJON. 99 

u to BAYe the wdle. Who does not recollect the 
incident al the Bit>ge of Hergebel wben the fuse or a 
loaded bomb wu on Ire in the powder-room, and the 
artillerist ordered two 80Wiera to take the bomb and 
aing it oyer the wall, and how the 80ldiera did not take 
it to the !DOd convenient p~ whieb W88 near the 
colonel'B tent 011 the rampart. but carried it larther, 
lest it Bhould wake the gcntlemell who were asleep in 
the tent, and both of them were blowlI to pieces? 

I remember, that, during tllis Bame expeditiOIl of 
ISS!, one of the young 8Oldiers, during action, said to 
80me one that it was not proper (or the divisioll to go 
into danger, and how the whole dh-ision ill soom went 
for him for Baying aueb Bhameful words that they 
would not even repeat them. And here DOW tlle 
thought of Velcncluik must have been in the mind of 
each; and when any &eCOnd might bring upon us tlle 
broadside of the Btea1tby TatanJ, all were listening to 
Chikin'BliveJ, Btory, and no one mentioned the eveo18 
of the day, Dor the present danger, nor their wounded 
friend, .. though it bad happened God knows how long 
~"O, or bad Dever been al all. But Btill, it seemed to 
me tha& their lacee were more &erious than usual; they 
liatened witb too liule attention to Chikin's tale, and 
even Chain himself Mt that they were Dot liatenwg to 
him, but Id him talk to himself. 

lIakaimot came to the bonfire, and sat dowD by me. 
Chitin made room lor him, stopped t.alkiug. and a..lYlLi.a 
began to suck at his pipe • 

.. The inlantry have &ent to camp lor some vodka.tI 

uid llaksimof after & considerably long silence. 
.. They'U be back with it very BOOO." He spat into 
the fire. .. A 8uballera was &:lying that Il8 had seen 
our COlIlI'aIlc. tI 
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"Was he still alive?" asked Ant6nof, turning his 
kettle round. 

"No, he is dead." 
The recruit suddenly raised above the fire his grace

ful head within his red cap, for an instant gazed in
tently at Makslmof and me, then quickly dl'oppe(l it, 
and rolled himself up in his cloak • 

• , You see, it was death that was coming upon him 
this morning when I woke him in the gun-park," said 
Antonof. 

"Nonsense!" said Zhdanof, turning over the sI?oul. 
dering log; and all were silent. 

Amid the general silence a shot was heard behind us 
In the camp. Our drummers took it up immediately, 
and beat the tattoo. When the last roll had ceased, 
Zhdauof was all'eady up, and the first to take off his 
cap. The rest of us followed his example. 

Amid the deep silence of ~he night a choir of har
monious male voices resounded:-

" Our. Father who art in heaven, hallowed be thy 
name. Thy kingdom come; thy will be d~ne, as on 
earth, so in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread, 
and forgive us our debts as we forgive our debtors. 
And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from· 
the evil one." 

"It was just so with us in '45: one man was con
tused in this place," said Ant6nof when we had put 
on our hats and were sitting around the fire, "and 
so we carried him two days on the gun. Do you 
remember Shevchenko, Zhdanof? • • . We left him 
there under a tree." 

At this time a foot-soldier with tremendous whiskers 
and mllstacues, carrying a gun and a knapsack, came 
to our fire. 
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"I'lease give a fellow-countryman a coal for his 
pipe," said he. . 

" Of course,' smoke away; there is plenty of fire," 
remarked Chikin. 

"You were talking about Dargi, weren't you, 
friend?" asked the soldier, addressing Ant6nof. 

The soldier shook his head, frowned, and squatted 
down near us on his heels. 

"There were all sorts of things there," he re
marked. 

" Why did you leave him?" I asked of Ant6noc. 
"He had awful cramps in bis belly. When we 

stood still, he did not feel it; but when we moved, he 
screeched and screeched. He besought us by all that 
was holy to leave him: it was l>itiful. Well, and 
when ',6 began to vex: us sorely, and had killed three 
ot our men at the guns and one officer, then our bat
teries opened on him, and did some execution too. 
We weren't able to drag out the guns, there was such 
mud." 

" It was muddier under the Indian mountains than 
anywhere else," remarked the strange soldier. 

" Well, but indeed it kept growing worse and worse 
Cor him; and we decided, An6shenka - he was an old 
artillerist - and the rest ot us, that indeed there was 
no chance tor him but to say a prayer, and so we left 
bim there. And so we decided. A tree grew there, 
welcome enough. We left some bard-tack for him,
Zhdlinot had some, - we put him against the tree, put 
a clean shirt on him, said good-by to him, and so we 
left him." 

"Was he a man of importance?" 
"Not at all: he was a soldier," remarked Zhdanot • 

• tAIHA. 
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"And what became of him, God knows," added 
Ant6nof. " Many of our brothers were left there." 

" At Dargi? " asked the infantry man, standing up 
and picking up his pipe, and again frowning and shak
ing his head. • • • "There were all sorts of things 
there." 

And he left us. 
"Say, are there mnny of the soldiers in our battery 

who were at Dargi?" I asked. 
"Let us see; 1 here is Zhdanof, myself, Pat..,nn,

who is now on furlough, - and some six men more. 
-There wouldn't be any others." 

"Why has our Patsan gone off on leave of ab
sence?" asked Chikin, shaking out his legs, and lay
ing his head on a log. "It's almost a year since he 
went." 

"Well, are you going to take your fudough?" I 
asked of Zhdanof. 

"No, I'm not," he replied reluctantly. 
"I tell you it's a good thing to go," said AntOnof, 

"when you come from a rich home, or when you are 
able to work; and it's rather flatteling to go and have 
the folks glad to see you." 

"But how about going when you have a brother," 
asked Zhdanof, "and would have to be supported by 
him? They have enough for themselves, but there's 
nothing for a brother who's a soldier. Poor kind of 
help after serving twenty-five years. Besides, whether 
they are alive or no, 'who knows? " 

" But why haven't you written?" I asked. 
" Written? i\ did send two letters, but they don't 

reply. Either they are dead, or they don't reply be
cause, of course, they are poor. It's so everywhere," 

_I era c:Ato. 
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U Have you written lately 7 .. 
.. When we left Dargi I wrote my last letter." 
.. You had better sing that song about the birch," 

said ZhdAnof to Anthnof, who at this moment was on 
his knees, and was purring some song. 

Anthnof sang his .. Song of the White Birch." 
" That's Uncle ZhdAnof's very most favorite song," 

said Chikin to me in a whisper, as he helped me on 
with my cloak. " The other day, as Filipp AntOnuitch 
11'8.8 singing it, be actually cried." 

Zhdanof at first sat absolutely motionless, with his 
eyes fastened on tho smouldering embers, and his face, 
shining in the ruddy glow, seemed extraordinarily 
gloomy; then his cheek under his mustaches began to 
move quicker and quicker; and at last he got up, and, 
spreading out his cloak, he lay down in the shadow 
behind the fire. Either he tossell about and groaned 
8.8 he got ready for bed, or the death of VelencMk 
and Ulis wretched weather had completely upset me; 
but it certainly seemed to me that he was weeping. 

The bottom of tile log which had been rolled on_ the 
fire, occasionnlly blazing up, threw its light on An
thnof's form, with his gray mustache, his red face, and 
the ribbons on the cloak flung over his shoulders, 
and brought into relief the boots, heads, or backs of 
other sleeping soldiers. 

From above the same wretched drizzle was falling; 
in the atmosphere ,."as the same odour of dampnesa and 
amoke; around us could be seen the same bright dots 
of the dying fires, and amid Uie general silence the 
melancholy notes of Anthnof's song rang out. And 
when this ceased· for a moment, the faint nocturnal 
sounds of the camp, the snoring, the clank of a senti
nel's musket, and quiet conversation, chimed in with it. 
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" Second watch! lIakatiuk and Zhdanof," shouted 
MaksUnof. 

AntOnof ceased to sing j Zhdanof arose, drew a deep 
sigh, stepped across the log, and went off quietly' to 
the guns. 

~ULY 27.1855. 



AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE. 

'M.Yell NIlEB1LUDO' BIlLArllS BOW. DURlNtI AN llXPIlDJrION IN 
rUIl CAUCASUS, BIl ifill' AJI ACQU4llIJ'AJlCil IBOM 1I08COW. 

Om division had been out in the field. 
The work in hand was accomplished: we had cut a 

way through the forest, and each day we were expect .. 
ing from headquarters orders for our return to the fort. 
Our division of field-pieces WI\8 stationed at the top 
of a steep mountain-crest which was terminated by the 
Bwift mountain river Mechik, and had to cOmmand 
the plain that stretched before us. Here and there 
on this picturesque plain, out of the reach of gun .. 
Bhot, now and then, especially at evening, groups ot 
mounted mountaineers showed themselves, attracted 
by curiosity to ride up and view the Russian camp. 

The evening was clear, mild, and fresh, as it is apt to 
be in December in the Caucasus; the sun was setting 
behind the steep chain of the mountains at the leftl 
and threw rosy rays upon the tents scattered over the 
slope, upon the soldiers moving about, and upon out 
two guns, which seemed to crane their necks as the; 
rested motionless on the earthwork two paces from UB. 

The infantry picket, stationed on the knoll at the left l 

stood in perfect silhouette against the light of the sun
let; no less distinct were the stacks of muskets, th. 
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form of the sentry, the groups of soldiers, and the 
smoke of the smouldering camp-fire. 

At the right and left of the slope, on the black, 
sodden earth, the tents gleamed white; and behind 
the tents, black stood the bare trunks of the platane 
forest, which rang with the incessant s~und of axes, 
the crackling of the bonfires, and the crashing of the 
trees as they fell under the axes. The bluish smoke 
arose from tobacco-pipes on all sides, and vanished in 
the transparent blue of the fro~ty sky. By the tents 
and on the lower ground around the arms rushed the 
Cossacks, dragoons, and artillerists, with great gallop
ing and snorting of horses, as they returned from 
getting water. It began to freeze; all sounds were 
heard with. extraordinary distinctness, and one could 
see an immense distance across the plain through the 
clear, rare atmosphere. The groups of the enemy, 
their curiosity at seeing the soldiers satisfied, quietly 
galloped off across the fields, still yellow with the 
golden corn-stubble, toward their auls ,or villages, 
which were visible beyond the forest, with the tall 
posts of the cemetel'ies and the smoke rising in the 
air. 

Our tent was pitched not far from the guns cn a 
place high and dry, from which we had a remarkably 
extended view. Near the tent, on a cleared space, 
around the battery itself, we had our games of skittles, 
or cltusltki. The obliging soldiers had made for us 
rustic benches and tables: On account of all these 
amusements, the artillery officers, our comrades, and a 
few infantry men liked to gather of an evening around 
our battery, and, the place came to be called the 
club. . 

.As the evening was fine, the best players had comel 
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and we were amusing ourselves with skittles.1 Ensign 
D., Lieutenant 0., and myself had played two games 
in succession; and to the common satisfaction and 
amusement of all the spectators, officers, soldiers, 
and servants I who were watching us from their tents, 
we had twice carried the winning party on our backs 
from one end of the ground to the other. Especially 
droll was the situation or the huge fat Captain S., 
who, puffing Bnd smiling good-naturedly, with legs 
dragging on the ground, rode pickapack on the feeble 
little Lieutenant O. 

When it grew somewhat later, the servants brought 
three glasses of tea for the six men of us, and not a 
spoon; Bnd we who had finished our game came to the 
plaited settees. 

There was standing near them a small bow-legged 
man, a stranger to us, in a sheepskin jacket, and a 
papdklUJ, or Circassian cap, with long overhanging 
white crown. As soon as we came ncar where he 
stood, he took a few irresolute steps, and put on his 
cap i and several times he seemed to make up his mind 
to come to meet ns, and then stopped again. But 
after deciding, probably, that it was impossible to re
main irresolute, the stranger took off his cap, and, 
going in a circuit around us, approached Captain S. 

"Ab, Guskantini, how is it, old man?'" said S., 
still smiling good-naturedly, under the influence of his 
ride. . 

Guskantini, as S. called him, instantly replaced his 
cap, and made a motion as though to thrust his bands 
into the pockets of his jacket;' but on the side toward 
me there was no pocket in the jacket, and his small 

I f1O'IOtI1tl. • ~iU. • "" eAIo. 6dUII.I:4. 
• I'OluAtibol. UUlt W eA., or flu doH. 
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red hand· fell into an awkward position. I felt a 
strong desire to make out who this man was (was he 
a yunker, or a degraded officer?) and, not realizing that 
my gaze (that is, the gaze of a strange officer) discon
certed him, I continued to stare at his dress and ap-
pearance. . 

I judged that he was about thirty. His small, 
round, gray .eyes had a sleepy expression, and at 
the same time gazed calmly out froD). under the dirty 
white -lambskin of his cap, which hung down over his 
face. His thick, irregular nose, standing out between 
his sunken cheeks, gave evidence of emaciation that 
was the result of illness, and not natural. His restless 
lips, barely covered by a sparse, soft, whitish mustache, 
were constantly changing their shape, as though they 
were trying to assume now one expression, now an
other. But all thcse expressions seemed to be endless, 
and his face retaincd one predominating expression of 
timidity and fright. Around his thin neck, where the 
veins stood out, was tied a green woollen scarf tucked 
into his jacket. His fur jacket, or -polusMbok, was 
worn bare, short, and had dog-fur sewed on the collar 
and on the false pockets. The trousers were check
ered, of ash-gray color, and his sapogl had short, un
blacked military bootlegs. 

"I beg of you, do not disturb yourself," said I 
when he for the second time, timidly glancing at me, 
had taken off his cap. 

He bowed to me with an expression ·of gratitude, 
replaced his hat, and, drawing from his pocket a dirty 
chintz tobacco-pouch with lacings, began to roll a 
cigarette. 

I myself had not been long a yunker, an elderly 
yunker; and as ~ was incapable, as yet, of being good-
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naturedly serviceable to my younger comrades, and 
without means, I well knew all the moral di11leulties 
of this situation for a pi'Oud man no longer young, anll 
I sympathized with all men who found themselves io 
such a situation, aod I endea\'Ol'ed to make clear to 
myself their character and i'ank, alld the tendencies 
of their intellectual peculiarities, in order to Judge of 
the degree of their moral sufferings. This yunker or 
degraded officer, Judgiog by his restless eyes and that 
intentionally constant variatioo of expreaaioo which I 
noticed in him, was a mall very far from stupid, aOll 
extremely egotistical, and therefore much to be pitied. 

Captain S. in\'ited us to play another game of skit
tles, with the stakes to consist, not only ot the usual 
pickapack ride ot the winning party, but also of a few 
bottle. ot red wine, rum, sugar, cinnamon, and cloves 
tor the mulled wiue which that winter, on account of 

- the cold, was greatly popular in our division. 
Guskantini, as S. again called him, was also invited to 

take part; but betore tho game begao, the man, strug
gling between gratification because he had been invited 
and a certain timidity, drew Captain S. aside, and began 
to Bay something in a whisper. The good-natured 
captain punched him in the ri~ with his big; fat hand, 
aud replied, loud enough to be heard,-

" Not at all, old fellow,S I assure you." 
When the game was over, and that side in which the 

stranger whose rank was so low had taken part, had 
come out winners, and it fell to his lot to rido on 
one of our officers; Ensign D., the ensign grew red in 
the face: he went to the little divan and offered the 
stranger a cigarette by way of a compromise. 

Whllc they were ordel'ing the mulled wine, and in the 
• 6clUd:a. Malo-au.1aD dlmlDUUve, UIe,,, !a&ber. 



110 .AN OLD .ACQU.AINTANCE. 

steward's tent were heard assiduous preparations on the 
part of Nikita, who had sent an orderly. for cinnamon. 
and cloves, and. the shadow of his back was alternately 
lengthening and shortening on the dingy sides of the 
tent, we men, seven in all, sat around on the benches; 
and while we took turns in drinking tea from the three 
glasses, and gazed out over the plain, which was now 
beginning to glow in the twilight, we talked 'and 
laughed over the val'ious incidents of the game. 

The stranger in the fur jacket took no share in the 
conversation, obstinately refused to drink'the tea which 
I several times offered him, and as he sat thel"e on the 
ground in Tatar fashion, occupied himself in making 
cigarettes of fine-cut tobacco, and smoking them one 
after another, evidently not so much for his own satis
faction as to give himself the appearance of a man 
with something to do. When it was remarked that the 
summons to return was expected on the morrow, and 
that there might be an engagement, he lifted himself 
on his knees, and, addressing Captain B. only, said 
that he had been at the adjutant's, and had himself 
written the order for the return on the next day. 'We 
all said nothing while he was speaking; and notwith
standing the fact that he was so bashful, we begged 
him to repeat this most interesting piece of news. He 
l'epeated what he had said, adding only that he had 
been staying at the adjutant's (since he made it his 
home there} when the order came. 

"Look here, old fellow, if you are not teIling ·us 
false, I shall have to go to my company and give some 
orders for to·morrow," said Captain S. 

"No ... why •. , it may be, I am sure" •.• 
stammered the stranger, but suddenly stopped, and, 
appal'ently feeli=6 himself affronted, contracted hlS 
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brows. noel. muttering something between his teeth. 
again begaD fA> roll a cigarette. But the fine-cut tobacco 
in his chintz pouch began fA> show signs of giving out, 
and he asked S. fA> lend him a little cigarette.' 

We kept ou for a considerable time with that monoto
no08 military chatter which every ODe who has ever 
beeD on an expedition will appreciate; all of 08. willi 
one and the samo expression. complaining of the dul
ness and length of the expedition, in one and the same 
fashion sitting in Judgment OD our superiors. and all of 
08 likewise. as we had done many times befol'\!, praising 
one comrade. pitying another. wondering how much 
this ono had gained, how much that one had lost, and 
so OD, and so OD. 

" Here, fellows, this Adjutant of ours is completely 
brokcu ul>," s:ud Captain S. "AL headquarters he was 
everlastingly ou the winning side; no matter whom he 
sat down with. he'd rake in every thing: but now for 
two months lllLSt he has been losing all the time. The 
present expe<btiou hasn't been lucky for him, I think 
he has got away willi two thousand silver rubles and 
five hundred rubles' worth of al"ticles. - the carpet 
that he won at Mukhin's, Nikitin's pistols. Sada's gold 
wat(:h which Vorontsor gave him. He has lost it all." 

"The truth of the matter in his case." said lieu
tenant 0., "was that he used fA> cheat everybody; it 
was impossible to play with him." 

"Be cheated every one, but now it's all gone up 
in his pipe i" aud here Captain S. laughed good
naturedly. .. Our friend Guskof here lives with him. 
lIe hasD't quite lost him yet: that's so. isn't it, old 
fellow? ". he asked, Addressing Guskot. 

I pa~, dlmlDlabed dlmlDDIIYII of paplrOam, from pap/tw • 
• WIft.ta. 
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Guskof tried to laugh. It was a melancholy, sickly 
laugh, which completely changed the expression of his 
countenance. Till this moment it had seemed to me 
that I had seen and known this man before; and, be
sides, the name Guskof; by which Captain S. called
him, was familiar to me; but how and when I had seen 
and known him, I actually could not remember. 

"Yes,'" said Guskof, incessantly putting his hand 
to his mustaches, but instantly dropping it again with
out touching' them. "Pavel Dmitl'ievitch's luck has 
been against him in this expedition, such a 'Veine de 
malTteltr," he added in a careful but pure French 
pronunciation, again giving me to think that I had 
seen him, and seen him often, somewhere. "I know 
Pavel Dmitl'ievitch very well. He has great confi
dence in me," he proceeded to say; "hc and I arc 
old friends; that is, he is fond of me," he explained, 
evidently fearing that it might be taken as presump
tion for him to claim old fricndship with the adjutant. 
" Pavel Dmitrievitch plays admimbly; but now, strange 
as it may seem, it's all up with him, he 'is just about 
perfectly ruined; la C1Lal!Ce a tou1'ne," he added, ad
dressing himself particularly to me. 

At first we had listened to Guskof with condescend
ing attention; but as soon as he made use of that sec
ond French phrase, we all involuntarily turned from 
him. 

"I have played with him a thousand times, and we 
agreed then that it was strange," said Lieutenant 0., 
with peculiar empbasis on the word 8trange.1 .. I 
never once won a ruble from him. Why was it, when 
I used to win of others?" 

" Pavel Dimitrievitch plays admirably:. I have known 
• ,/J'4nno. 
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him for a long time," said I. In fact, I had known the 
adjutant for several years; more than once I had seen 
him iB the full swing of a game, surrounded by offi
cers, and I had remarked his handsome, rather gloomy 
and always passionless calm face, his deliberate Malo
Russian pronunciation, his handsome belongings and 
horses, his bold, manly figure, and above all his skill 
and self-restraint iB carrying on the game IL9curately 
and agreeably. More than once, I am sorry to say, as 
I looked at his plump white hands with a diamond ring 
on the iBdex-finger, passing out one card after another, 
I grew angry with that ring, with his white hands, with 
the whole of the adjutant's person, and evil thoughts 
on his account arose in my mind. But as I afterwards 
reconsidered the matter coolly, I persuaded myself that 
he played more skilfully than all with whom he hap
pened to play: the more BO, because as I heard his 
general observations concerning the game, - how one 
ought not to back out when one had laid the smallcst 
stake, how one ought not'to lcave off iu ccrtain cases as 
the first rule for honest men, and BO fOlth, and so fOlth, 
- it was evident that be was always on the wiBniBg 
side merely from the fact that he played more saga
ciously and coolly than the rest of us. And now it 
seemed that this self-reliant, careful player had been 
stripped not only of his money hut of bis effects, which 
marks the lowest depths of loss for an officer. 

"Be always bad devilish good luck with me," said 
Lieutenan~ O. " J made a vow never to play with him 
&gaia." 

U What a marvel you are, old fellow!" said'S., nod 
ding at me, and addressiBg O. "You lost three hUIl
dred silver rubles, that's what you lost to him." 

.. More thaD that," said the lieutenant savagely. 

72 
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u All\l now you have eome to your se~; it is 
rather late in the day, oM man, for the rest of us hue 
known for & loog thue \hat he was the cheat of the 
regtment," said S., with ditliculty restraining his laugh
ter, and feeling -very well satWioo. with his fabrication. 
U Here is Guskof right here, - he ~ his cards for 
him. Th.u's the lea.son or the friendship between 
them, old man" 1 • • • and Captain S., shaking aU 
over, burst out into such & hearty U ha, ha, ha I" that 
he spilt the glass of mull\.>d wine which he 1I'SS holding 
in his hand. On Guskof's pale emacisted face there 
&bowed aomethiDg lib & colour; he opened his mouth 
Ii8venl ~mer. raised his hands to his musta.:hes and 
onco more dropped t.heul to his side where the pockets 
6hould have been, s\ood up, and then sst tlown ~<":\in, 
and tiually in an uuuatural roice said to S., -

.. n's no joke, Nikolai Irino\"itcll, for you to say 
such things before (lOOple who don't know me aDd who 
see me in this unliu~ jacket • • • because" - lIis 
voice failoo. him, and agslll his small J'e(t hands with 
their dirty nails went from his jacket to his face, 
touchiog hi .. musbche, his hair, his nose, rubbing his 
eyes, or neOOlessly scratching his cheek. 

U As to saying that, everybody knows it, old M
low," continued S., thoroughly satistioo. with his je>t, 
and not heeding Guskol's C.'Olllplaiu\. Guskof \tS$ 

still trying to 8.'y something; and placing the palm 
of his right hand on his len knee in & mostuullatural 
position, and gazing at S., he had an appearance of 
smiling COlltemptuously. 

uNo:' sai\t I to nlY'sdf, as I DOti~ that smile of 
his, .. I ha, .. not only seeD him, but bve spokeu with 
him some,,-here." 

.weru. ..... 
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"You and I have met somewhere," said I to him 
when, ander the inlluence of the common silence, S. '8 

laughter began to calm down. Gusko!'s mobile face 
suddenly lighted ap, and his eyes, for the first time 
with a truly Joyous expression, rested upou me. 

"Why, 1 recognized you immediately," he replied 
in French. .j In '48 I had the pleasure of meeting 
you quite frequently in Moscow at my sister's." 

I had to apologize for not recoguizing him at first in 
that costume aud in that new garb. He arose, came 
to me, and with his moist hand irresolutely and weakly 
seized my hand, and sat down by me. Instead of 
looking at me, though he apparently seemed so glad 
to see me, he gazed with an expression of unfriendly 
bravado at the officen. 

Either because I recognized in him a man whom I 
had met .. few ;yean before in a dress.-coat in .. parlour, 
or because he WIUJ suddenly raised in his own opinion 
by the fact of being recognized, - at all events it 
seemed to me that. his face and even his motions com
pletely changed: they now expressed lively intelligence, 
a childish selt-satisfaction in the consciousness of such 
intelligence, and a certain contemptuous indifference; 
so that. I confess, notwithstanding the pitiable position 
in which he found himselt, myoid acquaintance did 
not so much excite sympathy in me 88 it. did a sort of 
unfavorable sentiment. . 

I now vividly remembered our first meeting. In 
18-18, while I 11'88 staying at Moscow, I frequently 
went to the house of Ivlishin, who from childhood had 
been an old friend of mine. His wife W88 an agree
able hostess, a charming woman, 88 everybody said; 
but she never pleased me. • • • The winter that I 
kncw her, she often spoke with hardly concealed pride 
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of her brother, who had shortly before completed his 
course, and promised to be one of the most fashionable 
and popular young men in the best society of Peters
burg. As I knew by reputation the lather of the 
Guskofs, who was very I'ich and had a distinguished 
position,and as I knew also the sister's ways, I felt 
some prejudice against meeting the young man. One 
evening when I was at Ivashin's, I saw a short, thor
oughly pleasant-looking young man, in a black coat, 
white vest and necktie. My host hastened to make 
me acquainted with him. The young man, evidently 
dl'essed for a ball, with his cap in his hand, was 
standing before' Ivashin, and was eagerly but politely 
arguing with him about a common friend of ours, who 
had distinguished himself at the time of the Hungarian 
campaign. He said that this acquaintance was not at 
-all a hero or a man born for war, as was said of him, 
but was simply a clever and cultivated man. I recol
lect, I took part in the argument against Guskof, and 
went to the extreme of declaring also that intellect 
and cultivation always bore an inverse relation to 
bravery; and I recollect how Guskof pleasantly and 
cleverly pointed out to me that bravery was necessarily 
the result of intellect and a decided degree of develop
ment,-a statement which I, who considered myself an 
intellectnal and cultivated man, could not in my heart 
of hearts agree willi. 

I recollect that towards th~ close of onr conversa
tion Madame I vashina introduced me to her brother; 
and he, with a condescending smile, offered me his 
little hand on which he had not yet had time to draw 
his kid gloves, and weakly and irresolutely pressed my 
hand as he did now. Though I had been prejudiced 
against Guskof, I could not help granting that he was 

I 
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in the right, and agreeing with his sister that he was 
really a clever and agreeable young man, who ought to 
have great success in society. He was extraordinarily 
neat, beautifully dloessed, and fresh, and had affectedly 
modest manners, and a thoroughly youthful, almost 
childish appearance, on account of which, you could 
not help excuSing his expression of self-sufficiency, 
though it modified the impression of his high-mighti
ness caused by his intellectual face and especially his . 
smile. It was said that he had great success that 
winter with the high-born ladies of Moscow. As I 
saw him at his sister's I could only infer how far this 
was true by the feeling of pleasure and contentment 
constantly excited in me by his youthful appearance 
and by his sometimcs indiscreet anecdotes. He and 
·1 met half a dozen times, and talked a good deal i 
or, rather, be talked a good deal, and I listened. He 
spoke for the most part in French, always with a 
good accent, very fluently and ornately; and he had 
tho skill of drawing others gently and politely into 
the conversation. As 1\ general thing, be behaved 
toward all, and toward me, in a somewhat supercilious 
manner, and I felt that he was' perfectly nght in this 
way of treating people. I always feel that way in 
regard to men who are firmly convinced that they 
ought to treat me superciliously, and who are com-
parative strangers to me. . 

Now, IL8 he sat with me, and gave me his hand, I 
keenly recalled in bim that same old haughtiness of 
expression i and it seemed to me that he did not prop
er1yappreciate bis position of official inferiority, as, in 
the presence of the officers, he asked me what I had 
been doing in all that. time, and how 1 happened to be 
there. In spite or tlJe fact that 1 invariably made my 
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replies in Russian, he kept putting his questions in 
French, expressing himself as before in remarkably 
correct language. About himself" he said lluently that 
after his unhappy, wretched story (what the story was, 
I did not know, and he had not yet "told me), he had 
been three months under arrest, and then had been 
sent to the Caucasus to the N. regiment, and now had 
been Jlerving three years as a soldier in that regiment. 

"You would not believe," said he to me in French," 
" how much I have to suffer in these regiments from 
the society of the officers. Still it is a pleasure to me, 
that I used to know the adjutant of whom we were 
just speaking: he is a good man - it's a fact," he 
remarked con"descendingly. "I live with him, and 
that's something of a relief fOl' me. Yes, my dear, the 
days lly by, but they aren't all alike," he added; "and" 
suddenly hesitated, l'eddened, and stood up, as he 
caught sight of the adjutant himself coming toward 
us. 

"It is such a pleasure to meet such a man as you," 
said Guskof to me in a whisper as he turned from me. 
"I should like very, very much, to have a long talk 
with you." 

I said that I should be very happy to talk with him, 
but in reality I confess that Guskof excited in me a 
sort of dull pity that was not aki~ to sympathy. 

I had a presentiment that I should feel a constraint 
in a private conversation with him; but still I was anx
ious to learn from him several things, and, above all, 
why it was, when his father had been so rich, that he 
was in. povertj1 as was evident by his dress and 
appearance. 

I 0..1, mOil cia ... , In J~"'" •• ,ui"""e, ,11<1" It ... r .... "'lIlenl ptU: ill 
French In the original. 
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The ndjutant greeted us all, including Guskof, and 
sat down by me in the seat which the cashiered officer 
had Just vacated. Pavel Dmitrievitch, who had always 
been calm and leisurely, a genuine gambler, and a 
man of means, was now very different from what he 
had been in the flowery days of his success; he seemed 
to be in basta to go somewhere, kept constantly glan
cing at everybody, and it was not fh'e minutes before 
he proposed to Lieutenant 0., who had sworn off from 
playing, to set up 1\ small faro-bank. Lieutenant O. 
refused, under the pretext of baving to attend to his 
duties, but in reality because, as he knew that the 
iMljutant had few possessions and little money left, he 
did not feel himself justified in risking his three hun
dred rubles against a hundred or even less which the 
adjutant might stake. 

"Well, Pavel Dmitrievitch," said the lie~tenant, 
anxious to avoid a repetition of the invitation, "is it. 
true, what they tell us, that we return to-morrow?" 

"I don't know," replied the adjutant. "Orders 
came; to be in readiness; but if it's true, then you'd 
better play a game. I would wager my Kabarda 
cloak." 

" No, to-day already" .•• 
" It'. a gray oue, never heen worn; but if yon 

prefer, Illay for money. How is that?" 
"Yes, but ••• I should be willing-pray don't 

think that" ••• said Lieutenant 0., answeri&g the 
implied suspicion; "but as there may be a raid or 
some movement, J must go to bed early." 

The adjutant stood np, and, thrusting his hands into 
his pockets, started to go across the grounds. His 
face assumed its ol"tiinary e:s:preasioll of coldness and 
pride, which I admired in him. 
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"Won't.Jou have a glass of mulled wine?" I asked 
him. 

" That might be acceptable," and he came back to 
me; but Gnskof politely took the glass from me, and 
handed it to the adjutant, striving at the same time 
not to look at him. But as he did not notice the tent
rope, he stumbled over it, and fell on his hand, drop
pmg the glass. 

"What a bungler!" exclaimed the adjutant, still 
holding out his hand for the glass. Everybody burst 
out laughing, not excepting Gnskof, who was rubbing 
his hand on his sore knee, which be had somehow 
struck as he fell. cc That's the way the bear waited 
on ~e hermit," continued the adjutant. "U's the way 
he waits on me every day. He has pulled up all the 
tent-pins; he's always tripping up." 

. Gnskof, not hearing him, apologized to us, and 
glanced toward me with a smile of almost noticeable 
melancholy as though saying that I aloue could under
stand him. He was pitiable to see; but the adjutant, 
his protector, seemed. on that very account, to be 
severe on his messmate, and did not try to put him at 
his ease. 

cc Well,. you're a graceful lad! Where did you 
think you were going? .. 

.. Well, who can help tripping over these pins, Pavel 
Dmitrievitch 1''' said Gustof. cc Yon tripped over 
them yourself the other day." 

" It old man, 1_ I am not of the rank and iile, and 
such gracefulness is not expected of me." 

.. He can be lazy," said Captain S., keeping the ball 
rolling, '\but low-rank men have to make their legs 
fly." 
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"Dl-timed Jest," said Guskof almost in a whisper, 
and casting down his eyes. The adjutant was evi
denU,. vexed with his messmate; he listened with in
quisitive attention to every word that he said. 

" He'll have to be sent out into ambuscade again," 
aaid he, addressing S., and pointing to the cashiered 
officer. 

"Well, there'll be BOrne more tears," said S., laugh
ing. Guskof DO longer looked at me, but acted as 
though he were going to take BOme tobacco from his 
ponch, though there had been none there for BOme 
time. 

"Get ready for the ambuscade, old man," said S., 
addressing him with shouts of laughter. " To-day the 
scouts have brought the news, there'll be an attack on 
the camp to-nigllt, BO it's Decessary to designate the 
trusty lads." Guskof'. face showed a fleeting smile 
.. thongh be were preparing to make BOme reply, but 
8evernl times he cast a supplicating look at S. 

"Well, you know I have been, and I'm ready to go 
again if I am sent," he said hastily. 

" Then you'll be &enl" 
"Well, I'll go. lsn't that all right?" 
.. Yes, .. at Argona, you deserted the amboscatle 

and threw away your gon," said the adjutant; and 
taming from him he began to tell DB the orders for the 
Den day. 

AI a matter ot tact, we expected from the enemy a 
cannonade of the camp that D1ght, and the Dext day 
some sort of diversion. While we were still chatting 
about varions subjects of general interest, the adjutant, 
.. though from a sodden and unexpected impulse, 
proposed to Lieuten:mt. O. to ha,-e a litUe game. The 
lieut.cnant IDOIIt unexpectedly consented; and, together 
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with S. and the ensign, they went off to the adjutant's 
tent, where there was a folding green table with cards 
on it; The captain, the commander 9f our division, 
went to our tent to sleep; the other gentlemen also 
separated, and Guskof and I were left alone; I was 
not mistaken, it was really very uncomfortable for me 
to have a tete-a-tete with him; I arose involuntarily, 
and began to promenade up and down on the battery. 
Guskof walked in silence by my side, hastily and 
awkwardly wheeling around so as not to delay or 
incommode me. 

" I do not annoy you?" he asked in a soft, mourn
ful voice. So far as I could see his face in the dim 
light, it seemed to me deeply thoughtful and melan
choly. 

"Not at all," I replied; but as he did not immedi
ately begin to speak~ and as I did not know what to 
say to him, we walked in silence a considerably long 
time. 

The twilight had now absolutely chnnged into dark 
night; over the black profile of the mountains gleamed 
the bright evening heat-lightning; over our heads in 
the light-blue frosty sky twinkled the little stars; on all 
sides gleamed the ruddy flames of the smoking watch
fires; near us, the white tents stood out in contrast 
to the frowning blackness of our earth-works. '{ho 
light from the nearest watch-fire, around which our 
servants, engaged in quiet conversation, were warming 
themselves, occasionally flashed on the brass of our
heavy guns, and fell on the form of the sentry, who, 
wrapped in his cloak, paced with measured tread along 
the battery. 

"You cannot imagine what a delIght it is for me 
\0 talk with such a man as you arc," said Guskof, 
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althougb as yet he had not spoken a word to me. 
" Only one who had been in my position could appre
ciate it." 

J did not k~ow how to reply to him, and we again 
relapsed into silence, although it was evident that he 
was anxious to talk and have me listen to him. 

"Why were you • • • why did you suffer this?" 
I inquired at last, not being able to invent any better 
way of breaking the ice. . 

"Why, didn't you hear about this wretched business 
from l\letcnin?" 

" Yes, a duel, I believe i I did not hear much about. 
it," I replied. "You see, I have been for some time 
in the Caucasus." 

" No, it wasn't a duel, ~ut it was a stupid and horrid 
story. I will tell you all about it, if you don't know. 
n happened, that the same year that I met you at my 
sister's, I was living at Petersburg. I must tell you I 
had then what they call tine position dans le monde,
a position good enough if it was not brilliant. .JIon 
p~re me donnait ten thousand par all. In '49 I was 
promised a place in the embassy at Turin i my uncle on 
my mother's side had influence, and was always ready 
to do a great deal for me. That sort of thing is all past 
now. J' ~taiB reru dans la meilleure soci~le de Pelers
bourgj J might have aspired to any girl in the City. 
I was well educated, as we all are who come from the 
school, but was not especially cultivated; to be sure, I 
read a good deal afterwards, mais j'avais surtout, you 
know, ce jargon du monde, and, however it came ~bout, 
I was looked upon as a leading light among the young 
men of Petersburg. What raised me more than all in 
common estimation, c'est celte liaison avec Madame D., 
about which a great deal was said in Petersburg; bu~ I 
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was frightfully young at that time, and did not prize 
these advantages very highly. I was simply young 
and stupid. What more did I need? Just then that 
lIIetenin had some notoriety .. ~ 

And Guskof went on in the same fashion to relate to 
m~ the history of his misfortunes, which I will omit, as 
it would not be at all interesting. 

" Two 'months I remained under arrest, U he contin
ued, "absolutely alone; and what thoughts did I not 
have dming that time? But, you know, when it was 
all over, as though every tie had been broken with the 
past, then it became easier for me. Man pere, - you 
have heard tell of him, of course, a man of iron will 
and strong convictions,-il m'a dl!slierite, and broken 
off . all intercourse with me. According to his convic
tions he had to do as he did, and I don't blame him 
at all. He was consistent. Consequently I have not 
taken a step to induce him to change his mind. My 
sister was abroad; l\iadame D. is the only one who 
wrote to me when I was released, and she sent me 
assistance; but you understand that I could not accept. 
it, so that I had none of those little things which make 
one's position a little easier, you know, - books, linen, 
food, nothing at all. At this time I thought things over 
and over, and began to look at life with different eyes. 
For instance, this noisel. this society gossip about me 
in Petersburg, did not interest me, did not l1atter me : 
it all seemed to me ridiculous. I felt that I myself 
had been to blame; I was young and indiscreet; I had 
spoiled my career, and I only thought how I might 
get into the right track again. And I felt that I had 
strength and energy enough for it. After my arrest, 
as I .told yon, I was sent hel'e to the Caucasus to the 
N. regiment. 
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" I thought," he wen~ on to sny, all the time becom
Ing more and more animated, - " I thought that here 
in the Caucasus, la tJie de camp, the simple, honest men 
with whom I should IISsociate, and war and danger, 
would all admirably agree with my mental state, so that 
I might begin a new life. They will see me under fire" 
1 shall make myself liked; 1 shall be respected for 
my real self, """:' the Cl'OSS - non-commissioned officer; 
they will relieve me of my fine; and I shall get up again, 
et tIOUI lava avec ce pre8tige du mallteur I But, quel 
dUenchantementl You can't imagine how I have been 
deceived I You know what so11 of men the officers of 
our regimcnt are." 

He did not speak for some little time, waiting, os it 
appelll'ed, for me to tell him that 1 knew the socicty of 
our officers here wo.s bad; but I made him no reply. It 
went against my grain that he should expect me, be
cause I knew French, forsooth, to be obliged to take 
issue with the society of the officers, which, during my 
long residence in the Caucasus, I had had time enough 
to appreciate fully, and for which I had far higher re
spect than for the society from which Mr. Guskof had 
sprung. I wanted to tell him so, but his position 
constrained me. 

H In the N. regiment the society of tbe officers is a 
thonsand times worse than it is here," he continued~ 
.. I hope that it is saying a good deal; j'esp~e que c'e8' 
beaucoup dire j that is, you cannot ima",aine what it is. 
I am not speaking of the yunkers and the soldiers, 
That is horrible, it is 80 bad. At first they received 
me very kindly, that is absolutely the truth; but when 
they saw that I could not help despising them, you 
know, in these inconceivably small Cll'Cumstances, they 

lOra .... Hn'/I /111 .tea. 
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saw that I was a man absolutely different, standing far 
above them, they got angry with me, and began to put . 
various little humiliations on me. You haven't an idea 
what I had to suffer. l Then this forced relationship 
with the yunkers, and especially with the small means 
that I had - I lacked every thing; I I had only what my 
sister used to send me. And here's a proof for you! 
AB much as it made me suffer, I with my character, 
avec maJierM,j'ai ecrls dmonpm, begged him to send 
me something. I understand how living four years of 
such a life may make a man like our cashiered Dromof 
who drinks with soldiers, and writes notes to all the 
officers asking them to loa" him three rubles, and sign
ing it, tout d vaus, Dromof. One must have such a 
character as I have, not to be mired in the least by such 
a horrible position • ., 

For some time he walked in silence by my side. 
"Have you a cigarette? '" he asked me. 
« And so I staid right where [ was? Yes. I could 

not endure it physically, because, though we were 
wreoohed, cold, and ill-fed, I llved like a common sol
dier, but still the officers had some sort of considera
tion for me. I had still some prestige tllat they regarded. 
I wasn't scnt out on .guard nor for dl'ill. I could 
not have stood that. But morally my sufferings were 
frightful; and especially because I didn't see anyes
cape from my position. I wrote my uncle, begged 
him to get me transferred to my present regiment, 
which, at least, sees some service; and I thought that 
here Pavel Dmitri~viU!h, qui est Ie Jils de Z'intendant de 
mot'1*e, might be of some use to me. My uncle did 

• Ot "'" J'", ... AIOllIWr ..... "' ..... /bil .. "... 1111' itl,. • 
• A_~. Ilf,.Ia ... 0,. ... _j'aNi.,j. "'-fHGia d,lol11. 
... .& ......... "" ",piro. , .. 
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this for me; 1 was transferred. After that regiment 
this one seemed to me a collection of chamberlains. 
Then Pavel Dmitrihitch was here; he knew who 1 was, 
and 1 was splendidly received. At my oncle's reqoest 
- a Goskof, WUI NveJI i bot 1 forgot that with these 
men without cultivation and undeveloped, - they can't 
appreciate a man, and show him marks of esteem, unless 
be has that aureole of wealth, or friends; and 1 noticed 
how, little by little, when they 8& .. that I was poor, 
their behavioor to me showed more and more indifference 
until they have come almost to dispise me. It is hor
rible, but it is absolutely the truth. . 

"lIen 1 have been in action, I have fought, they 
have seen me under tire,"1 he continued; "but when will 
it all end P 1 think, never. And my strength and 
energy have already begun to flag. Then 1 had ima
gined la guerre. la t1t. ,"campi but it isn't at all what 
I Bee, in a sheepskin Jacket, dirty linen, soldier's boots, 
and yoo go out in ambuscade, and the whole night long 
lie in the ditch with some Ant6nof reduced to the ranks 
for drunkenneu, and any minute from behind the bosh 
may come a rifle-shot and hit yoo or Ant6nof,-it's all 
the same which. That is not bravery: it.'s horrible, 
c'eat ajfml.z, it.'s killing! II I 

" Well, yoo can be promoted a non-commiuioned 
oftlcer for this campaign, and next year an ensign, II 
said I. 

U Yes, it may be: they promised me that in two years, 
and it's not up yet. What would those two years 
amount to, if I knew anyone I Yoo can imagine tWs 
life with Pavel Dmitn~vitch ; cards, low jokes, drinking 
all the time; it you w ish to tell anything that is weigh
iog on your mind, you woulJ not be understood, or you 

.~ ..... 
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would be laughed at ;. they talk with you, not for the 
sake of sharing a thought, but to get something funny 
out of you. Yes, and so it has gone - in a .brutal, 
beastly way, and you are always conscious that you 
belong to the rank and file; they always make you feel 
that. Hence you can't realize what an enjoyment it is 
to talk d CGl!ur Quvel't to such a man as you are." 

I had never imagined what kind of a mall I was, and 
consequently I did not know what answer to make 
him. 

"Will you have your lunch now?" asked Nikita at 
this juncture, approaching me unseen in the darkness, 
and, as I could perceive, vexed at the presence of a 
guest. "Nothing but curd dumplings, there's none 
of the roast beef left." 

" Has the captain had his lunch yet? .. 
" He went to bed-long ago," replied Nikita grufHy. 

" According to my directions, I was to bring you lunch 
here and your brandy." He muttered something else 
discontentedly,-and sauntered off to his tent. After 
loitering a while longer, he brought us, nevertheless, a 
lunch-case; he placed a candle on the lunch-case, and 
shielded it from the wind with a sheet of paper •. He 
brought a saucepan, some mustard in a jar, a tin dip
per. with a handle, and a bottle of absinthe. After 
arranging these things, Nikita lingered around us for 
some moments, and looked on as Guskof and I were 
drinking the liquor, and it was evidently very distaste
ful to him. By the feeble light shed by the candle 
through the paper, amid the encircling darkness, could 
be seen the seal-skin cover of the lunch-case, the 
supper arranged upon it, Guskof's sheepskin jacket, 
his face, and hls smaIl red hands which he used in lift
i!lg the patties from the pan. Every thing around us 
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waa black; and only by straining the sight could be 
seen the dark battery, the dark form of the sentry 
moving along the breastwork, on all sides the watch
fires, and on high the ruddy stars. 

Guskof wore a melancholy, almost guilty smile,/as 
though it were "awkward for him to look into my face 
after his confession. He drank still another glass 
of liquor, and ate ravenously, emptying the sauce
pan. 

" Yes; for you it must be a relief all the same," 
said I, for the sake of saying something, -" your ac
quaintance with the adjutant. He is a very good man, 
1 have heard." 

"Yes," replied the cashiered officer, "he is a kind 
man; but he can't help being what he is, with his edu
cation, and it is useless to expect it." 

A flush seemed suddenly to cross his face. "You 
remarked his coarse jest this evening about the ambus
cade;" and Guskof, though I tl'ied several times to 
interrupt him, began to justify himself before me, and 
to show that he had not run away from the ambuscade, 
and that he was Dot a coward as the adjutant and 
Capt, S. tried to make him out. 

"As1 was telling you," he went on to say, wiping 
his hands on his jacket, "such people can't show any 
delicacy toward a man, a common soldier, who hasn't 
much money either. That's beyond their strength. 
And here recently, while 1 haven't received any thing 
at all from my sister, I have been conscious that they 
have" changed toward me. This sheepskin jacket, 
which I bought of a soldier, and which hasn't any 
warmth in it, because it's all worn oft " (and here he 
showed me where the wool was gonc from the inside), 
" it doesn't arouse in him any sympathy or considera-

73 
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tion for my unhappiness, but scorn, which he does not 
take pains to hide. Whatever my necessities may be, 
as now when I have nothing to eat except soldiers' 
gruel, and nothing to wear," he continued, !!asting 
down his eyes, and pouring out for himself still another 
glass of liquor,·" he does not even offer to lend me some 
money, though he knows perfectly well that I would 
give it back to him i but he waits till I am obliged to 
ask him for it. But you appreciate how it is for me 
to go to him. In your case I should say, square and 
fair, Vous ~tes au des8Us de cela, mon cher,je n'ai pas 
Ie sou. And you know," said he, looking straight into 
my eyes wjth an expression of desperation, "I am 
going to. tell you, square and fair, I am in a terrible 
situation: pou1Jez-1Jous me pr~ter di:1: rubles argent 'I My 
sister ought to send me some by the next mail, et 
monp~re"-

"Why, most willingly," said I, although, on the 
contrary, it was trying and unpleasant, especially be
cause the evening before, having lost at cards, I had 
left only about five rubles in Nikita's care. "In a 
moment," said I, arising,." I will go and get it at the 
tent." 

" No, by and by: fie 1JOUS dl!rangez pas."· 
Nevertheless, not heeding him, I hastened to the 

closed tent, where stood my bed, and where the cap
tain was sleeping. 

"Aleks~i Idnuitch, let me have ten rubles, please, 
for rations," said I to the captain, shaking him. 

" What! have you been losing again? But this 
very evening, you were not going to play any more,',' 
murmured the captain, still half asleep. . 

"No, I have not been playing i but I want the 
money; let me have it, please." 
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"Yakatiuk I" shouted the captain to his servant,' 
" hand me my bag with the money." 

" Hush, hush!" said I, hearing Guskof's measured 
steps Dear the tent. 

"What? Why hush 7 " 
" Because that cashiered Cellow has asked to borrow 

It of me. He'. right there." 
"Well, if you knew him, you wouldn't let him have 

It," remarked the captain. "I have heard about him. 
He's a dirty, low-lived fellow." 

Nevertheless, the captain gave me the money, or 
dered hi. man to put away the bag, pulled the flap of 
the tent neatly to, and, again saying, "If you only 
knew him, you wouldn't let him have it," drew his 
head down under the coverlet. "Now you owe me 
thirty-two, remember," he shouted after me. 

Wheu I came out of the tent, Guskof was walking 
Dear the settees; and his slight figure, with his crooked 
legs, his shapeless cap, his long white hair, kept 
appearing and disappearing in the darkness, as he 
passed in and out of the light of the candles. He made 
believe Dot to see me. 

I handed him the money. He said" Jlerci," and, 
crumpling the bank-bill, thrust it into his trousel'S 
pocket. 

"Now I suppose the game is in full swing at the 
adJutant'S," he began immediately after this . 

.. Yes, I suppose so." 
"He's a wonderful player, always bold, and never 

backs out. When he's in luck, it's fine i but when 
it does not go well with him, he can lose frightfully. 
He has given proof of that. During this expedition, 
if you reckon his valuables, he has lost more than 

·~.Ac,,~. 
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fifteen hundred rubles. But, as he played discreetly 
before, that officer of yours seemed to have Borne doubts 
about his honour. II 

"Well, that's because he •.• Nikita, haveu't we 
any of that red Kavkas wine 1 left?" I asked, very 
much. enlivened by Guskof's conversational talent. 
Nikita still kept muttering i but he brought us the red 
wine, and again looked on angrily as Guskof drained 
his. glass. In Guskof's behavior was noticeable his 
old freedom from constraint. I wished that he would 
go as soon as possible i it seemed as if his only rea
son for not going was because he did not wish to go 
immediately after receiving the money. I said nothing. 

" How could you, who have means, and were under 
no necessity, simply de gaiete de C/EUT, make up your 
mind to come and serve in the Caucasus? That's 
what I don't understand," said he to me. 

I endeavoured to explain this a.ct of renunciation, 
which seemed so strange to him. 

"I can imagine how disagreeable the society of 
these officers - men without any comprehension of 
culture - must be for you. You could not under
stand each other. You see, you might live ten years, 
and not see any thing, and not hear about any thing, 

. except cards, wine, and gossip about rewards and cam
paigns." 

It was unpleasant for me, that he wished me to put 
myself ou a pill" with hini. in his position i and, .with 
absolute honesty, I assured him that I was very fond 
of cards and wine, and gossip about campaigns, and 
that I did not care to have any better comrades than 
those with whom I was associated. But he would not 
believe me. 
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"Wen, you may say so," he continued: "but the 
lack of women's society, - I mean, of course, femme.t 
c:omme a faul, - is that not a terrible deprivation? I 
don" knoW' .. hat I would give DOW' to go inw a parlour, 
if onl1 for a moment. and to have .. look at .. pretty 
woman, even though it were through a crack." 

He said nothing for a little, and drank still another 
glass of the red wine. . 

" Oh, my God, my God! I If it only might be our 
fate to meet again, somewhere in Petersburg, to live 
and move among men, among ladies! .. 

He drank up the dregs of the wine still left in tbe 
bottle, and wheQ he had finished it he said, ".AkA! 
pardon, maybe you wanted some more. It wsa hor
ribly carele88 of me. However, I suppose I must 
bave taken too much, and my head isn't very strong:
There was a time when I lived on Morskaia Street, ate 

rn-de-c:hauuee, and had marvellous apartments, furni
ture, you know, and I was able to arrange it all beanti
fully, not so nry expensively though i my father, to 
be sure, gave me porcelains, flowers, and silver, - a 
wonderrulloL La malin je .ortai3, visits, 45 leuru 
rIgulilremertt. I used to go and dine with Aer; often 
she was alone. n faul. atlOtm" que c' hail "rae femme 
ravi.uonte! You dido't know her at all, did you? .. 

" No." 
"You see, there was such a high degree of woman

liness in her, and such tenderness, and what love! 
Lord ! I did not know how to appreciate my happi
ness then. We would return after the theatre, and 
have a little supper together. It was never dull where 
she was,loujo"'" gaie, IoujOu,,.. aimante. Yes, and I 
had nner imagined what rare happiness it was. Ee 
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j'ai beaucoup a me reprocher in regard to her. Je l'a! 
fait aouffrir et aou'/Jent. I was outrageous. AkT, ! 
What a marvellous time that was-! Do I bore you? .. 

"No, not at all." 
"Then I will tell you about our evenings. I used 

to go - that ~ stairway, every flower-pot I knew,
the do)r-handle, all was so lovely, so familiar; then the 
vestibule, her room ••• No, it will never, never come 
back to me again! Even now she writes to me: if 
you will let me, I will show you her letters. But I am 
not what I was; I am ruined; I am no . longer worthy 
of her ...• Yes, I am ruined forever. Je suis casad. 
There's no energy in me, no pride, nothing-nor even 
anyrank.1 

•• '. Yes, I am ruined; and no one will 
ever appreciate my sufferings. Every one is indiffer
ent. I am a lost man. Never any chance for me to 
rise, because I have fallen morally • • .' into the mire . 
- I have fallen." • • • 

At this- moment there WaS evident in his words 8. 

genuine, deep despair: he did not look at mel but sat 
motionless. 

"Why are you in such despair?" I asked. 
" Because I am abominable. This life has degraded 

me, all that was in me, aU is crusbed out. It is not 
by pride that I hold out, but by abjectness: there's 
no digniM dans le malTteur. I am humiliated every 
moment; I endure it all; I got myself into this abase
ment. This mire has soiled me. I myself have be
come coarse; I have forgotten what I used to know; I 
can't speak French any more; I am conscious that 
I" am base and low. I cannpt tear myself away from 
these surroundings, indeed I cannot. I might have 
been a hero: ~ve me a regiment, gold epaulets, a 

I bla,oro"Blr .. , Doble birth, DobUltJ'. 
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trumpeter, but to march ib the ranks with some wild 
Anton Bondarenko or the like, and feel that between 
me and him there was no difference at all - that he 
might be killed or I might be killed - all the same, 
that thought is maddening. You understand how hor
rible it is to think that some ragamuffin may kill me, a 
man who has thoughts and feelings, and that it would 
make no difference if alongside of me some Ant6nof 
were killed, - a being not different from an animal
and that it might easily happen that I and not this 
Ant6not were killed, which is' always une /atalitd for 
every lofty and good man. I know that 'they call me 
a coward: grant that I am a coward, I certainly am a 
coward, and can't be any thing else. Not only am I 
a coward, but I am in my way a low and despicable 
man. Here I have just been borrowing money ot you, 
and you have the right to despise me. No, take back 
your money." And' he held out to me the crumpled 
bank-bill. "I want you to have a good opinion of 
me." He covered his face with his hands, and burst 
into tears. I really did not know what to say or do. 

"Calm yourself," I said to him. "You are too 
sensitive; don't take every thing so to heart; don't 
indulge in self-analysis, look at things more simply. 
You yourself say that you have character. Keep up 
good heart, you won't have long to wait," I said to 
him, but not very consistently, because I was much 
atirred both by a feeling of sympathy and a teeling ot 
repentance, because I had allowed myself mentally to 
sin in my judgment of a man truly .and deeply un
happy. 

"Yes," be began, "it I had heard even once, at 
the time when I was in that hell, one single word of 
sympathy, of advice, ot fl'iendship - one humane word 
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such as you have just spoken, perhaps I might have. 
calmly endured all; perhaps· I might have struggled, 
and been a .soldier. But .now this is horrible. • . . 
When I think soberly, I long for death. Why should 
1 love my despicable life and my own self, nOlJ that I 
am ruined for all that is worth while in the world? 
And at the least danger, I suddenly, in spite of myself, 
begin to pray for my miserable life, and to watch over 
it as though it were precious, and I cannot, je ne puis 
pas, control myself. - That is, I could," he continued 
again after a minute's silence, "but this is too hard 
work for me, a monstrous work, when I am alone. 
With others, undElr special circumstances, when you are 
going into action, I am brave, j'a;, fait mes ~pl'euves, 

because I am vain and proud: that is my failing, and in 
presence of others. • • • Do you know, let me spend the 
night with you: with us, they will play all night long; 
it makes no diff~rence, anywhere, on the ground." 

While NikitlL was making the bed, we got up, and 
once more began to walk up and down in the darkness 
on the battery. Certainly Guskof's head must have 
been very weak, because two glasses of liquor and two 
of wine made him dizzy. As we got up and moved 
away fl'om the candles, I noticed that he again thrust 
the t£:n-ruble bill into his pocket, tl'ying to do so with
out my seeing it. During all the foregoing conversa
tion, he had held it in his hand. He continued to 
reiterate how he felt that he might regain his old 
station if he had a man such as I wel'e to take some 
interest in him. 

We were just going into the tent to go to bed when 
suddenly a cannon-ball whistled over us, and buried 
itself in the ground not far from us. So strange it 
wII.s,--that peacefully sleeping camp, our conversation, 
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and suddenly the hostile cannon-ball which flew from 
God knows where, into the midst of our tents, - so 
strange that it was soine time before I could realize 
what it. was. Our sentinel, Andl'~lef, walking up and 
down on the battery, moved toward me. 

" Ha I he's crept up to us. It was the fire here that 
he aimed at," said he. 

"Wo must rouse the captain," said I, and gazed at 
Guskof. 

He stood cowering close to the ground, and stam
mered, trying to say," Th-that's th-the ene-my's ••• 
f-f-fire-th-that's-hidi-." Further he could not 
say a word, and I did not. see how and where he 
disappeared so instantaneously. 

In the captatn's tent a candle gleamed; his cough, 
which always troubled him when he was awake, was 
heard; and he Jrlmsclf soon appeared, asking for a 
linstock to light his little pipe. 

" What does this mean, old man?" 1 he asked with 
a smile. " Aren't they willing to give me a little sleep 
to-night? }t'irst it.'s you with your cashiered friend, 
and then it's Shamyl. What shall we do, answer him 
or not? There was nothing about this in the instruc-
tions, was there? It 

"Nothing at all. There he goes again," said I. 
" Two of them!" 

Indeed, in the darkness, directly in front of us, 
flashed two fires, like two eyes; and quickly over our 
heads flew ono cannon-ball and one heavy shell. It 
mUIt have been meant for os, coming with a loud and. 
penetrating hom. From the neighbouring tents the 
soldiers hastened. You could hear them hawking and 
talking and stretching themselves. 
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"Hist! the fuse sings like a nightingale," was the 
remark of the artillerist. 

"Send for Nikita," said the captain with his per
petually benevolent smile. "Niklta, don't hide your~ 
self, but listen to the mountain nightingales." . 

"Well, your honour,"l said Nildta, who was standing 
Dear the captain, "I have seen them - these nightin
gales. I am not afraid of 'em; but here was that 
stranger who was here, he was drinking up your red 
wine. When he heard how that shot dashed by our 
tents, and the shell rolled by, he cowered down like 
s·ome wild beast." 

" However, we must send to the commander of the 
artillery," said the captain to me in a serious tone of 
authority, "and ask whether we shall reply to the 
fire or not. It will probably be nothing at all, but still 
it may. Have the goodness to go and ask him. Have 
a horse saddled.· Do it as quickly as possible, even if 
you take my Polkan." 

In five minutes they brought me a horse, and.I gal
loped off to the commander of the artillery. "~k 
you, return on foot," whispered the punctilious cap
tain, " else they won't let you through the lines." 

It 'fas half a verst to the artillery commander's, the 
whole road ran between the tents. As soon as I rode 
a.way from our fire, it became so black that I could not 
see even the horse's ears, but only the watch-fires, now 
seeming very near, now very far off, as they gleamed 
into my eyes. After I had ridden some distance, 
trusting to the intelligence of the horse whom I al
lowed free rein, I began to distinguish the white four
cornered tents and then the black tracks of the road. 

t "".ht fJUIBOkoblagortJd;'. GermaD, hoch'D()hlg.bortner. IIlgb .... 1l 
borD; regulatloD title of offi.era frOID lDajor &0 gaoeral. 



AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE. 139 

After a half-hour, baving asked my way three times, 
and twice stumbled over the tent-stakes, causing each 
time a volley of curses from the tents, and twice been 
detained by the sentinels, I reached the artillery com
mander's. While I was on the way, I heard two more 
cannon ahot· in the direction of our camp; but the 
projectiles did not reach to the place where the head
quarters were. The artillery commander ordered not 
to reply to the filing, the more as the enemy did 
not remain in the same place; and I went· back, lead-· 
ing the horse by the bridle, making my way on foot 
between tbe infantry tents. lUore than once I delayed 
my steps, as I went by some soldier's tent where a 
light was shining, and some merry-andrew was telling 
a story; or I listened to some educated soldier reading 
from BOme book while the whole division overflowed 
tbe tent, or hung around it, sometimes interrupting the 
reading with various remarks; or I simply listened to 
the tal~ about the expedition, about the fatherland, or 
about their chiefs. 

As I came around one ot the tents ot the third 
battalion, I heard Guskof's rough ,,"oice: he was speak
ing hilariously and rapidly. Young voices replied to 
him, not those of soldiers, but of gay gentlemen. It 
was evidently the tent ot some yunker or sergeant-

. major. I stopped short. 
"I've known him a long time,'~ Guskof was saying. 

" When I lived in Petersburg, he used to come to my 
bouse often; and I went to his. He moved in the 
best society." 

"Whom are you talking about?" asked a drunken 
voice. 

" About the prince," said Guskof. " We were rela
t.ives, you see, but, more than all, we were old friends. 
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n's a mighty good thiDg. you know. ~ntl('men. to haTe 
such an acquaintance. You see. he's fearfully rich. 
To him a hundred silTel' robles is a mere ~~lle. 
Here. I just go\ a little lDOIlt'y out of him, enough to 
Ias\ me tin my sister Sl'nds.. U . 

" Let's haTe some." 
"Right away.-SaTelikh. my dear:' said GusJrof, 

roming to lhe door of the tent. "here's ten rubles for 
100: go to the sutler. ge\ two boWes of Kakhe&iDski. 
Any thiDg else. gentlemen' Whal do you say'" and 
Guskof, with unsteady gait. with disbeTelled hair. with
out his hat, ~ out or the &eDL Throwing opeD his 
jscket. and thrusting his hands into the pockets 01 his 
trousers, he stood at the door of the teaL Thoogh he 
was in the light. and I in darbess, I trembled with 
fear lest he should Sl'e me, and I went ou. trying to 
make DO noise • 

• , Who goes then! 'u shouted Guskot after me in a 
~<Ybly dnmbn~. Ap~nUy. the cokl took 
OOId of him. "Who the del'il is going oIf with &hat 
horse?" 

I made DO answer, and silently went OIl my ""1-
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I. 

A'f seven o'clock in the evening, having taken my tea, 
1 started from a station, the name of which I have quite 
forgotten, though I remember that it was somewhere 
in the region of the Don Cossacks, not far from Novo
cberkask. It. was already dark when I tOok my seat 
in the sledge next to Alyoshka, and wrapped myself in 
my fur cOat and the robes. Back of the station-house 
it seemed warm and calm. Though it was not snowing, 
not a single star was to be seen overhead, and the sky 
seemed remarkably low and black, in contrast with the 
clear snowy expanse stretching out before us. 

We had scarcely passed by the black forms of the 
windmills, One of which was awkwardly waving its 
huge wings, and had left the station behind us, ~hen 
I perceived that the road was growing rougher and 
more drifted; the wind began to blow more fiercely on 
the left, and to tosS the horses' manes and tails to one 
side, and obstinately to lift and carry away the snow 
stirred up by the ruDDers and hoofs. The little bell 
rang with a JDumed sound; a draught of cold air forced 
its Wfly through the opening in my sleeves, ·to my very 
back i and the inspector's advice came into my head, 

1'1 
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that i had better not go farther, lest I wander all night, 
and freeze to death on the road. 

"Won't you get us lost?" said t to the driver,l but, 
as I got no answer, I put the question more explicitly: 
"Say, shall we reach the station, driver? We sha'n't 
lose OJlr way?" . 

"God knows," was his reply; but he did not turn 
his head. "You see what kind of going we have. ;No 
road to be seen. Great heavens! .. • 

" Be .good enough to tell me, do you hope to reach 
the station,' or not?" I insisted. "Shall we get 
there?" - . 

" Must get there," said the driver; and he mut~red 
something else, which I could not hear for the wind. 

I did not wish to turn about, but the idea of wander
ing all nignt in the cold and snow over the perfectly 
shelterless steppe, which made up this part of the Don 
Cossack land, was very unpleasant. Moreover, not
withstanding the fact that I could not, by reason of 
the darkness, see him very well, my driver, somehow, 
did f!.ot please me, nor inspire any confidence: He sat 
exactly in the middle, with his legs in, and not on one 
side; his stature was too great; his voice expressed 
indolence; his cap, not like those usually worn by his 
class, was large and loose on all sides. Besides,· he 
did not manage his horses in the proper way, but held 
the reins in both hands, just like the lackey who sat on 
the box behind the coachman; and, chietly, I did not 
believe in him, because he had his ears wrapped up in 
a handkerchief. In a word, he did not please me; and 
it seemed as if that crooked, sinister back looming 
before me boded nothing good. 

"In my opinion, it would be better to turn about," 
• f08l"'di-llatiu.hka I Llt.raUl. Lord, Utt!. fatller. 
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lald Alyoshka to me: "fine thing it would be to be 
lost I " 

"Great heavens I see what a snowstorm's coming! 
No road in sight. It- blinds one's eyes. Great 
heavens I " repeated the driver. -

We had not been gone a quarter of an hour when 
the driver stopped the horses, handed the reins to 
Alyoshka, awkwardly liberated his legs from the seat, 
aud went to search for the road, crunching over the 
snow in his great boots. 

" What is it? Where are you going? Are we lost? .. 
I asked, but the driver made no reply, but, turning 
his face away from the wind, which cut his eyes, 
marched off from the sledge. 

"Well, how is it?" I repeated, when he returned. 
"Nothing at all," said he to me impatiently and 

with vexation, as though I were to bl~me for his miss
ing the road; and again slowly wrapping up his big 
legs in the robe, he gathered the reins in his stiffened 
mittens. 

"What's to be done?" I asked as we started off 
again. 

" What's to be done? We shall go as God leads." 
And we drove along in the same dog-trot over what 

waS' evidently an untrodden waste, sometimes sinking 
in deep, mealy snow, sometimes gliding over crisp, 
unbroken crust. 

Although it was cold, the snow kept melting quickly 
on my collar. The low-flying snow-clouds increased, 
and occasionally the dry snowdakes began to fall. 

It 11'88 clear that we were going out of our way, 
because, alter keeping on for a quarter of an hour 
more, we saw no sign of a verst-post. 

" Well, what do you think about it now?" I askeel 
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of the driver once more. "Shall we get to the 
station? " 

"Which one? We should go back' if we let the 
horses havl? their way: they will take us. But, as 
for the next one, that's a problem •... Only we 
might pei:ish." 

" Well, then, let us go back," said I. "And 
indeed"- . 

'~ How is it? Shall we turn about?" repeated the 
driver. 

" Yes, yes: turn back." 
The driver shook the reins. The horses started off 

more rapidly; and, though I did not notice that we 
had turned -around, the wind changed, and soon through 
the snow appeared the windmills. The driver's good 
spilits returned, and he began to be communicative. 

"Lately," saic:l he, "in just such a snowstorm some 
people coming from that ,same station lost their way. 
Yes: they spent the night in the hayricks, and barely 
managed to get here in the morning. Thanks to the 
hayricks, they were rescued. If it had not been for 
them, they would have frozen to death, it was so cold. 
And one froze his foot, and died three weeks after
wards." 

" But now, you see, it's not cold; and it's growing 
less windy," I said. "Couldn't we go on?" 

"It's warm enough, but it's snowing. Nbw going 
back, it seems easier. But it's snowing hard. Might 
go on, if you were a coulier or something; but this is 
for your own sake. What kind of a joke would that 
be if a passenger froze to death? How, then, could I 
be answerable to your grace? " 
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II. 

AT this moment we heard behind us the bells of a 
troiKa which was rapidly overtaking DB. 

" A coulier'. bell," said my driver. "There'. one 
such for every station." 

And, in fact, the bell of the courier's troiKa, the 
Bound of which now came clearly to me on the wind, 
was peculiarly beautifuI,-clear, sonoroDB, deep, and 
jangling. little. A. I then knew, this was a hunts
man'. team; three bells, -one large one in the centre, 
with the crim30ft tone, as it is called, and two small 
one. tnned in thirds. The sound of this triad and the 
tinkling fifth, ringing through the air, was extraordi
narily effective and strangely pleasant io this dark 
deaert steppe. 

"The poebt is coming," said my driver when the 
foremost of the three troi'kas drew up in line with ours. 
" Well, how is the road? is it possible to go on?" he 
cried to the last of the drivers. But thQ yamshchik 
only shouted to his horses, and made no reply. 

The sound of the bells quickly died away on the 
wind, almoat as 8000 as the post-team passed DB. 

Of course my driver felt ashamed • 
.. Well, you sball go, barin," he said to me. " Peo

ple have made their way thOOQgh, DOW their tracks 
will be fresb." 

I agreed; and once more we ·faced the wind, and 
began to crawl along on the deep snow. I kept my 

74 
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eyes on one side on the road, 90 that we should not 
get off the track that haJ been malle by the other 
sledges. For two versts the tracks were clearly visi
ble, then there began to be only a sligbt irregularity 
where the runners had gone; and soon I really could 
DO longer distinguish whether it was the track, or 
merely a layer of snow heaped up. My eyes grew 
weary of gazing at the monotonous stretch of snow 
under the runners, and I began to look abead. The 
third verst-post we had already seen, but tbe fourth we 
could not find at all. As before, we went in the teeth 
of the wind, and with the wind, and . to the right and 
to the left; and finally we reached such a state that 

. the driver declared that we must have turned off to the 
right. I declared that we must have turned off to 
the left, and AlYOshka was sure that we ought to go 
back:. Again we stopped a number of times, the 
driver uncoiled his long legs, and crawled along trying 
to find the road. But all in vain. I also got out once 
to see whether it were the road or something else that 
attracted my attention. But 1 had scarcely taken sis: 
steps with difficulty a."aainst the wind, and convinced 
myself that we were surrounded by the same monoto
nous white heaps of snow, and that the road existed 
only in my imagination, when I lost sight of the sledge. 
I shouted, .. Yamshchik I Alyoshka '" but my voice, 
- I felt how the wind tore it right out of my mouth, and 
carried it in a twinkling far from me. I went in the . 
direction where the sledge had been - the sledge was 
not there. I went to the right-not there either. I 
am ashamed to recollect what a loud, penetrating, and 
even rather despairing voice, I summoned to shout 
once more, .. Yamsbchik!" and there he was two 
atellS away. His black figure, with bis whip, and his 
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huge cap hanging down on one Bide, Buddenly loomed 
up before me. lIe led me to the Bledge • 

• " Thank the Lord, it'. Btill warm! " Baid he. " To 
perish with the cold - awful I Great heavens I " I 

"Let the horseB find their own way, let us tum 
back," laid I, as I took my place In the sledge. 
"Won't they take UB back? hey, dl'iverP" 

" Tbey ought to." 
lie gave the horses the reins, cracked his whip three 

times over the laddIe of the Bhatt-horse, and again we 
atarted off at hap.hazard. We went tor half an hour. 
Sudllenly before UB again I heard the well·known bell 
of the hunting eBtablishment, and the othel' two. Dut 
DOW they were coming toward UB. It was the same 
thl'ee troiKa., whlcb had ah-eady deposited the mall, 
and, with a cbange of horses attached behind, were 
returning to the Btation. Tbe courier's troika, with 
powerful horsel with the hunting. bell, quickly dashed 
ahead. A lingle driver Bat In 1& on the dl'iver's seat, 
and wu Bhouting vigorously. Behind him, in the 
miJdle one of the e~pty troikas, were two otber 
drivers; and their loud and hllarious talk could be 
heard. One of them was amoking a pipe; and the 
apark, brightened by the wiud, ligbted up a I>an of biB 
face. 

AB I looked at tbem, I felt ashamed tbat I was afraid 
to go OD i and my driver doubtleaa bad the same feel· 
lng, because we both Bald with ODe voice, "Let UB 
follow them." 
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III. 

My driver, without waiting for the last troilra to pass, 
began awkwardly to turn around j and the thills hit 
the horSes attached behind. Qne of the troika teams 
shied, tore away the reins, and galloped off. 

"Hey there, you squint-eyed devil! Don't you see 
where you are turning? Running people down, you 
<levil !" in a hoarse, discordant voice scolded one of 
the dl'ivers, a short, little old man, as I judged by his 
voice and expression. . He sprang hastily out of the 
hindmost sl(ldge where he had been sitting, and started 
to run after. ,the horses, still continuing roughly and 
violently to' vilify my yamshchlk. 

But the horses did not come back. The dliver ran 
after them, and in one instant both horses and driver 
were lost from sight in the white mist of the storm. 

"Vasi-i-i-li! bring the bay horse here. Can't ketch 
him, so-o-o," echoed his voice in the distance. 

One of the drivers, a very tall fellow, got out of his 
sledge, silently unhitched his troika, mounted one of 
the horses by the breeching, and crunching over the 
snow in a clumsy gallop, disappeared in the same 
direction. 

Our own troika, with the two others, followed on 
over the steppe, behind· the courier's which dashed 
ahead in full trot, jingling its bell. 

" How is it? He'll get 'em?" said my,driver, refer
ring to the one who had gone to catch the horses. 
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" It that mare didn't find the horses she wouldn't be 
good for much, you know: she'd wander off, so that 
- she'd get lost." 

From the moment that my driver had the company 
of other teams be became more hilarious and talkative; 
and, 88 I had no desire to sleep, I did not fail, 88 a 
matter of course, to make the most of it. I took pains 
to ask him about his home and his family, and soon 
learned that he was a fellow-countryInan of mine from 
Tula, - a peasant, belonging to a noble family from the 
village of Kirpitchnoo ; that they had very little land, 
and tbe grain had entirely ceased to grow, owing to 
tbe cholera; that he and one of his brothers had staid 
at home, and a third had gone 88 a soldier; that since -
Christmas they had lacked bread, and had been obliged 
to work out; that his younger brother had kept the 
farm because he was mBrried, but that he himself was 
a widower; thBt his villagers every year came.here to 
exerciSe the tmde of yamshchik, or driver; that, thougb 
be had not come as a regular driver, yet he was in the 
postal-service, so as to help his brother; that he earned 
there, thanks to God, a hundred and twenty paper 
rubles a year, of which he sent a hundred to his 
family; and that it would be good living, "but the 
couliers were very wild beasts, and the people here 
were impudent." 

"Now, what was that driver scolding about? Great 
heavens I I did I mean to lose his horses for him 1 
Did I treat him in a mean way? And why did he go 
galloping off after 'em? They'd have come in of 
their own accord. Anyway, 'twould be better for the 
horses to freeze to death than for him to get lost," 
said the pious muzhik. 

I goIpotll-bGl'..,fItq. 
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CC What is that black thing I see coming?" I asked, 
pointing to some dark object in front of us. 

. "That's a baggage-train. Splendid wheeling!" he 
added, as he came up with the huge mat-covered vans 
on wheels, following one after the other. "See, not a 
soul to be seen - all asleep. The wise horse knows: 
you won't drive her from the road, never ..•• We've 
driven in that same way-so we know," he added. 

It was indeed strange to see the huge vans covered 
with snow from the matted tops to the wheels, moving 
along, absolutely alone. Only the front corner of the 
snow-cover~d mat would be lifted by two fingers i and, 
for a moment, a cap would peer out as our bells' jingled 
past the train. A great piebald horse, stretching out 
his neclc, aud straining his back, walked with meas
ured pace over the drifted road, monotonously shaking 
his shaggj'head under the whitened bell-bow,1 and 
pricking up one snow-covered ear as we went by. 

After we had gone still another half-hour, the driver 
once more turned to me, -

"Well, what do you think, barin? Are we getting 
along well? " 

"I don't know," I said. 
" Before, the wind blew in om' faces, but now we go 

riglit along with it. No, we sha'n't get there: we are 
off the track," he said in conclusion, with perfect 
equanimity, 

It was evident, that, though he was very timid, yet, 
as "death. in company with others is pleasant," he 
was perfectly content to die now that there were B 

number of us, and he was not obliged to'take the lead, 
and be responsible. He coolly made observations on 

I duga. the distinctive parL of I.he Russlao harne •• , rising' high above 
I.he horae, and carrying the belle. 
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the. mistakes of the head driver, 88 though it were not 
of the least consequence to himself. In fact, I had 
noticed that sometimes the front troika appeared on 
my right, and again on my left. It seemed to me, 
too, that we were ~aklng a circle in very small space. 
However, it might be that it was an ocular deception, 
Just as sometimes it seemecJ as if th~ front troi"ka were 
climbing np a mountain or were goiug along a slope or 
down. mountain, eyen when the steppe was everywhere 
perfectly level. . 

After we had·gone on a little while longer, I saw, 88 

it seemed to me, at a distance, on the very horizon, a 
long black, moving line; but it quickly became plain 
to me that it W88 the same baggage-train which we had 
passed. In exactly the same way, the snow covered 
the creaking wheels, several or which did not turn; 
1n exactly the same way, the men were sleeping under 
the matted tops; and likewise the piebald leader, 
.welling out his nostrils, so.uffed out the road, and 
pricked back his ears. 

"See, we've gone round in a circle; we've gone 
round in a circle! Here's the same baggage-train 
again!" exclaimed my driver in a discontented tone. 
It The coulier's horses are good ones, so it makes no 
difference to him, even If he does go on a wild·goose 
chase. But ours will get tired out if we have to spend 
the whole night here." 

He had an attack of coughing. 
" Should we go back, bArin, owing to the mistake? .. 
" No ! 'Why? We shall come out somewbere." 
"Come out wbere? We shan have to spend tbe 

night in the stePl>e. How it's snOJl'ing I ... Great 
beavens!'" 
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Although it was clear to me that the head driver had 
lost both the road and the direction, and yet was not 
hunting for the road, but was singing at the top Qf his 
voice, and letting his horses take their own speed; and 
so I did not like to part company from them. 

"Follow them," said I. 
The yamshchik drove on, but follo~ed them less 

willingly than before, and no longer had any thing to 
say to me. 
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IV. 

THE ltorm became more and more violent, and the 
IDOW feU dry and line; U eeemed II if we were in dan
ger of freezing. My noee and cheeks began to tingle; 
more frequently the draught of cold lir insinuated itself 
under my fun, and it became necessary to bundle up 
warmer. Sometimes the II edges bumped on the bare, 
Icy crust from "hich the Inow had been blown away. .As 
J bad already gone lix bundred venta witbout lleeping 
under roof, and though I felt great interest in the ont
come of our wanderings, my eyes closed in Ipite of me, 
and I drowsed. Once when I opened my eyes, I was 
strock, sa it seemed to me at. the fint moment, by a 
bright light, gleaming over the white plain: the bori
zon widened considerably, the lowering black Iky 
luddenlylift.ed up on all sides, the white Ilanting lines 
of the falling snow became visible, the shapes of the 
bead troikas stood out clearly i and when I looked up, 
it seemed to me at. the fint moment that the clouds bad 
ecattered, and that only the falling Inow veiled the 
ltan. At the moment that I awoke from my drowse, 
the IDOOD came out, and C88t througb the tenuous 
clouds and the falling Inow her cold bright belUlB. I 
saw clearly my sledge, hones, driver, and tbe three 
troiksa, ploughing on in front: the IIrst, the conrier'., 
in which still eat on the box the one ramahchik driving 
at a bard trot; the second, in which rode the two driv
ers, who let the hones go at their own 1'8Ce, and had 
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made a shelter out of a camel's-hnir coatI behind which 
they still smoked their pipes as could be seen by the 
sparks glowing in their direction; and the third, in 
which no one was visible, for the yamshchik was com. 
fortably sleeping in the' middle. The leading driver, 
however, while I was napping had several times halted 
his horses, and attempted to find the road. Then while 
we stopped the howling of the wind became more audi
ble, and the monstrous heaps of. snow piling through 
the atmosphere seeme4 more tremendous. By the aid 
of. the moonlight ,which made its way through the 

. storm,. I could see the driver's short figure, whip in 
hand, examining the snow before him, moving back 
and forth in the misty light, again coming back to the 
sledge, and springing sidewise on the seat; and then 
again I heard above themonptonous whistling of the 
wind, the comfortable, clear jingling and melody of 
the bells. When the head driver crept out to find the 
marks of the road or the hayricks, each time was heard 
the lively, self-confident voice of one of .the yamshchiks 
in the second sledge shouting, " Hey, Ignashka! I you 
turned off too much to the left. Strike off to the right 
into the storm." 01'," Why are you going round in a 
circle? keep straight ahead as the snow lI.ies. Follow 
the "Snow, then you'll hit it." Or," Take the right, 
take the light, old man.8 There's something black, it 
must be a post." Or," What are you getting lost for? 
why are you getting lost? Unhitch the piebald horse, 
and let him find the road for you. He'll do it every 
time. That would be the best way." 

The man who was so free with his advice not only 
did not offer to unhitch his off-horse, 01' go himsell 

·1· IJI'mIltiA:, I diminished dhnlnuUve of Igna\, 
• 6,..".11 lui mol; literally, .. thou hrother mine,!' 
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across the snow to hunt for the road, but did not even 
put his nose outside of his shelter-coat; and when 
Ignashka the leader, in reply to one of his proffers of 
advice, shouted to him to come and take t~e forward 
place since he knew the road so well, the mentor 
re·plied that when he came to drive a courier's sledge, 
then he would take the lead, and never once miss the 
road. " But our horses wouldn't go straight through 
a snowdrift," he shouted: "they ain't the right kind." 

"Then don't you worry yourselves," replied Ignash
ka, gayly whistling to his horses. 

The yamshchik who sat in the same sledge with the 
mentor said nothing at all to Ignashka, and paid no 
attention to the difficulty, though he was not yet 
asleep, as I concluded by his pipe which still glowed, 
and because, when we halted, I heard his measured 
voice in uninterrupted flow. He was telling a story. 
Once only, when Ignashka for the sixth or seventh 
tIme came to a ~top, it seemed to vex bim because 
his comfort in travelling was disturbed, and he 
shouted, -

" Stopping again? He's missing the road on pur
pose. Call this a snowstorm! The surveyor himself 
could not find the road! he would let the horses find 
it. We shall freeze to death here; just let him go on 
regardless! " 

" What! Don't you know a poshtelhon froze to 
death last winter?" shouted my driver. 

All this time the driver of the third troika had not 
been heard from. But once while we were stopping, 

. the mentor shouted, " Filipp! ha! Fihpp!" and not 
getting any response remarked, - . 

" Can he have frozen to death? Ignashka, you go 
and look." 
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Ignashka, who was responsible for all, went to his 
sledge, and began to shake the sleeper. 

"See what drink has done for him ! Tell us if 
you are frozen to death!" said he, 'shaking him. 

The sleeper grunted a little, and then began to 
seold. 

"Live enough, fellows!" said Ignashka.,· and again 
started ahead, and once more we drove on; and with 
such rapidity that the little brown off-horse, in my 
three-span, which was constantly whipping himself with 
his.tail, did not once interrupt his awkward gallop. 
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v. 
IT was alrcady about midnight, I judge, when tM 

little old man and Vaslli, who had gone in search of 
the runaway horses, rejoined us. They had caught 
the hol'scs, and had now ovel'taken us; but how in the 
wodd they bad accomplished this in the thick, blindin~ 
snowstorm, In the midst of the bare steppe, was" more 
than I could compl'ehend. The little old man, with 
his elbows and legs flying, came trotting "UP on the 
shaft-horse (the two other horses he had caught by 
the collars; it was impossible to lead them in the 
snowstorm). When they had caught up with me, he 
began to scold at my driver. 

" You see, YOll cross-eyed devil r YOll"-

"0 Uncle Mitritch,"1 cried the talkative fellow in 
the second sledge, "you alive? Come along whel'e 
wearel" 

The old man did not answer him, but continued to 
scold. When he had satisfied himself, he rejoined th!, 
second sledge. 

" Get em all?" was asked him. 
" Why, of course we did." 
And his small figure leaped up and down on the 

horse's back as he went ott at full trot; then he sprang 
down into the snow, and without stopping caught up 
with the sledge, and sat in it with his legs hanging 

I CoIIdenoed fOnD for DmIUlyfvlteb, "IOD of Dmitri." The peasante 
often call each other 111 the patroD1m1a. 
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over the side. The tall VasOi, just as before, took 
his place in perfect silence in the, front sledge with 
Ignashka j and then the two began to look for the road 
together. 

"What a spitfire! Great heavens! " muttered my 
driver. 

For a long time after thiS we drove on without 
stopping, over the white waste, in the cold, pellucid,· 
and wavering light of the snowstorm. When I opened 
my eyes, there before me rose the same clumsy, snow
covered cap j the same low dttgd or bell-bow, under 
which, between the leathern reins tightly stretched, 
there moved always at the same distance the head of 
the shaft-horse with the black mane blown to one sjde 
by the wind. And I could see, above his back, the 
brown off-horse on the right, with his ShOlt braided 
tail, and the whiffletree sometimes knocking against 
the dasher of the sleigh. If I looked below, then I 
saw the scurrying snow stirred up by the runners, and 
constantly tossed and borne by the wind to one side. 
In front of me, always at the same distance, glided the 
other troi'kas. To left and right, all was white and 
bewildering. Vainly the eye sought for any new 
object: neither verst-post, nor hayrick, nor fence was 
to be seen; nothing at all. Everywhere, all was 
white, white and fluctuating. Now the horizon seems 
to be indistinguishably distant, then it comes down 
within two steps' on every side i now suddenly a high 
white wall grows up on the right, and accompanies the 

• course of the sledges, then it suddenly vanishes, and 
grows up in front, only to glide on in advance, farther 
and farthe~ away, and disappear again. . 

As I look up, it seems light. At the first moment, I 
imagine that through the mist I see ,the stars i but the 
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ltan, .. I gaze, Bee into deeper and deeper depths, and 
I lee only the 8now falling into face and eyes, and the 
collar or my fur coat; I the sky has everywhere one 
tone of light., one tone of white,.-,olourIeq, monoto
DOD" and conatant.l1 ahiftiug. The wind Beema '" 
nry: at one moment it blows into my face, and flings 
the snow Into my eyes i the next it goes to one side, 
and peevisbly tosses the collar of , my shnba over my 

- head, and lnsultiugly slaps me in the face with it; then 
It Bods some crevice behind, and plays a tune upon it. 
I hear the soft, unceasing Crunching of the boofs and , 
the runners on the SDOW, and the mu1Ded tinkling of the 
bells, .. we speed over the deep snow. Only occa
lionally when we drive against the wind, and glide over 
the bare frozen crust, I can clearly distinguish Ignat'8 
energetic whisUing, and the full chords of the chime, 
with the resoundmg Jarring fifth i and these sounds 
break suddenly and comfortingly upon the melancholy 
character or the desert; and then again rings monoto
nously, with unendurable fidelity of execution, the 
whole of that moth·e whieh involuntarily coincides with 
my thoughts. 

One of my feet began to feel cold, and when I turned 
round so .. to protect it better, the snow which coy
ered my collar and my cap 'sifted down my neck, and 
made me shiyer i but still I was, for the most, comfort
able in my warm shuba, and drowsiness overcame me • ..... 
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VI. 

THINGS remembered and things conceived mixed and 
mingled with wonderful quickness in my imagination. 

"The mentor who is always shouting from the sec
ond sledge, what kind of a man must he be? Probably 

- red-haired, thick-set, with short legs, a man somewhat 
like Fe6dor Filippuitch our old -butler," is what I say 
to myself. 

And here I see the staircase of our.great house, and 
five of the house-servants who with towels, with heavy 
steps, carry the pianoforte from the L i I see FeOdor 
Fillppuitch with the Sleeves of his nankeen coat tucked 
up, carrying one of the pedals, and going iii advance, 
unbolting the door, taking hold of the door-kriob here, 
there pushing a little, now crawling under the legs i he 
is here, there, and everywhere, crying with an anxious 
voice contiilUally, "Look out, take more weight, you 
there in front! Be careful, you there at the tail
end! Up-up-up-don't hit the door. There, 
there! " 

"Excuse me, FeOdor Fiiippuitch! There ain't 
enough of us," says the gardener timidly, crushed up 
against the balustrade, aud allred with exertion, lifting 
one end of the grand with all his remaining strength. 
But Fe6dor FiUppuitch does not hold his peace. 

" And what does it mean?" I ask myself. " Does 
he think th~t he is of any use, that he is indispensable 
for the work in hand? or is 'be simply glad that God 
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baa given him this self-confident persuasive eloquence, 
and take. enjoyment in squandering it?" 

And I somehow see the pond, the weary servants, 
who, up fA) their knees in the water, drag the heavy 
net; and again F~odor Filippuitch, shouting to every
body, walking up and down on the bank, and only now 
and theD venturing to the brink, taking with his hand 
the goldeD carp, and letting the dirty water run ont 
from his watering-pot, so aa to fill it up with fresh. 

But here it is midday, in the month of July. Across 
the newly mown tu!"f of the lawn, under the burning 
perpendicular rays of the sun, I seem fA) be going 
somewhere. I am still ve!"y young; I am f!"ee from 
yearnings, free from deBirea. I am going fA) the pond, 
fA) my OWD favourite .poL between the rose-bUBht18 and 
the birch-tree alley; and I shall lie dowD and nap. 
KeeD is the sensatioD that I have, as I lie down, and 
look across the red thorny stems of the rose-bushes 
upon the dark ground with its dry grass and OD the 
gleaming bright-blue mirror of the pond. It is a sen
satioD of a peculiarly simple self-contentment and 
melancholy. All lU'Ound me is so lovely, and this 
loveliness haa such a powerful effect UpOD me, that it 
seems to me aa if I myself were good; and the one 
thing that vexes me is, that DO one is there fA) admire 
me. 

It is hot. I try to go fA) sleep for comfort's sake; 
but the flies, the unendurable flies, eveD here, give me 
no rest. They begiD fA) swarm around me, and obsti
nately, insolently as it were, heavy as cherry-stones, 
jump from my forehead to my hands. A bee buzzes 
Dear me in the sunbeam. Yellow-winged butterflies 
fly wearily from flower to flower. 

I gaze up. It pain. my eyes. The SUD shines too 

7S 
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bright through the light foliage of the bushy birch-tree, 
gracefully waving its branches high above my head, 
-and it grows hotter still. I cover my face with my 
h,.ndkerchief. It becomes stifling; and the flies seem 
t~ stick to my hands, on which the perspiration stands. 
In the rose-bush the sparrows twitter under the thick 
leaves. One hops to the ground almost within my 
reach, makes two or three feints to peck energetically 
at the ground, and after making the little twigs crackle, 

-and chirping gayly, flies away from the bushes; an
other-also hops to the ground, wags his little tail, looks 
around, and, like an arrow, flies off twittering after 
the 'first. At the pond are heard the blows of the 
pounder 'on the wet clothes; and the noise re-eehoes, 
and is carried far away down along the shore. I hear 
laughter and talking, and the splashing of bathers. 
The breath of the wind sweeps the tops of the birches 
far above my head, and bends them -down again. I 
hear it moving the' grass, and now the leaves of the 
rose-bushes toss and rustle on their stems. And now, 
lifting the corner of my handkerchief, it tickles my 
sweaty face, and pours in upon me in a cooling current. 
Through the opening where the handkerchief is lifted 
a fly finds his way, and timidly buzzes around my moist 
mouth. A dry twig begins to make itself felt under 
my back. No: it becomes unendurable; I must get 
it out. But now, around the clump of bushes, I hear 
the sound of footsteps, and the frightened voice of a 
woman:-

" Mercy on me! 1 whnt's to be done? And no man 
anywhere! " , 

" 'Vhat's th~.matter?" I ask, running out into the 
BUll, as a Berving~~oman, sCl"eaming, hurries past me. 

S "kh, bdtl"'Akll 
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She merely glances at me, wrings ber hands, and hur
ries along faster. And here comes also the seventy
year-old Matry6na, holding her handkerchief to her 
head, with her hair all in disorder, and hopping along 
with her lame leg in woollen stockings. Two girls 
come running, hand in hand i and a ten-year-old boy 
in his father's jacket runs behind, clinging to the linen 
petticoat of one of tbem. 

" What has happened?" I ask of them. 
" A muzbik drowned I " 
" Where?" 
"In tbe pond." 
" Wbo is be? one of ours?" 
"No, a tramp." 
The coachman ivAn, bustling about in his big boots 

over the mown grass, and the fat overseer 1 Yakot, all 
out of breath, come hurrying to the pond; and I follow 
anerthem. 

I experience the feeling which says to me, "Now 
jump in, and pull the muzhik out, and save him; and 
all will admire you," which was exactly what I wanted. 

" Where is he? where? It I asked of the throng of 
domestics gathered on the shore. 

" Over there in the deepest part, on the other shore, 
almost at the baths," says the laundress, stowing away 
the wet linen on her yoke. • .• "I see him dive i 
tbel'e he comes up again, then he sinks a second time, 
and comes up llgain, and then he cries, ' I'm drowning, 
help I' And then he goes down again - and then a 
lot of bubbles. And while I am looking ~n, the mu
zhik gets dl'Owned. And so I give the alarm: 'Help! 
a muzbik is dl'Ownmg I • .. 

And the iauudress, lifting the yoke upon her shoul
Ipr~ 



164 LOST ON TOE STEPPE, OR, TOE SNOWSTORJI. 

der, tU1"ning to one side, goes along the narrow foot
path away from the pond. 

"See! what a shame," says YakoC Ivanof the over
seer, in a despail'iog voice i "now there'll be a rumpus 
with the police COU1t 1_ we'll have enough of it. It 

One muzhik with a scythe makes his way through 
the throng of peasant women, chUdi'en, and old men 
gathered round the shore, and, hanging the scythe on 
the limb of a willow, leisurely takes olI his clothes. 

"Where was it? where was he d1"Owned?" I keep 
askiog, having still the desire to jump in, and do some
thing extraordinary. 

They point out to me the smooth surface of the 
pond, which is now and then just rufHed by the puffs 
of the b1"eeze. It is incomprehensible how he came to 
drown; for the water lies so smooth, beautiful and 
calm above him, shining golden in the midday suo, 
and it seems to me that I could not do any thing or 
surprise anyone, the more as I am a very poor swim
mer; but the muzhik is now pulling his shirt over his 
head, and instantly throws himself into the water. 
All look at him with hope aod anxiety.' After goiog 
into the water up to his neck, the muzhik turns back, 
and puts on his shirt again: he knows not how to 
swim. 

People keep coming down to the shore; the throng 
grows larger and larger; the women cling to each 
other: but no one brings any help. Those who have 
just come, offer advice, and groan; fear and despair are 
stamped on all faces. Of those who had come first, 
some have sat down, or stand wearily on the grass, 
others have gone back to their work. The old Matry6-
na asks her danghter whether she shut the oven-door. 

I _loti l1li. 



L()Sf' ON THE BJ'El'l'E; 0" THE B.VOJrSTORJI. 165 

The small boy iD his father's Jacket industriously8iDgs 
atones iDlo the water. 

ADd now from the house down the hill comes Tre
aorb. the buUer's dog. barking. and looking at the 
atnpid people." And lo! thent is FeOdor's taD figure 
honying from the hill-top. and abouting eomethiDg as 
he comes oot from behind the roee-boshes. -

"What are )'Ou atanding there. for?" he abouts, 
taking olf his coat as he runs. "A. IIUUl drowning. 
and there you are atanding around J Give us a rope." 

A.Il look at Fe6dor with hope and feu while he, 
leani.og his hand on the shoulder of ooe of the men
aenants, pries off his leR boot with the toe of the right. 

"There it was. wbere the people are standing. there 
at the righ\ of the willo~ FeOdor Fillppuitch. right 
there." sa,.. lOme one to him. 

"I know it, ,. he repbes i and kDiWng his brows, 
probably as a rebuke to the manifestatious of modesty 
risible among the WOJDe1l. he takes off his &hid and 
baptismal cross. handing U1em to the gardenel'-boywho 
stands ofIlcioosJy Dear him. and then stepping energe'
ically across tho mown grass comes to the pond. 

Truorka, unable to explain the ftUOIl for his maa
ter'a rapid motional stands irresolute near the erowd. 
and noisily eAts a few grass-blades 00 the shore. then 
loob questioningly at his master. and soddenly with a 
joyous bark plunges after him into the water. A.t first. 
nothing e&Il be seen excel" foam. and splashing water. 
which reached eTen to os. But 800Il the buUer. grace
fully apreading his arms in long strokes. aDd with 
regular motion lifting and sinking his back. swims 
across to the other ahore. Trezotb., however. gurgling 
iD the water. hastily returns. shakes himself near the 
crowd. and roIls over OIl his back upoa. the ahore. 
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While the butler. is swimming to the other side, two 
coachmen hasten to the willows with a net fastened to 
a. stake. The butler for some reason lifts up his 
hands, dives once, twice, three times, ea.ch time spew
ing from ·his mouth a stream of water, gracefully 
shaking his long hair, and paying no heed to the ques
tions which are showered upon him from all sides. At 
last he comes to the shore, and, so far as I can see, 
arranges for the disposition of the net. 

They haul out the net, but it contains nothing ex
cept slime and a few small carp flopping in it. They 
have just cast the net once more as I reach that side. 

The voice of the butler giving directions, the water 
dripping from the wet rope, and the sighs of dismay, 
alone break the silence. The wet rope stretches to 
the right wing, covers up more and more of the grass, 
slowly emerges farther and farther out of the water. 

"Now pull all together, friends, once more!" cries 
the butler's voice. The net appears, dripping with 
water. 

"There's something! it comes heavy, fellows," says 
some one's voice. 

And here the wings with two or three carp flapping 
in them, wetting and crushing down the grass, are 
drawn to shore. And through the delicate strata of 
the agitated depths of the waters, something white 
gleams in the tightly stretched net. Not loud, but 
plainly audible amid the dead silence, a Sigh of horror 
passes over the throng. 

" Pull it up on the dry land! pull it up, friends! " 
. says the butler's resolute voice; and the drowned man 
is pulled up. across the mown burdocks and other 
weeds, to the shelter of the willows. 

And hel'e 1 see my good old auntie in her silk dress. 
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I see her lilac sunshade with its flinge, - which some
how is incongruous with this picture of death terrible in 
its very simplicity,-and her face ready this moment to 
be convulsed with sobs. I realize the disappointment 
expressed on her face, because it is impossible to use 
the arnica; and I recall the sickening melancholy feel
ing that I have when she says with the simple egoism 
of love, "Come, my dear. Ah I how terrible this is I 
And here you always go in swimming by yourself." 

I remember how bright· and hot the sun shines on 
the dry ground, crumpling· under the feet; how it 
gleams on the mIrror of the pond; how the plump 
carp liap on the bank; how the schools of fish stir 
the smooth surface in the middle of the pond i how 
high in the air a hawk hangs, watching the ducklings 
which, quacking and spattering, swim through the 
reeds toward the centre i how the white tumulous thun
der-clouds gather on the horizon; how the mud, 
brought up by the net, is scattered over the bank; and 
how, as I come to the dike, I agaIn hear the blows 
of the clothes-pounders at work along the pond. 

But the clothes-pounder has a ringing sound i two 
clothes-pounders, as it were, ring together, making a 
chord i and this sound torments, pains me, the more 
as I know that this clothes-pounder is a bell, and 
Fe6dor Filippuitch does not cease. to flOg It. And 
this clothes-pounder, like an instrument of torture, 
squeezes my leg, which is freezing. - I fall into deep 
sleep. 

I was waked by what seemed to me our very rapid 
progress, and by two voices speaking close to me. 

"Say, Igoat, Igoat," says the voice of my driver. 
"You take my passenger i you've got to go anyway i 
it'. only wasted labour for mo: you take him." 



168 LOST ON THE STEPPE; OR, THE SNOWSTORM. 

Ignat's voice near me replies, "What fun would it 
be for me to answer for a passenger? • • • Will you 
treat me to a half-pint of brandy?" 

"Now! !Io half-pint! Call it a glass." 
"The idea, a glass!" cries the other voice; 

" bother my horses for a glass of vodka! " 
I open my eyes. Still the same unendurable whirl

ing snowflakes dazzling me, the same drivers and 
horses, but next me I see some sledge or other. My 
driver has caught up with Ignat, and for some time' 
we have been going side by side. 

Notwithstanding the fact that the voice from the 
other sledge advises not to take less than the half
pint, Ignat suddenly I·eins up his troi"ka. 

"Change the things; just your good luck! You'll 
give me the brandy when we meet to-morrow. Have 
you got much luggage? " . 

My driver, with unwonted liveliness, leaps into the 
-snow, makes mea: bow, and begs me to change into 
Ignat's sledge;- I am llerfectly willin-g. But evidently 
the pious littlemuzhlk is so delighted that he must 
needs express to everyone his gratefulness and pleas
ure. He bows to me, to Alyoshka, to Ignashka, an<l 
thanks us. 

"Well, now, thank the Lord! What a scheme this 
is lHeavens and earth! 1 we have been going half 
the night. Don't know ourselves where we are. He 
will take you, sir; i but my horses are all beat out. " 

And he transfers the luggage with vigorous activity. 
When it was moved, I got into the other sledge in 

spite of the win~hich almost carried me away. The 
sledge, especiall on that side toward which was spread 
the coat as a pro ftion against the wind, for the two 

I gOBpodi.bdtill./ok". • bdtiuB/oka-btlrin. 
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yamshcMks, was quarter buried in the snow; but behind 
the coat, it was warm and cosey. The little old man 
was lying with his legs hanging over, and the story.' 
teller was still spinning his yam: "At that very same 
time when the general in the king's name, you know, 
comes to Marya, you know, in the darkness, at this 
same time, Marya say~ to him, 'General, I do not. 
need you, and I cannot love you.; and, you know, you 
are not my lover, but my lover is the prince himself' 
-At this very time," he was going on to say; but, 
catching sight of me, he kept silence for a time, and 
began to puff at his pipe. 

"Well, bArin, you missed the story~ didn't you?" 
said the other, whom I have called the mentor. 

" Yes; but you are finely provided for behind here," 
said I. 

"Out of sheer dulness, - have to kcep ourselves 
from thinking. It 

"But, say, don't you know where we are now?" 
This question, as it seemed to me, did not please 

the yamshcMks. 
" Who can tell where we arc? Maybe we are going 

to the Kalmucks,lt replied the mentor • 
.. But what are we going to do? It I asked • 
.. What are we going to do ? Well, we are going, 

and will keep on going, It he said in a fretful tone . 
.. Well, what will keep us from getting lost? 

Besides, the horses will get tired in the snow. What 
then?" 

" Well, nothing." 
" But we may freeze to death." 
"or course we may, because we don't see any hay

ricks Just now i but we may come, you know, to the 
Kalmucks. First thing, we must. look at the snow. OJ 
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"But you aren't afraid of freezing to death, are 
you, bArin?" asked the little old man with quavering 
voice. 

Notwithstanding that he was making sport of me, 
as it were, it was plain that he was trembling all over. 

"Yes: it is growing very cold," I replied. 
"Ekh! bArln! You ought to do like me. No, no: 

stamp up and down, -that will warm you up." 
"Do it the first thing when you get to. the sledge," 

said the mentor. 
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VII. 

" Ir yoo please: aU ready! ... shouted Alyoshka from 
the front sledge •. 

The storm was so violent that only by violent exer
tion, leaning far forward and holding down the folds 
of my cloak with both hands, was I able to make my 
way t~rough the whirling snow, drifting before the wind 
under my very feet, over the short distance between 
me and the sledge. My former driver was still on his 
knees in the middle of the empty sledge i but when he 
saw me going he took off hIS big cap. the wind angrily 
tosaing up his hair, and asked me for a fee. Appar
ently he did not expect me to give it to him, because 
my refosal did not affrout him 10 the least. lIe even 
thanked me, waved his cap, and said, " Well, good 
lock to you, sir!·" and picking up the reins, and 
clucking to the horses, turned from os. 

Immediately Ignashka straightened his back, and 
ahouted to his horses. Again the sound of crunching 
hoofs, voices, bells, took the place of the howling 
wind which was chidy andible when we stood still. 
For a quarter of an hour after my transfer I did not 
sleep, and I diverted my mind by contemplating the 
form of my Dew' driver and horses. Ignashka was 
youthful in appearance, was coostantly jumping op, 
cracking his whip over the horses, shouting out, 
changing from one leg to the othf!r, and leaning for-

I 1I .. cf ... ....... 1drIa. 
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ward to fix the breeching for the shaft-horse, which 
was always slipping to one side. The man was not 
tall in stature, but well built as it seemed. Over his 
unlined sheepskin coat 1 he wore an ungirdled cloak, 
the collar of which was turned back, leaving his neck, 
perfectly bare; his boots were of leather, not felt; 
and he wore a small cap which he constantly took off and 
straightened. In all his motions was manifest not 
only energy, but much more, as it seemed to me, the 
desire to keep his energy alive. Moreover, the farther 
we went, the more frequently he settled himself on his 
seat, changed the position of his legs, and addressed 
himself to Alyoshka ;Lnd me: it seemed to me that he 
was afraid of losing hissphits. And' there was good 
reason: though the horses were excellent, the road at 
each step grew heavier and beavier, and it was notice
able that the horses' stt'ength was flagging. It was 
already necessRrY. to use the whip; and the shaft-horse, 
a good big, shaggy animal, stnmbled once or twice, 
though immediately, as if frightened, it sprang forward 
and tossed up its shaggy head almost to the bcll itsclf. 
The right off-horse, which I could not help watching, 
had a long leather breeching a<.lorned with tassels, 
slipping and sliding to. the left, and kept dropping the 
traces, and required the whip i bnt, being naturally a 
good and even zealous horse, seemed to be vexed at 
his own weakness, Ij.nd angrily tossed his head, as if 
asking to be driven. Indeed, it was terrible to see how, 
as the storm and cold increased, the horses grew weak, 
the road became worse; and we really did not know 
where we were, or where we were going, whethcr to a 
station or to any shelter whatsoever. And strange and 

I I"'lu,TlubklJ,' a garment of tanned sheepskin, the wool Inwards, and 
..... hlng to liIe knoea or even liIe 1IDklee. 
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ridiculous it was to hear the bells jingling so merrily 
and carelessly, and Ignatka shouting so energetically 
and delightfully as though it were a sunny Christmas 

. noon, and we were hurrying to a festival along the 
village street i and stranger than all it was to think 
that we werE! always riding and liding rapidly away 
from the place where we had been. 

Ignat began to sing some song in a horrible falsetto, 
but so loud and with such stops, duling which he 
whistled, that it was weh'd to listen to, and made one 
melancholy. 

" Hey-y-y I Why are you splitting your throat, 
IgnaU Hold on a bit I" said the voice of the mentor. 

"WhaU" 
" Hold o-o-o-o-n I " 
Ignat reined up. Again silence only broken by 

the wailing and whistling of the wind, while the snow 
began to pile up, l'ustling on the sledge. The mentor 
drove up to us. 

o "Well, what is it?" 
" Say II where are you going? .. 
" Who knows? " 
" Are your feet frozen, that you stamp so?" 
" They're frozen off." 
"Well, you ought to go this way. The way you 

were going means starvation,-not even a Kalmuck 
there. Get out, and it will warm your legs." 

"All right. Hold the horses-there." 
And Ignat stumped off in the direction indicated. 
" Have to keep looking all the time, have to get out 

and hunt; then you find the way. But this way's a 
crazy way to go," said the mentor. "See how tired 
the hOl'8eS are." 
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AU the time that Ignat was gone, and it was so long 
that I actually began to be afraid that he had lost his 
way, the mentor kept talking to me in a self-confident, 
easy tone, telling me how it was necessary to behave 
in a snowstorm; how much better it was to unhitch one 
of the horses, and let her go as God Almighty should 
direct; how sometimes you can see the_ starS occasion
·ally; and how, if he had taken the front place, we 
should have been at the station long before. 

"Well, how is it?" he asked, as Ignat came back, 
ploughing with difficulty knee-deep in snow. . 

"Not so bad. I found a Kalmuck camp,'" replied 
the driver, out of breath. " Still I don't know where 
we are. It must be that we have been going toward 
Prolgovsky forest. We must turn to the left." 

"Why worry? It must be the camp just behind our 
station," replied. the mentor. 

" I tell you it isn't." 
"Well, l've,seen it, and so I know. If it isn't that, 

then it's Tamuishevsko~. You must turn to the right; 
and soon-we'll be on the big bridge, - eight versts." 

"Say what you will, 'min't so. I have seen it," 
said Ignat angrily. . 

"Eh! what's that? I am a yamshchik as much as 
:you are." 

" Fine yamshchik! you go ahead; then." 
" Why should I go ahead? But I know." 
Ignat was evidently angry. Without l'eplying, he 

climbed to his seat, and drove on. 
"You see how cold one's feet get. No .way to 

warm them," said he to Alyoshka, pounding his feet 
more and more frequently, and brushing and shaking 
off the snow which had got into his boot-legs. 

I felt an uncontrollable desire to sleep. 
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VIII. 

"CAlf it be that I am going to freeze to death?" I 
asked myself, as I ,lr01Jped off. "Death, they say, 
always begins with drowsiness. It's much better to 
dl'Own than freeze to death, then they would pull me 
out of the net. However, it makes no difference 
whether one drowns or freezes to death. If only this 
stake did not stick into my back so, I might fOl'get 
myself." 

For a second I lost consciousness. 
" How will all this end?" I suddenly ask myself in 

thought, for a moment opening my eyes, and gazing 
at the white expanse, - "how will it end? If we 
don't find some hayricks, and the horses get winded. 
as it seems likely they will be very BOOn, we shall all 
freeze to death." 

I confess, that, though I wns afraid, I had n desire 
for something extraordinarily tl'llgic to happen to us; 
and this was stronger than the small fear. It seemed 
to me that it would not be unpleasant if at morning 
the horses themselves should bring us, half·frozen, to 
some far-off, unknowu village, where some of us might 
even perish of the cold. 

And while I have this thought, my imagination works 
with extraordinary clearness and rapidity. The horses 
become weary, the snow grows deeper and deeper, and 
now only the ears and the beli-bow are visible j but 
suddenly Jgnashka appears on horseback, driving his 
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troiKa past us. We beseech him, we shout to him to 
take us: but the wind carries away our voices; we 
have no voices left. Ignashka laughs at us, shouts to 
his horses, whistles, and passes out of our sight in 
some deep snow-covered ravine. A little old man 
climbs upon a horse, flaps his elbows, and tries to 
gallop after him; but he cannot stir from the place. 
MyoId driver, with his great Cap, throws himself upon 
him, drags him to the ground, and tramples him into 
the snow. "You're a wizard!" he cries. "You're 
a spitfire. We are all lost on your account." But 
the little old man flings a snowball at his head. He 
is no longer a little old man, but only a hare, and 
bounds away from us. All the dogs bound after him. 
The mentor, who is now the butler, tells us to sit 
around in a circle, that nothing will happen to us if we 
protect ourselves with snow: it will be warm. 

In fact, it is watm and cosey: our only trouble is 
thirst. I get out my travelling-case; I olIer everyone 
rum and sugar, and drink myself with great satisfac
tion. The story-teller spins some yarn about the rain
bow, and over our heads is a roof of snow and II 

rainbow. 
"Now each of you," I say, "make a chambel' in 

the snow, and go to sleep." The snow is soft and 
warm like wool, I make myself a room, and am just 
going iuto it; but Fe6dor Filippuitch, who has caught 
a glimpse of my money in my travelling-case, says, 
"Hold! give me your money, yon won't need it when 
you're dead," aud seizes me by the leg. I hand him 
the money, asking him only to let me go; but they 
will not believe that it is all my money, and they are 
going to kill me. I seize the old man's hand, and with 
indescribab~e pleasure kiss it: the old man's hand is 
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tender and 8Ott. At first he takes it away from me, 
but atterwards he lets me have it, and even caresses me 
with his other hand. Nevertheleea, Fe6dor Filippuitcb 
comes near and threatens me. I hasten to my cham· 
ber; it is not .. chamber, but a long white corridor, 
and lOme one pulls back on my leg. I tear mysclt 
away. 10 the· hand of the man who holds me back, 
remain my trousers and a part of my skiD; but I feel 
only cold and ashamed, - all the more ashamed be
cause my auntie with her sUDshade, and homO!Opathic 
pellets, comes &l1D in arm with the drowned mlUl to 
meet me. They smile, but do not understand tho signs 
that I make to them. I lling myself atter the sledge; 
my feet glide over the snow, but the little old D!1Ul fol. 
lows atter me, llapping his elbows. Ho comes close to 
me. But I hear Just in front of me two church-bells, 
and I know that I ahnll be sate when I reach them. 
The church-bells ring nearer and nearer; but the lit.tle 
old mlUl haa caught up with me, and 1h1ls with his 
body acroea my face, 80 that I can acarccly hear tho 
bella. Once more I &CUe his hand, and begin to kiea 
it; but the litUe old mlUl is no longer the httle old 
mao, but the drowned man, and ho cries,-

.. Ignashka, hold ou I h81'O are Akhmel's hayricks I 
just look I" 

That la strange to hear I no, I would rather wake up. 
1 open my eyes. The wind is llapping the tails of 

AlY08hka's cloak into my bee; my knees are uncov· 
ered. We are goiug over the bare crust, and the triad 
of the bells rings l)lcasanUy through the air with its 
dominant fifth. 

1 look, upecting to see the hayricks; but instead of 
hayricks, now that fIIY eyes nre wide open, I see some
t.Wug like a house with a balcony, and the ellmallated 

76 
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walls of a fortress. I feel very little interest in seeing 
this house and fortress; my desire is much stronger 
to see 1he white corridor where I had been walking, to 
hear the sound of the church-bells, and to kiss the little 
old man's hand. Again I close my eyes and sleep. 
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IX. 

I SLEEP sound. But all the time I can hear the 
chords of the bells, and in my dream I can see a dog 
barking and jumping after me i then the organ, one 
stop 01 which I seem to draw out; then the Frencb 
poem which I 11In composing. Then it seems to me 
that this tliad is some instrument 01 torture with which 
my right loot is constantly compressed. This was so 
severe thnt I woke np, and opening my eyes 1 rubbed 
my leg. It was beginning to grow numb with cold. 

The night was, as before, light, melancholy, white. 
The sledge and its passengers were still shaken by 
the same motion i there was Ignnshka siUing on one 
side and stamping his feet. There was the off-horse 
as before, straining ber neck, lifting ber feet, as she 
trotted over the deep snow i the tassel slipping along 
the reius, and whipping against the borse's belly i the 
bead of tbe shlllt,.horse, with tho waving mane, alter
nately pulling and loosening the reins attached to the 
bell-bow as it nodded np and down. But all this was 
covered and hidden with snow far more than before. 
The snow was whirled about in front of us, and cov
ered np our rUDners, and rea.ched above the horses' 
knees, and fell thick and fast on OU1' collars and caps, 
The wind blew now from the right, DOW from the left, 
and played with the collar and tails of Ignasbka's 
cloak, the mane of the horses, and howled above the 
bell-bow and the shafts. 
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It had become fearfully cold; and I had scarcely 
lifted my head out of my collar ere the frosty dry 
snow made its way, rustling,'into my eyelids, nose, and 
mouth, and ran down my neck. Looking around, all 
was white, light, and snowy; nothing anywhere except 
a melancholy light and the, snow. I felt a sensation 
of real tenor. Alyoshka was sitting cross-legged in 
the very depths of the sledge; his whole back was 
covered with a thick deposit of snow. 

Ignashka still kept up his spirits; he kept con
stantlypulling at the reins, stamping and pounding 
his feet. The bell also sounded strange. The horses 
sometimes snolted, but plunged along more quietly, 
though they stumbled more and more often. Ignashka 
again sprang up; swung his mittens, and began to sing 
in his clear, strong voice. Not ceasing to sing, he 
stopped the troika, tossed tl,1e reins on the dasher, and 
got out. The 'willd how led madly; the snow, as though 
shovelled down, was dashed upon the folds of my furs. 

I looked around. The third troika was nowhere to 
be seen (it had stopped somewhere). Next the second 
troika, in a mist of snow, could be seen the little old 
man making his way with long strides. Ignashka went 
three steps fl'Om thc sl~dge, sat down in the snow, took 
off his' girdle, and began to remove his boots. 

" What are you going to do?" I asked. 
"Must change my boots: this leg is frozen solid," 

he replied, and went on with his work. 
It was cold for me to keep my neck out of my collar 

to watch what he' was doing. I sat straight, looking 
at the off-horse, which, with legs spread, stood feebly 

. switching its snow-covered tail. The thump which 
Ignat gave the sledge as he clambered to his place 
startled me,. 
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"Wen, where are we now?" I asked. "Are we 
getting anywhere in the world? .. " 

"Don't you worry. We shall get there," he replied. 
" Now my feet are thoroughly warm, since I changed 
them." 

And he drove on; the bells jingled, the sledge again 
began to rock, and the wind whistled under the runners, 
and once more we struggled to swim through the limit
lese ocean of 811011'. 
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x. 

I SUNK into a sound sleep. When Alyoshka awoke me 
by punching me in the leg, and I opened my eyes, it 
was morning. It seemed even colder than it had been 
during the night. There was nothing to be seen but. 
snow; but a strong dry wind still swept the powdery 
snow across the field, and especially under the hoofs 
of the horses, and the runners of the sledge. The sky 
on the right toward the east was .of. a deep purple 
colour, but the bright reddish-orange rays of the sun
rise kept growing more and more clearly defined in it; 
above our heads, between the hurrying white clouds, 
scarcely tinged as yet, gleamed the sickly blue of the 
sky; in the west the clouds were bright, light, and 
fluctuating. Everywhere around, as far as the eye 
could see, lay the snow, white and deep, in sharply de-

_ fined strata. Everywhere could be seen gray hillocks 
where lay the fine, dry, powdery snow. Nothing was 
to be seen, - not even the shadow of a sledge, nor of 
e. human being, nor of a beasl;. The outline and colour 
of the driver's back, and of the horses, began to stand 
out clear and sharp aaaainst the white background. 
The rim of Ignashka's dark-blue cap, his collar, hiS 
hair, and even his boots, were white. The sledge 
was perfectly covered. The whole right SIde and the 
mane of the brown shaft-horse were plastered with 
snow. The legs of my off-horse were thick with it up 
to the knee, and the whole of the shaggy right flank 
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bad the same sticky covering. The tassel leaped up 
and down in BOrne sort of rhythm, the structure of 
which It would not be easy to represent; and the off
horse also kept to it In her gait: only by the gaunt 
belly rising and sinking, and by the banging ears, could 
It be Been how tired she was. 

Only one new object. attracted the attention: this 
was a verst-post, from which the snow had been blown 
away, leaving it clear to the ground, and making a 
perfect mountain on one side; while the wind was still 
sweeping it across, and drifting it from one side to the 
other. 

It was odd to me to think that we had gone the 
whole night without change of horses, not knowing for 
twelve hours where we were, and not comiug to our 
destination, and yet not really missing the road. Our 
bells seemed to sound more cheerful than ever. Ignat 
buttoned his coat up, and began to shout again. 
Behind us snorted the horses, and jingled the bells, of 
the troi'ka that carried the little old man and the men
tor; but the one who was asleep had wandered away 
from us somewhere on the steppe. 

A.fter going halt a verst farther, we came upon the 
fresb, and as yet unobliterated, traces of a sledge and 
troika; and occasionally drops of blood, caused by 
the whip on the horses' side, could be seen. 

"That was Filipp. See, he's got in ahead of us," 
said Ignashka. 

And here appears a little house with a sign, alone 
by itaeIt, near the road, standing iu the midst of the 
snow which covers it almost to tbe roof. Near tbe inn 
stands a trol'ka of gray horses, their hair rough with 
sweat, with wide-spread legs and dl'OOping heads. At 
the door, the snow is shovelled away, and the shovel 
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is standing in it j but it still falls from the roof, and 
the roaring wind whirls the snow around. 

Out from the door at the sound of our bells comes a 
big ruddy, l"ed-headed driver, with a glass of wine in 
his hand, and shouts something. Ignashka turns to 
me, and asks permission to stop. Then for the first 
time I faidy see his face; 
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XI. 

HIS features were not dark, dry, and regular, as I 
had reason to expect from his hair and build. His 
face was round, jolly, with a snub nose and a big 
mouth, and clear-shining eyes, blue and round.· His 
cheeks and neck were like well-worn cloth. His eye
brows, his long eyelashes, and the beard which evenly 
{lovered the lower part of his face, were crusted thick 
with snow, and perfectly white. 

The distance to the station was all of a half-verst. 
and we stopped. 

" Only be quick about it," I said. 
U Just a minute," replied Ignasbka, springing down 

from his seat, and going up to Filipp. 
U Let us have it, brother," said he, taking the glass 

in his right hand; and throwing his mitten and whip 
down on the snow, tipping back his head, he drank 
down at a gulp the glass of vodka. 

The inn-keeper, who must have been a discharged 
Cossack, came, with a bottle in his hand, out of the 
door. 

" Who have you got there?" he asked. 
The tall Vasili, a lean, blond muzhIk with a goatee, 

and the fat mentor, with white eyebrows, and a thick 
white beard framing his ruddy face, came up and also 
drank a glass. The little old man Joined the group 
of drinkers; but no one offered him any thing, and 
he went off again to his horses, fastened behind, 
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and began to stroke one of them on the back and 
side. 

The little old man was pretty much what I had im, 
agined him tobe; small, ugly, with wrinkled, strongly 
marked features, a thin little beard, a sharp nose, and 
WOl'll yellow teeth. He wore a driver's cap, perfectly 
new; but his sheepskin jacket 1 was old, soiled with 
oil, and torn on the shoulders and flaps, and did not 
cover his knees or his hempen trousers tucked into his 
huge felt boots. He himself was bent, and frowned 
all the time, and, with trembling lips and limbs, 
tramped around his sledge in his efforts to keep warm. 

"Well, Mitritch, you ought to bave a drink; it 
would warm you up," said the mentor to him. 

Mitritch gave a start. He arranged the horses' 
harness, straightened the bell-bow, and then came 
tome. 

" Say, badn," said he, taking his cap off from his 
whitehair and bowing very low, "all night long we 
have been wandering together j we have found the 
road. We would seem to deserve a bit of a drink. 
Isn't that so, sir, your eminence? 2 just enough to get 
warmed," he added with an obsequious smile. 

I gave him a quarter-ruble. The inn-keeper brought 
out a glass of vodka, and handed it to the old man. 
He laid aside his mitten and whip, and took the glass 
in his small, dark hand, bony and somewhat bluish; 
but strangely enough he could not control his thumb. 
Before he had lifted the glass to his lips, he dropped 
it in the snow, spilling the wine. 

All the drivers burst out laughing. 
" See, l\fitritch-to is half-frozen like; he can't hold 

Lis wine." 
I pO!lUhllbchlohka. 
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But Mitritch was greatly vexed because he had 
spilt the wine. 

They brought him, however, another glass, and 
poured it into his mouth. He immediately became 
jolly, went into the inn, lighted his pipe, began to 
show. his yellow worn teeth, and to scold at every 
word. After they had taken their last drinks, the 
drivers came back to their troiKas, and we set 01I. 

The snow kept growing whiter and brighter, till 
it made one's eyes ache to look at it. The orange
coloured reddish streaks stretched brighter and brighter, 
higher and higher, across the heavens; DOW the red 
circle of the sun appeared on the horizon through the 
bluish clouds; the blue sky came out in constantly 
increasing brilliancy and depth. On the road around 
the station the tracks were clear, distinct, and yellow; 
in some places were cradle-holes. In the frosty, bra
cing atmosphere, there was a pleasant exhilaration and 
freshness. 

1\Iy trOIKa glided along very swiftly. The bead of 
. the shaft-horse, and the neck with the mane tossing 
up to the bell-bow, constantly made the same quick, 
swinging motions under the hunting-bell, the tongue 
of which no longer struck, but scraped around the 
rim. The good side-horses, in friendly rivalry tug-

- _ ging at the frozen twisted traces, energetically galloped 
on, the tassels striking against their ribs and necks. 
Occasionally the olI-horse would plunge into some 
drift, and kick up the snow, filling the eyes with the 
fine powder. Jgnashka kept shouting in his gay 
tenor. The runners creaked over the dry, frosty snow. 
Behind ns, with a loud festival sound, rang the two 
sledge-chimes; and the voices of the drivers, made 
j?lly by wine, could be heard. 
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I looked back: the gray shaggy side-horses arching 
their necks, regularly puffing out the breath, with 
their curved bits, galloped over the snow. Filipp was 
flourishing his whip and adjusting his cap. The little 
old man, with his legs hanging out, was reclining as 
before in the middle oC his sledge. 

At the end of two minutes the sled"o-e scraped against 
the boards of the well-cleared entrance of the station
house; and Iguasbka turned to me, his jolly face 
covered with snow, where his breath had turned to 
ice, and said,-

" Here we are, b&rin I II 
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I .. 

.. As you may pleue to onler, madame. Bu\ it 
would be \00 bad to send aDy or the Dutlofs. They 
are all, without exceptiOD, good boys i but if you dou'\ 
take OIle or the house-aen'aots I you will have to &e1ld 
ODe or them withou\ fail," &:lid the Oversee!' i "aDd 
DOW all poiu\ to them. Downer, as roo wish." 

.And be placed his right hand 00 bis left, holding 
them both our his .tomach, tipped his head 00 ooe 
aide, .acked in his thin lipe. allD06\ amacl.ing them, 
tumed away his eyes, aDd held his peace, with the 
e1'ideo\ intentioo or holding i\ loog, aDd or list.eDiDg 
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without reply to all the nonsense which the mistress 
might say to him in this regard. 

The overseer had formerly been one of the house
hold servants, and now, this autumn evening, he was 
holding conference with his mistress, and was-standing 
before her, clean-shaven, in his long coat, the special 
dress of the overseer. The conference as the mistress 
understood it was to be devoted to reckoning the profits 
and losses of the past season, and in making arrange
ments for the one to come. As Yegor Mikhai:lovitch 
the overseer understood it, the conference consisted of 
the rite of standing in a corner firmly on his two feet, 
set wide apart, with his face turned to the sofa, listen
ing to all the good lady'S unending and aimless babble, 
and leading her by valious expedients to the point 
of saying hastily and impatiently, "Very good, very 
good," to all his suggestions. 

The point at issue just at present was the conscrip
tion. Three soldiers had to be sent from Pokrovskoe. 
Two were unquestionably named by Providence itself, 
with a due regard for family, moral, and economical 
conditions. Concerning them there could be neither 
hesitation nor quarrel on the part of the Commune,l 
or the lady of the manor, or the people in general. 

The third was harder to decide upon. The overseer 
wanted to avoid sending any of the three Dutlofs, and 
proposed Polikushka, a servant who had a family 
and a very bad reputation, having more than once been 
convicted of stealing corn, reins, and hay; but the 
mistress, who had often caressed Polikushka's ragged 
children, and by means of evangelical teachings had 
improved his morals, did not wish to let him go. At 
the same .time she had no ill-will against the Dutlofs, 
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whom she did not know and had never seen. And so 
she could not come to any decision at all, and the 
overseer hadn't the courage to explain to her explicitly 

\that it Polikushka did not go Dutlof would have to go. 
"Well, I don't wish to cause the Dutlofs any un

bappiness," she said with feeling. 
"It you don't want them to go, then pay three hun

dred rubles for a substitute," was the reply that he 
should have made her; but bis diplomacy was not 
equal to such an emergency. 

And so Y ~gor Mikhailovitch straightened himself up 
calmly, even leaned slightly on the door-post, and with 
a certain obsequiousness in his face watched how his 
mistress moved her lips, and how the shadow of the 
ruching on her bead-dress moved up and down on 
the wall under the picture. But he did not find it 
necessary to penetrate the meaning of her words. 
She spoke long anI! rapidly. His ears were moved by 
the convulsion of a yawn, but he adroitly changed it 
into a cough, which he hid with his hand, making do 

hypocritical noise. 
Not long ago I saw Lord Palmerston sitting with 

his bat on at the time when he was a member of the 
opposition, and destroyed the ministry, and, suddenly 
rising, replied in a three-hOU1'S' speech to all the points 
of his opponent. I saw that, and was not filled with 
amazement, because something not unlike it I had 
seen a thousand times in the dealings of Y~gor Mi
khailovitch with bis mistress. Either becau~e be was 
afraid of going to sleep, or because it seemed to him 
that she had already gone to great lengths, he shifted 
the weigbt of bis body lrom his left leg to his right, 
and began with the sacramental introduction as he 
always began:-
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"As you please, mylady-,-only-only-the Com
mune is to meet at my office, and it must be decided. 
In the requisition it says that Pokrovskoe must send a 
recruit to the city. And out of all the se1'fs, they 
point to the Dutlofs, and to no one else. But the 
Commune doesn't care for your interests; it's all the 
same to them if we ruin the Dutlofs. .'. . You see, 
I know how they have been struggling to get along. 
Since I have had charge, they have been- in the 
depths of poverty. Now that the old man is just 
about to have his young nephew's help, we've got to 
ruin them. But I, you will please take notice, am 
working as much .for your interest as my own. 'Tis 
too bad, my lady, that you should set your mind on it 
so. They are no kith or kin of mine, and I have had 
nothing from them." . . . 

"Oh, I didn't think, Yego!'," interrupted the lady, 
and immediately she felt convinced that he had been 
bribed by the Dutlofs. 

"And they've got the best farm in all Pokrovskoe ; 
God-fearing, work-loving muzhiks. The old man has 
been an elder in the church 1 for thirty years. He 
doesn't drink wine, nor use bad language, and he's a 
church-goer. [The overseer knew how to be plausi
ble.j And chief of all, I will tell you, he has only 
two sons, and the other one's a nephew. The Com
mune make the decree; but, according to the existing 
rule, it would be necessary for a man.with two-to have 
a special vote. Others who have had three sons have 
given them farms of their own, and come to wretched
ness; but these people are acting right, and this is the 
way their virtue is rewarded." 

1 BtarOBta tBerkQtmlli, a small omce, glviDg the man the privilege of seil
Ing candle., etc. 
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The lady did not understand this at all, - did not 
understand what he meant by "special vote," and 
" virtue. .. She heard only sounds, and she looked at 
the nankeen buttons on the overseer's coat: the upper 
button he rarely fastened, so that it was on tight; but 
the strain had come upon the middle one. and it hung 
by a thread, so that it would soon need to be sewed on 
again. But, as everybody knows, it is absolutely un
necessary in a business conversation for you to under
stand what is said, but it is necessary only to bear in 
mind what you yourself wish to say. And the lady 
acted on this principle. 

"Why aren't you willing to understand, Yegor 
Mikhailovitch 1" said she. "1 am sure I don't wish 
any of the Dutlofs to go as a soldier. 1 should think, 
that, as well as you kJloW me, you might feel assured 
that 1 would do every thing to help my people, and that 
1 do not wish them to be unhappy. You know that 1 
am ready to sacrifice every thing to avoid this wretched 
necessity, and keep both of the men from going. [1 
know not whether it came into the "Overseer's head, that 
the avoidance of the wretched necessity did not require 
the sacrifice of . every thing, but merely three hundred 
rubles; but this thought might have easily occurred to" 
him.] One thing 1 assure you, and that is, we will not 
let Polikei go. When, after that atrair of the clock, he 
confessed to me, and wept, and vowed that he would 
reform, 1 had a long talk with him; and 1 saw that he 
was touched, and that he really repented. [" Well, 
she's in for it," thought Yegor Mikhailovitch, and 
began to gaze at the jam which stood in a glass of water' 
by her side. "Is it orange, or lemon 1 1 think it 
must taste bitter," he said to himself.] Since that 
time Benn months have passed, and he has not been 

77 
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once dl·unk, and he has behaved admirably. His wife 
told me that he had become another man. And now, 
why do you wish me to punish him, when he has 
reformed? Yes i and wouldn't it be inhumane, to send 
a -man who has five children, and no one to help him? 
No, you had better not speak about that, Y~gor." ••• 
And the lady took a sip from the glass. 
Y~gor Mikhailovitch watched the water disappearing 

down her throat, and consequently his answer was 
short and dry; -

" Then you order one of the Dutlofs to be sent? .. 
The lady clasped her hands. 
"Why can't you understand me? Do I wish to 

make Dutlof unhappy? Have I any thing against 
him? God is my witness how ready I am to do every 
t.hing for tllem. [She glanced at the picture in the 
comer, but remembered that it was nota holy pic
ture. " Well, -it's all the same, that's not the point 
at all," she tliolight. Again it was strange that it did 
not occur to her to offer the tllree hundred mbles!] 
But what can I do abont it? Do I know tlle ways and 
means? I have no way of knowing. Well, I depend 
upon you i you know my wishes. Do -what you can to 
satiSfy everybody i bnt have it legal. _ What's to be 
done? They are not the only ones. Troublons times 
come to all. Quly, Polik~l must not be sent. You 
must know that that would be terrible for me ... 

She would have gone on speaking, -she was so 
excited, - but just then a chambermaid came into the 
room. 

" Is that you, Duniasha?" 
"A muzhik is here, and asks for Yegor MikhaUn

itch i they are waiting for him at the meeting," said 
Duniasha, and looked angrily at Y~gor Mikhailovitch. 
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"What an overseer he is!" sbe &aid to henelf, 
"stirring up my mistress. Now &be won"& get to 
sleep till two o"clock a.,"'Ilin ... 

"Now go, YEgor,"" said the lady. "Do the best 
you can ... 

"I obey. [He now Bail! nothing at all abon' 
Dutlof.] Bu& sbal1 I send to the gardener for the 
mouey'" 

., Haan"& Petnlshka got back from town"" 
"No& yet." 
.. But can"t Nikolai go , .. 
.. Papa baa the IllJDba.,cro," said DunjaAAL 

"Won', 1°U have me go to-monow'" asked the 
overseer. 

"No, you are needed here, Yegor." TIle lad, 
paused to consider. "How much money'" 

" Four hllDdred and sixty-two rubles."" 
"Send Polik6 to me," said the lady,looldng res0-

lutely into Y~r"8 face. 
TIle overseer Dot opening his teeth stretched his lips 

into • lIOn of smile, but did not alter his expression. 
"Very welL" 
.. Send him to me." 
" Very welL" And Y egor llikhailovitch Yent to 

hill oftIce. 
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II. 

POLlui, as a man of no consequence, and inclined 
to be disreputable, and moreover as being from an
othel' village, had no one to look out for his interests, 
neither ~he housekeeper nor the butler, neither the over
seer nor the housemaid. And his corner, where he lived 
with his wife and five children, was as wretched as it 
could be. The corners had been arranged by the late 

-I 'lZlUW,f;'id.'h8J:i'1.... .. a~i'~~.;. 'T'1>R...~ ... wa~ .. k.oot. +mret'U,y 

feet long, and built of stone; in the middle stood 
the great Russian' stove; around it ran a collidor, as the 
servants called~ it; and in each com~r a room was 
p~1;itioned off' by boards. Of course there was not 
much room, especially in Polik~i's corner which was 
next the door. The nuptial couch, with quilted coun- , 
terpane and chintz pillows; a cradle with a baby in it i 
a three-legged table which served for cooking, wash
ing, piling up all the household utensils, and as a 
w!>rk-table for Polik~i, who was a horse-doctor i tubs, 
clothes, hens, a calf, and the seven members of the 
household, - occupied the corner i and there would 
not have been room to move, had it not been that the 
common stove offered its share of room (though even 
this'was covered with things and human beings), and 
that it was possible to get out upon the door-steps. 
It was not always possible, if you stop to think: in 
October it begins to grow cold, and there was only one 
warm sheep-skin garment for the whole fnmily. And 
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so the' young children were obliged to g~t warm by 
runuing about, and the older ones by working and 
taking turns in climbing npon the big stove, where the 

. temperature was as high as ninety degrees. It must 
have been terrible to live in such circumstances, but 
they did not find it so: they were able to get along. 

AkuUna did the washing and mending for her hus
band and children; she SpUD and wove and bleached 
her linen; she cooked and baked at the common stove, 
and lcolded and quarrelled with her neighbours. The 
monthly rationl lufficed not only for the ohildren, but 
also for the feed of the cow. The fil'ewood was plen
tiful, also fodder for the cattle j and hay from the 
stable fell to their share. They had an occasional 
bunch of vegetables. The cow would give them a calf ; 
then they had their hens. PoliktSi had charge of the 
stable: he took care of the young colts, and bled 
horses and cattle; he cleaned their hoofs, he tapped 
varicose veins, and made a salve of peculiar virtue, 
and this brought him in some money .and provisions. 
Some of the oats belonging to the estate also made 
their way into his possession: in the village there 
was a man who regularly once a month, for two small 
measures, gave twenty pounds of mutton. 

It would have been easy for them to get along, had 
there not been 'moral suffering. But this suffering was 
severe for the whole family. Polikel had been from 
childhood in a stable, in another village. The- groom 
wbo had oharge of him waa the \Yom thief in tbe 
neighbourhood; tbe Commune banished him to Siberia. 
Polik~i soon began to follow this groom's example, 
and thus became fl'Om early youth accustomed to these 
UttZs trick., so that afterward, when he would have 
been glad to break loose from the habit, he could not. 
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He was young and weak; his father and mother 
were dead, and his education had been neglected. He 
liked to get drunk, but he did not like to see things 
lying round loose: whether it were ropes' or saddle, 
lock or coupling-bolt, or any thing even more costly, 
no matter, it found its way into Polikei's possession. 
Everywhere were men who would take these things, 
and pay for them in wine or money according to 
agreement. Money gained this way comes easy, the 
people say: no learning is needed, no hard work, 
nothing; and if you try it once, you won't like other 
workL One thing is, however, not good in such labours: 
however cheaply and easily things are acquired in this 
way, and however pleasant life becomes, still there is 

'danger that disaffected people may suddenly object to 
your profession, and cause you tears, and make your. 
life unhappy. 

This was what happened in Polikei's case. He got 
married, and God gave him great happiUess: his wife, 
the daughter of a herder, proved to be a healthy, 
bright, industrious woman. Their children came in 
quick succession. Polikel had not entirely abandoned 
his trade, and all went well. Suddenly temptation 
came to him, and he fell; and it was a mere trille that 
caused his fall. He secreted a pair of leather. reins 
.that belonged to a muzhik. He was detected, thrashed, 
taken to the mistress, and afterwards watched. A 
second time, a third time, he fell. The people began 
to make complaints. The overseer threatened to send 
him to the atmy; the lady of the house expostulated; 
his wife wept, and began to pine away: in fact, every 
thing went entirely wrong. As a man, he was kindly, 
and not naturally bad, but weak; he loved to drink, 
and he had such a strong taste for it, that, he could 



Z>OLIlC U8HlCA. 199 

not resist. His wife would scold him and even beat 
him when he came in drunk, but he would weep. 
"Wretched man that I am," he would say, "what 
"hall I do? Tear out my eyes. I will swear 011', I 
won't do it again." But 10 I in a month's time he 
goes out, gets drunk, and is not seen for two days • 

.. Where on earth does he get the money to go on 
sprees?" the people asked themselves. His latest 
escapade was in the matter of the office-clock. In the 
office there was an old clock hanging on the wall. It 
bad not gone for years. Polik~i got into the office 
alone when it bppened to be unlocked. He took a 
fancy to the clock, carried it 011', and disposed of it in 
town. . Not long afterward it happened that the shop
keeper, to whom he sold it, came out 00 some holiday 
to visit his daughter, who was married to one of the 
house-servants; and he happened to mention the clock. 
An investigation was made, though it was hardly oeces
sary. The overseer especially disliked Polik~i. The 
theft was traced to him. They laid the matter before 
the lady of the house. The lady of the house sum
moned Polikei. He fell at her feet, and, with touch
ing contrition, confessed every thing as his wife had 
counselled him ~ do. He accomplished it admirably. 
The lady began to reason with him. She talked and 
she talked, she lectured and she lectured, about God 
and duty and the future life, and about his wife, and 
about his children; and she afl'ected him to tears. 
Tbe lady said, -

" I will forgive you, only promise me that you will 
never do it again." 

U Never in the world. May the earth swallow me, 
may I be torn in pieces!" said Polikei'; and he wept 
in a touching manner. 
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Polikei' went home, and at home wept all day like 
a calf,and lay on the stove. From that time forth 
Polikei had conducted himself in a way above re
proach. But his life ceased to be happy. The people 
regarded' him as a thief j and now that the hour of 
conscription had come, all felt that, it was a good way 
to get lid of him. 

Polikei was a horse-doctor, as we have already said. 
How he so suddenly developed into a horse-doctor. was 
a mystery to every one, and. to himself most of all. 
In the stable where he had been with the groom who 
had been exiled to Siberia, he had fulfiIled no other 
duty than that of clearing manure out of the staIls, or 
occasionaIly currying the horses, and carrying water. 
It was not there that he could have learned it. Then 
he became a weaver; then he worked in a garden, 
cleared paths; then he got leave of absence, and 
became a porter 1 for a merchant. But he could not 
have got any practice there. But when he was last at 
home, somehow or other, little by little, his reputation 
began to spread for having an extraordinary, if not 
even supernatural, knowledge of the ailments of horses. 

He let blood two or three times j then he tripped 'up 
a horse, and made an incision in its fetlock i then he 
asked to have the horse brought to a stall, and began 
to cut her with a needle until the blood came, although 
she kicked, and even squealed: and he said that this 
was meant" to let.the blood out from under the hoof." 
Then he explained to a muzhik that it was necessary 
to bleed the veins in both frogs" for greater comfort," 
and he began to strike his wooden mallet upon the 
blunt lancet. Then under tile side of the dvornik's 
horse he twisted a bandage made of a woman's ker-

I dtlOmik. 
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chief. Finally he began to scatter oil of vitriol over the 
whole wound, wet it from a bottle, and to give occasion
ally something to take intemally, as it occurred to him. 
And the more he tormented and killed the poor horses, 
the more people believed in him, and brought him their 
horses to cure •. 

I think that it is Dot quite seemly of us gentlemen 
to make sport of Polik~i. The remedies which he 
employed to stimulate belief in him were the very 
same which were efficacious for our fathera, and will 
be efficacions for us and our children. The muzhik, 
as he held down the head of his one mare, which not 
only constituted his wealth, but was almost a part 
of his family, and watched, with both confidence and 
terror, Polik~'s face marked by a consequential frown, 
and his Blender handa, with the sleeves rolled up, with 
which he managed always to pinch the very places that 
were most tender, and boldly to hack the living body 
with the secret thought, .. Now here's to lnck," and 
making believe that he knew where the blood was, and 
where the matter, where was the dry and 'Where_was 
the fluid vein, and holding the handkerchief of healing 
or the phial of sulphuric acid, - this muzhik could not 
imagine such a thing as Polikei raising his hand to cut . 
withont the requisite knowledge. He himself could 
Dot have done· such . a thing. And, as BOOn as the 
incision was made, he did not reproach himself because 
he had hacked unnecessarily. 

I don't know how it is wit.h yoo; but I have had 
experience with a doctor who, at my own request, 
treated people who were very dear to my heart in almost 
exactly tbe same way. The veterinary lancet and the 
mysterious white phial with corrosive sublimate, and 
the words, .. apoplezy, Aemorrhoid.!, blood-letting, pu," 
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and so forth, are they so different from "nerve~, 

r~eumatism, organism," and tlj.e others? Wage du zu 
£"en und zu triiumen, - "dare to be in. error and to 
dream," - was said not only to poets, but to doctors 
and veterinary surgeons. 
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III. 

OM that very evening, while the elders had come 
together at the office to settle upon a recruit, and while 
their voices were heard amid the chill darkness of the 
October night, Polik~i. was sitting upon the edge of his 
bcd at the table, and was triturating in a bottle some 
veterinary medicament, the nature of which he himself 
knew not. It was II mixture of corrosive sublimate, 
sulphur, Glauber's salts, and grll&'J, which he was 
compounding, under some impression that this grass 
was good for broken wind and other ailments. 

The children were already abed; two on the stove, 
two on the couch, one in the cradle, beside which ad 
Akulina with her spinning. The candle-end, which 
remained from some of his mistress's that had not 
been properly put away, and Polik~i bad taken care of, 
stood in a wooden candlestick on the window; and in 
order that ber husband might not be disturbed in bis 
important task, Akulina got up to snuff the candle 
with her fingers. There were. conceited fellows who 
considered Polik~ as a worthless borse-doctor, and a 
worthless man. Others - and tbey were in the major
ity.- considered him worthless as a man, but a great 
master of his calling. Akulina, notwithstanding the 
fact that she often berated and even beat her husband, 
considered him beyond a peradventure the first horse
doctor and the first man in the world. 

Polik~i poured into the hollow of his band some 
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spice. (He did not use scales, and he spoke ironi
-cally of the Germans who. used scales. "This," he 
would say, "is not an apothecary-shop.") PoliMi 
hefted the spice in his hand, and shook it up; but it 
seemed to him too little in quantity, and, for the tenth 
time, he added more. " I will put it all in, it will 
have a better effect," he said to himself. Akulina 
quickly looked up ~ she heard the voice of her lord 
and master, expecting orders; but seeing that it was 
nothing that concerned her, she shrugged her shoulders. 
" Ho! great chemist! Where did he learn it all?" 
she thought to herself, and again took up her work~ 
The paper from which the spice was taken fell under 
the table. Akulina did not let this pass. 

" Aniutka !- "1 she cried, "here, your father has 
dropped something:- come and pick it up." 

Aniutka stuck out her slender bare legs from under 
-the dress that covered her, and, like a kitten, crept. 
onder the table, and picked up the paper. 

"Here it is, papa," said she, and again plunged 
into the bed with her cold feet. 

"Stop pushing me," whimpered her younger sister, 
iu a sleepy voice, hissing her 8'S. 

" I'll give it to you," said Akulina, and both heads 
disappeared under the wrapper. 

"If he will pay three silver rubles," muttered 
Polikel, shaking the bottle, "I will cure his horse. 
Cheap enough," he added. "I've racked my brains 
for it. Come now, Akulina, go and borrow some to
bacco of Nikita. We will pay it back to-morrow." 

And Polikei drew from his u'Ousers a linden-wood 
pipe, that had once been painted, and that had sealing
wax for a mouthpiece, aud began to put it in order. 

I Pe88Qlll d1mlnul\\·. for Anna. 
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AkuUna pushed aside her flax-wheel. and went out 
without a woni of reply. though it was a struggle for 
her. Polik~i opened the cupboard. put away his bot
tle. and applied to his mouth an empty jug. But the 
vodka was all gone. He scowled; but when his wife 
brought him the tobacco. and he had lighted his pipe. 
and began to smoke. sitting on the couch. his face 
gleamed with complacency and the pride that a man 
feels when he has ended his day's work. 

He was even thinking how. on the morrow. he 
would seize the tongue of a horse. and pour into her 
mouth that marvellous mixture. or he was" ruminating 
on the fact of how a man of importance met with no 
refusals. as w~ proved by Nikita sending him the 
tobacco i and the thought wall pleasant to him. Sud
denly the door. which swung upon one hinge. was 
flung open; and into the room came a gi1'l from the 
tlPper house. - not the second girl. but a small 
damsel employed to run of errands. (Everybody co.lls 
the mano .... house tlpper. even though it may be built 
on a lower level.) Aksiutka. as the damsel was called. 
always flew like lightning; and on this account her 
arms were Dot. folded. but swung like pendulums, in 
proportiOD to the swiftness of her motions, Dot by her 
side. but in front of her body. Her cheeks were always 
redder than her pink" dress; her tongue always ran as 
swiftly as her legs. She flew into the room, and hold
ing by the' stove. for some reason or other. she began 
to wave her arms i and as though she wished to utter 
not less than two or three words at once, and scarcely 
stopping to get breath, ahe suddenly broke out as 
follows, addressing Akulina : -

.. Our lady bids Polik~i llyitch to come up to tbe 
house this minute. - she does. [Here she stopped, 
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and drew a long breath.] Yegor Mikbaltch was at the 
house, and talked with our lady about the necruits; 
and they've tookPolikel TIyitch •••• Avdot'ya Miko
Mvna bids you come up this very minute. -..• Avdo
t'ya Mikolavna bids you [again a long breath] come 
up this minute." 

For thirty seconds AkSiutka stared at Polikei, at 
Akulina, at the children, who were asleep under the 
wrapper; then she seized a hazel-nut shell that was 
rolling around on the stove, and threw it at Aniutka, 
.and once more repeating, "Come up this minute," Hew· 
like a whirlwind out of the room; and the pendulums, 
with their wonted quickness, outstripped the course of 
her feet. 

Akulina got up again, and fetched her husband his 
boots. The boots were soiled and ripped: they had 
been made for a soldier. She took down from the 
stove a kaftan, and handed it" to him without looking 
at him. 

" llyitch, are you going to change your shirt? " 
" Nay," said Polikei. 
Akulina did not· look into his face once while he 

silently put on his boots and coat, and she did well 
.... not to look at him. Polikei's face was pale, his chin 
trembled, and in';" his eyes there came that expression 
of deep and submissive unhappiness, akin to tears, 
peculiar to weak and kindly men who have fallen into 
sin.· He brushed his hair, and was about to go. His 
wife kept ·him back, and arranged his shirt-band, which 
hung below his cloak, and straightened his cap. 

"Say, Polikei llyitch, what does the mistress want 
~f. you?" said the voice of the joiner's wife on the 

'l" side of the partition. 
joiner's wife had, that very morning, been en-
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gaged In a warm dispute with AlruUn&, in regard to a 
pot of lye which Polik~i'. children had spilt; and, at 
the tlrst moment, she was glad to hear that Polik~ was 
summoned to the mistress. It could not be for any 
thing good. Moreover, she was a sharp, shrewd, and 
shrewish woman. No one understood better than she 
how to use her tongue; at least, 80 she herself thought • 

.. It must be that they are going to send you to the 
city to be a merchant," she continued. "I suppose 
they want to get • trusty man, and so wiJ1 send you. 
YOIl must sell me then some tea for. quarter, Polekei 
Dyit.ch." 

AkullDa restrained her tears, and her lips took on 
an upression of bitter anger, as though she would 
have wound her fingers in the untidy hair of that slat
t.em, the Joiner'. wife; but when she glanced at her 
children, and thought that they might be left orphans, 
and she a soldier'. widow, she forgot the shrewish 
joiner'. wife, covered her face with her hands, sat 
down on the bed, and leaned her head on the pillow • 

.. MAmIlHa, you are squeesing me," cried the little 
girl who hissed her "., and she pulled away her dress 
from under her mother's elbow. 

" I wish ),Oll were all of you dead I You were bom 
for misfortune," cried Akullna; and she began to walk 
up and down the comer, wailing, much to the delight 
of the Joiner'. wife, who had Dot yet forgott.en about 
the lye. 
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IV. 

A HALF-HOUR passed by. The baby began to cry. 
AkuHna took him, and gave him the breast. She was 
no longer weeping; but resting her thin, tear-stained 
face on her hand, she fixed her eyes on the fiickering 
candle, and asked herself why she had got married, 
and why so many soldiers were needed, and, still more, 
how she might pay back the joiner's wife. 

Her husband's steps were heard; she wiped away 
the traces of the teal's, and got up to light his way. 
Polik~i came in with an air of triumph, threw his hat 
on the bed, drew a long breath, and began to take 011 
his clothes. 

"Well, what was it? why did she call you?" 
" Hm! a good reason! Polikushka is the lowest 

of men j but, when there is something needed, who is 
called on? Polikushka ! ,. 

"What is it?" 
Polik~i did not make haste to reply": he smoked 

his "pipe, and kept spitting. 
" She wants me to go to the merchant, and get her 

money." 
" Get her money! .. repeated Akulina. 
Polik~i grinned and nodded. ~ 
"How well she knows how to talk! 'You had,' 

says she, 'the reputation of being untrustworthy, but I 
have more faith in you than in anyone else. [Polik~i 

raised· his voice 80 that his neighbours might ~ear.] 
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'YOQ promised me to reform,' says she, 'and here is 
the first proof that I believe in you: go,' says'she, ' to 
the merchant, get some money for me, and bring it 
back~' And says I, 'My lady,' says I, 'we be all 
your slaves, and it be our duty to serve you as faith
fully as we serve God, and so I feel that I can do 
every thing for your well-being, because lowe it to 
you, and I could not refuse no service; so, whatever 
you order, that I will perform, because I be your slave.' 
[He again smiled with that peculiar smile of a mall 
who is weak, but good-natured, and has been guilty of 
some sin.] 'And so,' says she, 'will you do. this 
faitht'ully 7 Do you understand,' says she, ' that yOO1" 
fate depends upon this 7' -' How can I help compre
hending that I can do it? People may slander me, and 
anyone may fall into sin; but it would be a moral 
impossibility for me do any thing contrary to your 
interest, nor even think of it.' So, you see, I talked 
to her till my lady was just as soft as wax. 'You will 
be,' aays she, ' my principal man.' [He was quiet for 
a moment, and again the same smile played over his 
face.] I know very well how to talk with her. When 
I used to go on leave of absence, I got practice in 
talking. Only let me talk with 'em, I make 'em just 
like silk." 

" Much money 7" asked Akulina. 
"Fifteen hundred rubles," replied Polikei carelessly. 
She shook her head. 
" When do you go? " 
"To-morrow, she said. 'Take a horse,' says she, 

'anyone you wish, come to the office, and God be 
with you.''' 

"Glory to thee, 0 Lord!" exclaimed Akulina, get
ting up and crossing herself. "God be thy help, 

78 



210 POLIKU8HKA. 

Ilyitch," she added in a whisper, so as not to l>e heard 
beyond the partition,. and holding him by the sleeve 
of his shirt. "llyitch, heed what I say; I will pray 
Christ the Lord, that you go in safety. Kiss the 
cross, that YOIl will not take a dl'op into your mouth." 

"But of course I am not going· to drink, when I 
have all that money with me I" he said with a snort. 
" Some one was playing there on the piano, - hand
somely, my I " he added, after a silence breaking ~nto 
a laugh. "It must have been the young lady. I was 
standing right before her, near·the sh(ffonere-that 
is, before her ladyship j but the young lady was there 
behind the door, pounding away. She bangs and she 
bangs so harmoniously-like- She just makes it 
sil)g, I tell you I I should like to playa little, that's 
a fact. I'd have liked to gone in just for once. I 

am just right 1.or such things: To-morrow give me a. 
clean shirt." 

And they went to bed happy. 
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v. 
lfEANTIHE the office was bqzzing with the voices of 

the muzhiks. It was no laughing matter. Almost all 
the muzhiks were in the meeting; and whileY~gor 
MikhAilovitch was conferring with her ladyship, the 
men put on their hats, more voices began to be heard 
above the general conversation, and the voices became 
louder. 

The murmur of many voices, occasionally inter
rupted by some eager, heated discourse, filled the air; 
and this murmur, like the sound of the roaring sea, 
came to the ears of the lady of the house, who felt at 
hearing it a nervous unrest analogous to the feeling 
excited by a heavy thunder-shower. It was neither 
terrible nor yet unpleasant to her. It seemed to her 
that the voices kept growing louder and more turbu
lent, and then some one person would make himself 
heard." Why should it be impossible to do every 
thing genUy, peaceably, without quarrel, without 
noise?" she said, "according to the sweet law of 
Christianity and brotherly love? .. 

Many voices suddenly were heard together, but 
louder than all shouted Fe6dor mzun, the carpenter. 

. -
He was a.man who had two grown sons, and he attacked 
the DuUofs. The old man DuUof spoke in his own 
derence; he came out in front of the crowd, behind 
which he had been standing, and spreading his arms 
wide and lifting up his beard spoke so rapidly, tn a 
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choked voice, that it would have been hard for him
self to know what he was saying. His children and 
nephews, fine young fellows, stood and pressed behind 
him; and the old man Dutlof reminded one of the one 
who is the old lten in lohe game of KOTshun,l or 
" Hawk." Nezun was . the hawk; and not R~zun 
alone, but all those who had two sons, and all the bach
elors, almost all the meeting, in fact, united against 
Dutlof. The trouble lay· in this: Dutlof's brother 
had been sent as a soldier thirty years beJore; and 
therefore he did not wish to be considered· as . on~ of 
those who had three men in the family, but he desired 
his brother's service to be taken into account, and 
that be should be reckoned as one wbo bad two grown 
assistants, and that the third recruit should be taken 
from that set. 

There were four families, besides Dutlof's, that had 
three able-bodied men. But one was the village elder's, 
and bis mistress. bad freed him from service. From 
another family, a recruit had been taken at the last 
conscription. From the other two families, two men had 
been already nominated, and one of them had not come 
to the meeting; but his wife stood, heavy at beart, in 
the very rear, anxiously hoping that somehow the wheel 
would turn in favour of her happiness. The other of 
the two nominees, the red-haired Roman, in a torn 
cloak (though he was not poor), stood leaning against 
the door-step, with downcast head; he said nothing 
all the while, but occasionally looked up attentively 
when . anyone spoke louder than usual, and then 
dropped his head again; and thus his unhappiriess was. 
expressed in his whole appearance. The old man, 
Sem'yon DuUof, would have given the impression, even 

J A game 8omewba' like .~ .nap tbe wblp.'· 
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. to these wbo bew him e1ightJy, that he had laitl up 
hundreds and thouaanda or rubles. He W88 dignified, 
God-fearing, substantial; be W88, moreover~ an elder 
of the Church. So much the more striking was the 
chance iD whicb be found himself. 

IUzOD the carpenter was, on the contrary, a tall, 
dark, dissipated man, quick to quarrel, and fond of 
speaking iD meetings and in the marke~place, with 
workmen, merchants, muzhiks, or gentlemen. Now he 
W88 calm and sarcastic, and with aU the advantage of 
his stature, aU the force of his loud voice, and his ora
torical talent, was nagging the elder or the church, who 
was sucb a alip-ahod speaker, and had been driven far 
out of hi. path. 

The othel'l who took pad in the diacossion were as 
lollow.: Tho round-faced, )'ODDg-lookiDg Garaaka Kop
Dof, atocky, with a fonr-eqoare head, and curly beard; 
one of the speakel'l who lmitat.ed lUzun rather than 
the younger generation, alwaJ8 disLinguished for his 
bitter speech, and already a ID&D of weight iD the mee~ 
Ing. Then FOOdor MeJDitcbnui, a tall. yellow, gaunt, 
roUDd-ebonldered muzhlk, also young, with thin hair 
and beard, and with small eyes; alwaya prone to anger, 
lOur-tempered, ready to see every one's bad aide, and 
frequently embarraasing the meeting with his abrupt 
and unexpected qUestiODB and remarks. Both of these 
speakel'l were on IUzUD'. side. lloreover, two cha~ 
terel'l occasionally took part, -ODe who had a good
natured phiz, and a large and bushy red beard; his 
Dame W88 Khrapkof, and he was forever sayiDg. "lfy 
dearly beloved friend:" and the other, Zhidkof, a 
small man, with • bird-like face, who W88 also in the 
habit of saying. "It follows, my brethren;" he kept 
tumiDg to aU aides, and his worda were without rhyme 
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or reason. One of these two took one side, the other -
the other; but no one heeded what they said. There 
were others like them; but these two kept moving in 
and out in the crowd, shouted more than anybody else, 
disturbing the mistress, were listened to less than any
body else, and, being confused by the racket and 
shouting, found full satisfaction in talking nonsense. 

There were many different characters in this group 
of peasants: some were morose, some courteotis~ some 
indifferent, some disputatious i there were also a few 
women behiud the muzhiks, with sticks. But about 
all these I will tell some other time, as God shall give. 
The throng consisted, for the most part, however, of 
muzhiks, who behaved during the meeting as though 
it were church, and standing in the rear talked in a 
whisper about their domestic affairs, exchanging views, 
for instance, iLbout the best time for beginning to cut 
their wood, or quietly hoped that they soon adjourn the 
meeting. And then there were SOme well-to-do men, 
whose comfol't the meeting could not benefit or curtail. 
To this number belonged Yermil, with his broad, shiny 
face, whom the muzhiks called" big-belly" because he 
was rich. To this number also belonged Starostin, on 
whose face a self-satisfied expression of powcr was 
habitual: " Say whatever you please among yourselves; 
but I am safe enough. - I have four sons, but you 
won~t take any of them." Occasionally, the opinion
ated young orators, like Kopilof or Nezun, would have 
a fling at them; and they would reply, but calmly and 
decidedly in the consciousness· of their unassailable 
position. 

However much DJItlof was like the old hen in the 
game of" Hawk," it could not be said that his lads 

-were like the chickens. They did not hop about nor 
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scream, but stood ,calmly behind him. The oldest, 
Ignat, was now thirty years old; the second, VasUi, 
was already married, but was not old enough to come 
under the conscription; the third, Dyushka, the nephew 
who had just been married, had a red and white com
plexion, and WI1S dressed in an elegant sheepskin 
coat (he was a driver l by profession) ; he stood gaz: 
ing at the people, occasionally scratching the back of. 
his head under the cap, as though the affair did not 
concern him at aU any more than If it were the game 
of "Hawk." 

" Because my grandfather went as a soldier," ruzun 
was saying, "that's no reason why I should refuse 
the lot. Friends, it. is no kind of 'a law at all. At the 
last conscription they took)Iikbeichef, and his uncle is 
still in the service." 

"Neither your father nor your uncle ever served 
the Tsar both at once," said Dutlof, "and you never 
served gentlemen nor the Commune; but you've always 
been a tippler, and YOUl' children take after you. It's 
impossible to live with you, and yet you point out 
other men. But for ten years I have been police
commissioner,t and I have been elder, and twice I have 
been burnt out, and no one ever helped me; and is it 
because we live peaceably at our place, a1 and honour
ably. that I am to be ruined' Give me back my 
brother., He died there, didn't he? Judge right, 
judge according to God's law, 0 orthodox Commune I 
and do not listen to the lies of that drunkard." 

At this instant Gerasim said to Dutlof, -
"You refer to your brother. But he WI1S Dot sent 

by the Commune, but the master sent him because of 
his good-for-nothing-ness ; so he's no excuse for you." 

• fG""AcAa'.t. • IOId:V. ceoturloo i an officer choeeo bylbe Commuol. 
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Gerasim had no chance to say another word, for the 
tall, yellow Fe6dor Melnitchnui leaning forward began 
to speak in a gloomy tone: -

"Well, masters send whomever they please; then 
let the Commune make the best of it. The Commune 
~ells your son to go; and if you don't like it, ask the 
mistress: she has the right to command me or any {)f 
my children to wear the uniform. A fine law!" said 
he bitterly;. and, again waving his hand, took his 
former place. 

The red-haired Roman, whose son had been drafted, 
lifted his head, and said, "That's so, that's so," -and 
sat down morosely on the step. 

But there were many other voices that also joined 
suddenly in the hubbub. Besides those who stooQ in 
the background and talked about their affairs, there 
were the babblers, who did not forget their duty. 

"Certainly,O orthodox Commune," said the little 
Zhidkof, slightly varYing Dutlof's words, "it is neces
sary to decide' according to Christianity; according 
to Christianity, my brethren, it is necessary to de-
cide." . 

"It is necessary to decide on our consciences, my 
deady beloved friend," said the good-natured Khrap
kof, slightly varying Kopilof's words, and taking' hold 
of Dutlof's sheepskin. coat; "it is according to the 
will of our lady, and not the decision of the Com
mune." 

" Indlled, ,how is that? " exclaimed several. 
" What's that drunken fellow barking about?" re

torted Rezun. "Did you get me drunk, 01: was it 
your son whom they have found rolling l'ound in the 
road, and does he dare to fling at me about drink? I 
tell you, brethl:en, we must act more wisely. If you 



POLIK UBHKA. 211 

want to let Dutlof off, though he is not of those who 
have two grown men, then name some one who has 
only one son; but he will laugh at us." 

" Let DutIof go. What's to be said 1" 
"Of course. W. must cast lots for tho meu of 

large family I first," said several voices. 
"Just as the mistre88 commands. Yegor Mikh&

iluitcll said she wanted to send one of the household 
se"anta," said some one's voice. 

This obee"ation raised a great hubbub; but it 
quickly subsided, and single individuals again got the 
floor. 

Ignat, who, acoording to lUzuo's remark, had been 
found drunk in the street, began to accuse lUzun of 
having stolen a saw of some passing -carpenter, and 
of baving beaten bis wife almost to death during a 
drunken spree. 

lUzun replied that he beat his wife when he was 
sober as well as wben be was drunk, and very little 
anyway; and this made every one laugb. Referring 
to the saw he suddenly lost his temper, and pressing 
Dearer to 19uat began to question bim : -

"Who was it stole the saw?" 
.. You did," replied the strong Ignat, boldly advan-

cing still nearer to him • 
.. Who stole it ? Wasn't it yourself? " 
" No, you!" screamed 19uat. 
Alter the saw, they disputed about the stealing of 

a borse, then of some bags of oats, then of some yega
tables from the fields, then of some dead body. And 
such strange things both muzhiks said of each other, 
that if the hundredth pati of their mutual charges 
had heen true, it would have been incumbent on the 

• hlaUL: a..-' 'amll7 wlLJa lAm able-bodied mea. 
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authorities according to law to send both of them 
instanter to Siberia at the least. 

Dutlof meantime sought another kind of protection. ' 
His son's outbUl'St had not been' pleasing to him j in 
order to restrain him he said, " It's a sin! it's no use, 
I tell you." And he himself went to work to show 
that the men whose sons lived under the same roof 

'with their fathers were no more to be put hi the cate
gory' of those liable to the sub!!cription than those 
whose sons lived on separate farms: and he referred 
to Starostin. 

Starostin smiled slightly, gave a snort, and, stroking 
his beard after the manner of the well-to-do muzhik, 
he replied that it was as it seemed fit, to her ladyship j 
his son would go, of course, if she Ol'dered him to go. 

As regarded divided families, Gerasim also demol
ished' Dutlof's arguments, remarking that it was far 
better not to allow. families to live. apart, as it had 
been in the time of the old barin j that "at the end 
of summer it isn't the time to get strawberries" (that 
is, it was too late to talk about it) ; that now it wasn't 
the time to send th9Se who were the sole protection 
of their families. 

" Do we set up separate establishments just for the 
fun of it? Why shouldn't we get some advantage 
for it? " asked some of those who had left their fathers' 
houses; and the babblers took the same side. 

"Well, hire a substitute if you don't like it. You 
can afford it," said ~zun to Dutlof. 

Dutlof in despair buttoned up his kaftan, and turned 
to the other muzhiks. 

" You seem to know a good deal about my affairs," 
he replied viciously. "Here comes Yegor with word 
from the mistress." . 
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VI. 

II. fact, Yegor Mikhai10vitch at this moment came 
out of the house. The peasants one after another re
moved their hats, and, as the overseer advanced, there 
were exposed one after another heads in various stages 
of baldness, and shocks of white, gray, black, red, or 
blond hair; and little by little, little by little, the 
voices were hushed, and finally there was perfect 
silence. The overseer stood on the step, and made it 
evident that he had something to say .... 
Y~gor Mikhailovitch, in his long frock coat, with his 

hands negligently thrust into his pockets, with his 
factory-made uniform cap pushed well forward, and 
standing firmly, with his legs set wide apart, on a 
height looking down upon all these faces lifted and 
turned to him, faces for the mo~t part dignified with 
age, and for the most part handsome and full-bearded, 
had an entirely different mien from that which he wore 
in presence of his mistress. He was majestic • 

.. Well, boys, here's the mistress's message: she is 
not willing to let any of the household servants go, and 
whoever among you you may see fit to send will have to 
go. This time three are required. At present accounts 
the matter is five-sixths settled; now there's only halt 
a choice left. But it makes no difference: put it off 
till another time if you don't want to decide to-day." 

"Now'. tho time l1et'. have it settled," cried several 
voices. 
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"In my opinion," continued Yegor Mikhai10vitch, 
"if Khoriushkin and Mitiukhin's Vaska go, it will be 
in accordance with the will of GGd." 

"That's a. fact, true enough," cried a number of 
voices. 

"For the third we shall have to send either Dutlof, 
or from one of the families where there are two grown 
sons." 

"Dutlof, Dutlof," echoed the voices. " Dutlof has 
three." 

And again, little by little, little by little, the din be
gan, and again recriminations Hew about in regard tQ 
vegetables taken from' the fields, and things stolen 
fl·om the manor-house. Yegor l\likhailovitch had been 
manager of the estate now for twenty years, and was a 
man of sense and expel·ience. He stood in silence for 
fifteen minutes and listened; then he suddenly com
manded all to be silent, and bade Dutlof cast lots as to 
which of his family should go. They cast the lots into 
a cap, and when it had been well shaken Khrapkof drew 
from it. The lot fell to TIyushkin. All were silent. 

"So it's mine, is it? Let me see," said the nephew 
in a broken voice. 

All looked on in silence. Yegor Mikhailovitch com
manded to bring on the next day the conscrip'tion 
money, seven kopeks for each peasant farm; and, ex
plaining that all the business was now at an end, ad
JOUl·Qed the meeting. The crowd moved away, putting 
on . ~eir caps, as they went around the house with a 
noise\~f voices and shuffling steps. The overseer stood 
on the' ,doorstep, gazing after the departing people. 
When the young Dutlofs had gone out of sight, he 
called the bId man who had remained behind, and the 
two went into the office. 
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"I am sorry for you, old man," said the overseer, 
litting down in an arm-chair by the table. " It was 
your tum though. Will you hire a substitute for your 
nephew, or noU " 

The old man without replying looked earnesUy at 
the overseer. . 

" You won't let him go?" queried tho overseer in 
reply to hie look • 

.. We'd gladly buy him off, but haven't any thil!g, 
Y~gor Mikhailovitch. Lost two horses this summer. 
I have Just got my nephew married. You see, it's our 
luck, Just because we've lived decenUy. Fine for him 
to talk as he did." (The old man referred to mzun.) 

The overseer rubbed his face with .his hand, and 
yawned. It was getting tiresome to him, and besides 
it was tea-time. 

"Well, old man, don't be blue," said he; "but just 
dig in your cellar, and perhaps you can find enough to 
make up four hundred silver rubles. I will hire you a 
substitute. A few days ago a man offered himself." . 

"What r in the gowmmenl'" asked DuUof, mean· 
ing by "govemment" the chief city • 

.. Well, will yon hire him?" 
"I'd be glad to, but, before God, 1"
The overseer looked at him sternly .. 
"Now, you Just listen to me, old man: don't let 

nyushka do any harm 10 himself; when I send to-night 
or to-morrow, have him come immediately. You bring 
him, and yon shall be answerable for him; and if any 
thIng happens to him, God be my witness, I will take 
your oldest son. Do you hear?" 

" But couldn't they have taken some one else, Y~or 
Mikh&iluitch?" he said in an aggrieved tone after a 
.hort silence; "because my brother died in the army, 
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must they take his son also? Why should such luck 
come to me?" he added, alinost weeping, and ready 
to get on hie knees. 

"Now, hold on, hold on I" said the overseer. 
"There's no need of any trouble; it's my orders. 
You look out for your nephew; you're responsible for 
him." 

Dutlof went home, carefully helping himself with hie 
cane over the irregularities of the road. 
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vn. 

OK the next day, early in the morning, there was 
drawn up before the door of the wing a travelling car
riage (the one which the overseer generally used), with 
• wide-tailed brown gelding called I for some inscruta
ble reason, BarabAn, or the drum. At a safe distance 
from his head stood Aniutka, Polik~l's oldest daughter, 
barefoot, in spite of the rain and sleet, and the cold 
wind, holding the bridle in one hand with evident ter~ 
ror, and protecting her own head with a yellow-green 
Jacket, which fulfilled in the family the manifold func
tions ot dress, sbeepskin, head-dress, carpet, overcoat 
tor Polik~i, and many other uses besides. 

In the comer a tumult was let loose. It was still 
dark •. The morning light, ushering in a rainy day, fell 
through the window, the broken panes ot which were 
in places mended with pieces ot paper. 

AkuUna, who was up betimes to get rea.dy tor break
fast, and her children, the younger ot whom were not 
yet up, were Bhivering with cold, as their ~overing had 
been taken trom them tor Aniutka's use, aud they had 
ouly their mother's kerchief tor protection. Akulina 
was busily engaged in getting her husband started on 
his journey. Bis shirt was clean. Hill boots, which, 
as they say, were asking lor gruel, caused ber the 
greatest labour. In the first place, she took 011' her own 
long woollen ltoc:ltings, and gave them to her spouse j' 
Dex~ out of tha saddle-cloth which had been lying 
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round in the stable, and llyitch had brought into the 
hut a few days before,. she managed to make some 
insoles and lining, so as to stop up the holes, and pro
tect llyitch's feet from the dampness. llyitch himself, 
sitting with his feet on the bed, was busy in turirlng 
his belt so that it might not have the appearance of a 
dirty rope. The cross little girl who hissed her s's, 
wearing a sheepskin, which not only covered her head, 
but protected her· legs, had been sent to Nikita to 
borrow a cap. 

The hubbub was increased by the household servants, 
who came to ask llyitch to do errands for them in the 
city: to buy a needle for one woman, tea for another, 
olive-oU for another; tobacco for this muzhIk, and 
sugar for the joiner's wife, who· had already .made 
"haste to set up her samovar, and in order to bribe 
llyitch had asked him to share in the concoction which 
she called tea." 

Although Nikita refused to loan his cap, and he was 
obliged to put his own in oroer, that is to say, to fasten 
on the shreds of wool that were falling off or hanging 
by a thread, and to sew up the holes with his veterin
ary needle; though he could not get on his boots with 
the lelt insoles made out of the sadelle-cloth; though 
Aniutka had got so chilled that she let BaraMn go, and 
Mashka, in her sheepskin, went in her place; and then 
Mashka was obliged to give her father. the sheepskin, 
and AkuHna herself went to hold Baraban, - still at 
last llyitch ·managed to get dressed, making use of all 
the clothing that appertained to his famUy, and leaving 
only the one jacket and some dirty rags, and, now in 
spick and span order, took his seat in the tely~ga, bun
dled himself up, arranged the hay, once more bundled 
himself up, picked up the reins, bundled himself up 
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BUll more warmly, Just as is done by very dignified 
people, and drove off. 

lIis small boy Mishka rushing down the steps asked 
to be taken on. The sibilating Mashka began to ask 
for U a lide," and would be" warm enough, even if 
ahe hadn't any seepskin; .. 1 and Polik~i reined in the 
horse, smiled his ineffectual smile, and AkuUna helped 
the children to get in, And, bending close, whispered to 
him to remember bis promise, and not drink any thing 
on the road. Polik~i carried the children as far lIS the 
blacksmith-shop, helped them out, again tucked him
self in, again settled his cap, and drove off alone in a 
slow, dignified trot, his fat cheeks shaking, and his 
feet thumping on the floor of the wagon. 

Mashka and Mishka, both barefooted, flew home 
down the little hill with such fleetness, and with such 
a noise, that a dog running from the village to the 
manor gazed after them, and, suddenly casting his 
taU between his legs, fled home with a yelp; so that 
the noise made by the Polikushka hopefuls was in
creased tenfold. 

The weather was wretched, the wind was cutting; 
and something that was neither snow nor rain, nor yet 
sleet, began to lash Polik~i's face, and his bare hand 
with which he grasped the reins, protected as well as 
possible by the sleeve of his cloak; and it rattled on the 
leather cover of the horse-collar, and on the head of old 
BarabAn, who lay back his ears, and blinked his eyes. 

Then suddenly it stopped, and lighted up for an 
instant; the form of the dark purple . snow-clouds 
became clearly visible; and the sun, as it were, pre
pared to glance forth, but irresolutely and gloomily, 
like Polik~i's own smile. 

79 
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Nevertheless, the son of nya was absorbed in pleas
ant thoughts. He, - a man whom they thought of 
exiling, whom they threatened with the ronscription, 
whom no one except the lazy spared either abuse or 
blows, whom they alnys saddled with the most un
pleasant jobs, - he was now going to collect a "'''' 0' 

money, and a big sum; and he had his mistress's ronfi
dence; and he was dril'ing in the overseer's wagon ""ith 
BarabAo, his mistress's own horse; and he was dl"iving 
like some rich householder, with leather tugs and 
reins. Aod PoliUi straightened himself up, smoothed 
the wool on his esp, and once more bundled him up. 

nowever, if Polik~ thought that he was like a rich 
householder, he was greatly mistaken. Everybody 
knows that merchaots who do a business of ten thou
SIUld ruWes ride in carriages with leather trappings. 
""eU, sometimes it.'s one way, and sometimes it.'s an
other. There romes a man with a hew, in a blue 
or it may be a black kaftrul, sitting alone on the box 
behind a plump steel.l: as soon as you look at him and 
see whether his horse is plump, whether he himself is 
plump, how he sits, how his horse is harnessed, how 
the carriage shines, how he himself is girdled, you 
know instantly whether be is a muzhUe, who makes a 
thousand or a hundred rubles' worth of sules. Every 
experienced man, as soon as he looked closely at 
Polikei, at his hands, at bis face, at his short neg
lected hew, at his girdle, at the bay spread carelessly 
over the box, at the lean BarabAo, at the worn tire, 
would have known instantly that the rig bclonged to a 
slave, and not a merchant, or a dro\"er, or a house
holder with a thousand or a hundfe(l or e'"eIl ten rubles. 

But nyitch did not realize this: he deceh-ed himsclf, 
and deeeived himself pleasautly. Fiftl.'Cn hundred rubles 
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be will carry In hla bosom. U comea loto his mind, that 
he might drive Barab6.n to OdeBla lostead of home, and 
then go where God might give. But he will not do that, 
but will certainly carry the money to his mlatress, and 
It will be said that no amount. of money tempted him. 

AI he came near a tavern, Barab6.n began to tug on 
the lett rein, to alacken his pace, and to turn 10; but 
Polik~i, 10 8pite of the fact that he had money 10 his 
pocket given him for various commissious, cut Bara
b6.n wiLb the knout, and drove by. The same thing 
took place at the next tavern '; and at noon he dis
mounted from the tcly~gaf and opening the gate of the 
merchant'. house, where the people from the estate 
alway, put up, drove the team 10, unharnessed the 
horse, and gave him 80me hay, and a.te his own dinner 
with the merchant', hired help, not failing to make the 
most of his important errand; and then, with his letter 
10 his cap, betook himself to Lbe gardener. 

The gardener, who knew Polik~i, read the letter, and 
tound it. evidently difficult to believe that he was really 
to deliver the money to the bearer. Polik~i did his 
best to be olrendod, but was not a.ble to accomplish it i 
he only ImUed his peculiar smUe. The gardener re-read 
the letter, and delivered the money. Polik~i placed the 
money 10 his bosom, and went back to his lodgings. 
Not a beer-saloon, not a tavern, nothing seduced him. 
lIe experienced a pleasant cxhilaratioll 10 all his 
LeIDg; and not once did he loiter at the shops where 
all sorts or tempting wares were displayed, - boots, 
cloaks, caps. But as he walked along 810wly, he bad 
tho pleasant consciousness: "I could buy all these 
things, but I'm Dot goiDg to." 

no went to tIle bazaar to execute hIs commissioDs, 
mnde them loto a bundle, and then tried to beat down 
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the price of a tanned sheepskin shuba, which was set 
at twenty-five rubles. The vendor, looking critically 
at Polikei, did not. believe that he had the money to 
buy it with j but Polikei pointed to his breast, saying 
that he had enough to buyout his whole establishment 
if· he wanted. He asked to try it on, hesitated, pulled 
on it, crumpled it, blew the fur, kept it on long enough 
to smell of it, then took it off with a sigh. " U ncon
scionable price! If you would only let it go for fifteen 
rubles," he said. The dealer angrily pulled the gar
ment over the counter, but Polikei went out with a gay 
heart, and directed his steps to his lodgings. After 
eating his supper, and giving Baraban his water and 
oats, he climbed up on the stove, took out the envelope, 
and gazed at it long, and asked the lettered porter 1 to 
read the address to him, and the words, "with an en· 
closure ~f sixteen hundred and seventy paper rubles." 
The envelope' was made of simple paper; the seals 
were of dark brown wax with the impression of an 
anchor; one large seal in the centre, four on the edge. 
On one side, a drop of wax had fallen. llyitch looked 
at all this, and fixed it in his memory, and even moved 
the sharp ends of the notes. . He cxperienced a cer· 
tain childish satisfaction in knowing that he held so 
much mon~y in his hands. He put the envelope in the 
lining of his cap, made. ilie cap into a pillow, and lay 
down; but several times during'the night he woke up, 
and felt after the money. And every time, finding the 
envelope in its place, he experienced the same pleasur
able feeling in the consciousness that he, the proscribed 
and. ridiculed, was carrying so much money, and was 
going to deliver it faithfully, - as faithfully as the 
overseer himself. • ' 

I rJlXlnlik. 
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VIII. 

ABOUT midnight the merchant's people nnd PoIik~i 
were arouseu by a knocking nt the gate and the shout
ing of muzhiks. It was the contingent of recruits, 
whom they were bringing in from Pokrovskoo. There 
were ten men in all: Khoriushkin, l\litiushkin, and 
:Iya, Dutlof'. nephew, two substitutes, the starosta or 
elder, the old man Dutlof,' and three drivers. The 
night-lamp was burning in the house, and the cook 
was asleep on the bench uuder the holy images. She 
sprang up, and began to light the lamps. Polik~i also 
woke up. and bending down from the stove tried to see 
who the muzhiks were. 

Some of them came in, crossed themselves, and sat 
down on the bench. They were all extremely quiet, 
so that it was impossible to make out who belonged to 
the detachment. They greeted each other, jested, and 
asked for something to eat. To be sure, some were 
silent and glum; on the other hand, others were ex
traordinarily gay, and apparently the worse for liquor. 
In this number was Ilya, who had never been drunk 
before. 

"Well, boys, are you going to have something to 
eat, or are you going to bed?" nsked the village elder. 

"Have something to eat," replied Ilya, throwing 
back his sheepskin, and sprawling out on the bench. 
"Send for some vodka." 

"You've had enough vodka I" rejoined the elder 
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shortly, and turned to the others .... "Better lunch 
on some bread, boys, and not keep the P,OOple sitting 
up." 

" Give us some vodka," repeated llya, not looking 
at anyone, aud in a tone of voice that made it evident 
that he was not going to be put oli. 

The muzh[ks listened to the elder's rulvice, brought 
from the cart a great loaf of bread, ate it up, asked 
for kvas,l and lay down to sleep; some on the floor, 
some on the stove. 

lIya kept saying occasionally, "Give me vodka, I 
say, give me vodka." Suddenly he caught sight of 
Polikei. " llyitch - there'sllyitch! you here, dear 
old fellow! Here I am going as a soldier; said good
by to mamma, and my wife, - how bad she felt! 
They made me a soldier. - Set up some vodka! " 

"No money," said Polikei'. "However, it's as God 
gives: m"aybe they'll find you disqualified," he added 
in a comforting tone. 

"No, brother; I have always been as sound as a 
birch: how could they find me disqualified? How 
many soldiers more does the Tsar need? " 

Polikei: began to relate a story of how a muzhik 
gave a bribe to a dolchter, and so escaped. 

lIya came up to the stove, and continued the conver
sation. " 

.. No, TIyitch, now it's done, and I myself don't want 
to get off. My uncle didn't buy me oli. Wouldn't 
they have bought themselves off? No, he didn't want 
to spare his son, and he didn't want to spare his money; 
and they sent me instead •.•• And now I don't want 
to get oli~ [He spoke quietly, confidentially, under 
the influence of deep dejection.] However, I'm sorry 

a /II...,rt of beer made of '1e-bread ooaked In water and fermented. 
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for mamma. And how the sweetheart took on I Yes, 
and my wife - that's the way they kill the women. 
Now it'. all over; I am a soldier. Better not to have 
got married. Why did they make me marry PTa
morrow we go." 

" Why did they take you away with short notice?" 
asked rolik~i. "Nothing had been said about it, and 
then suddenly" • • • 

" You see, they were afraid I .should do something 
to myselt," replied Ilyushka smiling. "I wouldn't 
have done any thing, of course. I sha'n't be mined by 
going as a soldier; but I'm sorry for the old woman. 
Why did they make me marry P" he repeated in a soft 
and melancholy tone. 

The door opened, squeaking loudly, and the old man 
DuUof, shaking the wet from bis bat, came into the 
room in his huge sabots, which fitted his feet almost 
like canoes. 

"Manasi," said he, crossing himself and address
ing tbo porter, I .. isn't there some one to hold a lan
tern while I give the horses their oats?" 

DuUof did not look at his nephew, but quieUy 
bl1sied himself with making a candle-end burn. His 
glove and whip were thrust into his belt, and his cloak 
was closely buttoned; he had just come with the bag
gage. llis ordinarily wm, peaceful, and thoughtful 
face was full of care. 

Ilya, when he saw his uncle, stopped talking, again 
turned his eyes gloomily toward the bench, and then 
addressing the stMosta said, -

"Give me some vodka, Yermil i I want something 
to drink." 

Dis voice was angry and stern. 
I d&lOnlft. 
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"This is no time for wine now," replied the sta
rosta, sipping his cup of kvas. "Don't you see the 
folks have gone to bed? What do you want to make 
a disturbance for?" 

The words "make a disturbance" apparently 
suggested to him the Idea of making a disturb
ance. 

"Starosta, I'll do myself some harm, if you don't 
give me some vodka. 'J 

"You'd better bring him to reason," said the 
stArosta to Dutlof, who had now lighted the lantern, 
but stood listening to what was coming, and looking 
askance with deep commiseration at his nephew, as 
though wondering at his childishness. 

l1ya, iiI a tone of desperation, repeated his threat,
" Give me wine, or I'll do myself some harm." 
"Don't, l1ya," said the starosta gently, "please 

don't. It's better not." 
But these words had scarcely passed his lips ere Ilya 

leaped up, smashed the window-pane with his fist, and 
screamed with all his might. 

"You won't listen, here's for you," and darted for 
the other window to smash that also. . 

Polikel, in the twinkling of an eye, rolled over twice, 
and hid himself in an angle of the stove, raising a 
panic among all the cockroaches. The elder threw 
aside his cup, and hastened after Ilya. Dutlof slowly 
put down the lantern, took off his girdle, clucked with 
his tongue, shook his head, and went to Ilya, who was 
already struggliug with the elder and the porter, who 
tried to keep him from the window. They had his 
hands behind his back, and held him tight apparently; 
but as soon as he saw his uncle with the belt in his 
hand, tenfold strength was given to him. He tore 
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himself awny, nnd, rolling bis eyes in frenzy, flung him
sell upon Dutlof with doubled fist. 

"I'll kill y~u, don't you dare- You have ruined 
me I Why did you make me marry? Don't you 
dare .....; I will kill you I " 

Ilyushka was frantic. His face was purple, bis eyes 
wero wild, his whole bealthy young body trembled as 
In an ague. It seemed as if he could and would kill 
all three of the muzhiks who were trying to subdue 
him. 

"You will shed your kinsman's blood, you blood
bound'" 

Sometbing passed over Dutlof's. ever-calm face. He 
made a step forward. 

"You'd better not do it," he said; and then, how
ever he got bis energy, he threw himself with a quick 
motion on bis ncphew, rolled over with him on the 
floor, and with the help of the elder, began to bind his 
hands. Within flve minutes they had bim fast. At 
last Dutlof, with the aid of the muzhiks, got up, tear-

. lng nya's bands from his sheepskin, in which they 
were couvulsively clutched, got up himself, and then 
carried the-young man, with his hands behind his back, 
to a bench in one corner of the room. 

"I said it would be worse," be remarked, getting his 
breath after the struggle, and adjusting his shirt-band. 
"Why should be sin 7 We must all die. Let him 
have a cloak for a pillow," he added, turning to the 
dvornik; "the blood will run to his head; " and, after 
girding himself with a rope, he took his lantern, nnd 
went out to his horscs. 

nya with dishevelled locks, pale face, and disordered 
linen, glared about the room as though he were trying 
to remember where he was. The porter picked up the 
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broken glass, and put a jacket in the window so lIS to 
keep out the cold. The elder again sat down with his 
cup of kvas. 

"Ay, TIylikha, TIyUkha, I'm sorry for you, indeed 
I am. What's to be done? Here's Khoriushkin, he's 
married too. No way of avoiding it." 

"My uncle is.my enemy, and he wants'to kill me," 
reiterated TIya with tearless wrath. "Much he pities 
his own! • . • Matushka said the overseer told him to 
hire a substitute. He wouldn't do it. He says he 
wouldn't borrow. Did I and my brother bring nothing 
into the house? ..• He is our enemy." 

Dutlof came into the house, said a prayer before the 
holy images, took off his coat and hat, and sat down 
by the elder. The maid brought him also a cup of 
kvas and a spoon. Ilya said nothing, shut his eyes, 
and lay still on the cloak. The starosta silently 
pointed to h!m, and shook his head. Dutlof waved his 
hand. 

"Am I not sorry to have him go? lIe's my own 
broth~r's son. And though I pity him so, they make 
it out that I'm his enemy. His wife I put it into his 
head i a crafty woman, but quite too young. The idea 
of her thinking that we had money enough to hire a 
substitute! And so she blamed me. And yet I'm 
sorry for him." 

"Akh, he's a fine young fellow," said the starosta. 
"With my little means I couldn't do any tlling for 

him. To-morrow I am going to send Ignat in, and 
his wife will want to go." 

"Send her along, first-rate," said the starosta, and 
he got up and mounted the stove. "What's moneyP 
Money's dust." 
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" Who would begrudge money it he had it?" asked 
one of the merchant's people, lifting his head. 

"Ekh I money, money I it causes many a sin," re
plied Dutlof. " Nothing in the world causes so much 
sin as money, and it says so in the Scriptures." 

"It say. every thing," said the porter. "A man 
told me the other day: there was a merchant, he had 
made a lot of money, and he did not want any of it to 
remain behind bim. He loved his money so that he 
took it with bim into his tomb. He came to die, and 
ordered every penny that be bad to be put into a pillow 
in the grave with him. And so they did. By and by 
bis sons began to seek tor his money. None anywhere. 
One ot them suspected that it was in the cushion. 
They go to the Tsar, and get permission to dig it up. 
And what do you think 'I They discovered that there 
was nothing there, but the grave was full ot mould and 
worms i and then they dig again, and there they find' 
the mon!!y ... 

"Truly, much sin!" said Dutlot, and, standing np, 
be began to say his prayers. 

After he had prayed, be looked at his nepbew. He 
was asleep. Dutlot ,went to him, took off his belt, and 
then lay down. An<?ther muzhik went out to sleep 
with the Iiorses. 
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IX. 

As soon as all was quiet, PoliMi, like one engaged 
in some guilty deed, quietly slipped down from the 
stove, and began to make ready to depart. It some
how seemed to him a trying task to spend the night 
bere with the recruits. The cocks were already call
ing to each other. 

Barabb had eaten all his oats, and was stretching 
after water. Ilyitch harnessed him,. and led him out 
past the teams of the muzhiks. His cap with its pre
cious contents was safe, and his carliage-wheels were 
soon rolling anew over the frosty Pokrovski road. Poli
ke'i began to breathe more easily as soon as he got out 
of the city. At first, somehow, it seemed to him that he 
heard some one right behind him, following him; it was 
as though they stopped him, and bound his hands behind 
him instead of Ilya, and to-mon'ow he would have to 
go to camp. It was neither from the cold nor from 
terror that a. chill struck down his back, and he urged 
and urged Baraban to his utmost endeavour. The first 
man whom he met was a priest in a high. winter cap, 
walking with a one-eyed workman. Polik~l grew even 
more troubled. But as he left the city behind, this 
terror gradually diminished. Baraban proceeded in a 
slow walk. It grew lighter, so that it was possible to 
see the road before him. llyitch took his cap, felt 
to see ~hat the money was all right. "Shall I put it in 
my bosom?" he quel:ied. ." I should have to untie my 
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girdle. Now I am coming to the hill. I'll get out of 
tho tely~ga when I get there. I'U be careful. My cap 
fits tight, Ilnd it can't slip out from under the lining, 
and I won't take off my cap till I get home." 

When he came to the hill, BarahAn, in his peculiar 
trot, dashed up the slope; and Polil{~i, who, like the 
horae, felt • atrong desire to get bome, did not hinder 
bim in bit endeavour. 

Every thing was in order, or, at least, seemed to him 
10; Ilnd he gave free course to his imagination in respect 
to his mistre!lS's delight, and tho five-silver-ruble piece 
which she would give him, and the joy of his family. 
He took off his cap, once more felt of the letter, 
crushed his cap down closer to his head, and smiled. 
The wool on his cap was rotten; and for the very rea
Ion that Akullna, the day before, had carefully sewed 
the torn place, he tore the other end; and the very 
motion that Polik~i made when he thought that he was 
pulling down the envelol>O with thc money closer under 
the wool, - that same motion tore away the cap, and, 
gave the envelope a chance to escape from onc corner 
under the pelt. 

It began to grow light, and Polik~i, who had not 
alept all night, grew drowsy. Adjusting his cap again, 
and still more loosening the envelope, Polik~i leaned 
his head on tho side of the wagon, and drowsed. 

He woke up just as he reached home. His first im
pulse was to feel for his cap: it was firm on his head. 
He did not takc it off, being convinced that the enve
lope was there. He whipped up BarahAn, adjusted the 
hay, again assumed the dignity of a householder, and, 
looking around him with an air of importance, rattled 
up toward his home. 

There was the cook-house, there thc wing, there tho 



238 POLIKUSBKA.. 

joiner's wife hanging out her wash, there the office; 
there the manor-house, where, in a moment, PoliMi 
would give proof that, he was a faithful and honest 
man, "for any man can be slandered," and the mis
tress would say, "Well, thank you, Polik~i, here's three 
-or maybe five, or maybe-even ten-silver rubles for 
you;" and would have some tea brought to him, and 
_ perhaps some spirits" besides. It would not come amiss 
after the chilly ride. uAnd with the ten rubles we'll 
have a holiday, and buy some boots, and pay back 
Nikita the four rubles and a)lalf, since he's begun to 
dun me for them. " 

Not driving the two hundred steps that remained, 
Polikel straightened himself up, tightened his belt, 
adjusted his collar, took off his cap, smoothed his hair, 
and with confidence thrust IllS htwd under the lining. 
His hand moved mOl"C and more nel'Vously j he insel'ted 
the other also. His face grew paler and paler. One 
hand came out on the othel' side. . • • PoliMi fell on 
his knees, stopped the hOl'Se, and began to search all 
over the telyega, the hay, the bundle of purchases, to 
feel in hlS bosom, in his overalls. The money was 
nowhere to be found. 

" Mercy on me ! 1 What does this mean? What will 
be done to me? " he roared, tearing his hair. 

But just then, remembering that he might be seen, 
he turned BarabAn around, put on his cap, and drove 
the astonished and reluctant animal up the road again. 

" I can't bear to have PoliMi drive me," Baraban 
must have said to himself. "Once in my liCe he 
has fed me and watered me in time, and just for the 
sake of deceiving me in the most unpleasant manner. 
How I put myself mit to get home! He stopped me, 

• btltlutlik" 
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anti Just 88 I smelled our hay, he drives me back 
again." 

.. You devilish good-tor-nothing beast! .. cried Poli
k~i through his tears, standing up in 'the telyega, and 
sawiDg on BaraMn's mouth. anti plying the whip. 
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x. 
THAT whole day no one at Pokrovskoe saw PolikM. 

The mistress several times after dinner made inquiries, 
and Aksiutka flew >~_own to Akullna: but Akullna said 
that he had not come; that the merchant must have 
detained him, or something had happened to the horse. 
"Can't he have gone lame?" she suggesteu. " The 
last time l\laksim was gone foul' and twenty hours, -
walked the whole way." And Aksiutka's pendulums 
brought back the message to the house; an(l Akulina. 
thought over all the reasons for her husband's delar, 
and tried hard to calm her fears, but she did not 
succeed. Her heal't was heavy, and her preparations 
for the next day's festival made little progress in her 
hands. She tormented herself all the more becanse 
the joiner's wife was convinced that she had seen him. 

" A man just like TIyitch had driven up the pros;"
pect, and then turned back again." 

The children also waited l'estlessly and impnti~ntly 
for their papa; but for other reasons. Aniutkn. and 
Mashka were without any sheepskin· or cloak; and 
so they were depdved of the possibility of taking turns 
in going into the street, and were therefore obliged 
to content themselves in their single garments, and to 
make circuits around the house with strenuous swift
ness so as to be troubled as little as possible by 
the inhn.bitants of the !v!'ng coming and going. Once 
Mashka tripped over the feet of the joiner's wife, who 
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was lugging water; and though she was crying lustily . 
from the knock that she received on her knee, yet her 
hair was pulled violently, and she began to cry still 
more gl'ievously. When she did not meet anyone, she 
ftew straight into the d001', and mounted the stove by 
means ot the tub. 

The mistress and AkuUna began to be really worried 
about Polik~i himself; the children, about what he 
wore. But Y~gor Mikhailovitch, in reply to her lady
ship's question, "Hasn't Polik~i come yet, and where 
can he be?" smiled, and said, " I cannot tell;" and 
it waa evident that he was satisfied to have his pre
supposition con1h'IDed. " He would have to come to 
dinner," he said significantly. 

All that day no one at Pokrovskoo bad any tidings 
ot PoliUi: except it was noised abroad that soma 
Deighbouring muzhik. had seen him without his cap, 
and asking every one II if they aeen a letter," 

Another man had seen him asleep by the side ot the 
road, near a horse bitched into a tcly~glL. " I tl10ught 
he was dl'Unk," said tl1is man, "and that the horse 
had not been ted or watered for a couple or days, his 
belly was so drawn up." 

Akullna did not sleep all night, but SILt up waiting 
tor him i but not even in the night did he put in an 
appearance. It she had lived alone, and bad a cook 
and second gM,· she would have been still more un
happy; but as soon as the cocks ,began to crow for 
the third time, and the joiner's wife got up, Akullna 
was obliged to rise and betake herself to the stove. It 
was a holiday; so it was necessary before daylight to 
take out her bread, to make kvas, to bake cookies, 
to milk the (lOW, to iron the dresses and shirts, to 
wash the children, to bring water, and keep her neigh-

80 
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bour from occupying the whole oven. Akullna ceased 
not to keep her ears open while she was fulfilling these 
duties. It was already broad daylight ~ already the 
bells had. begun to peal, already the children were up, 
and still no Polikei. Yesterday, winter had really set 
in j the fields, roads, and roofs were covered with 
patches of snow; but to-day, as though in honour of a. 
festival, it was clear, sunny and cool, so that one 
could see and hear a long distance. But. Akullna 
standing by the oven, and with her head thrust into 
the. door so as to watch the baking of her cookies, did 
not hear Polik~i as he came in, and only by the cries 
of the children did she know that her husband had 
come. Aniutka, as the eldest, had oiled her hair and 
dressed herself. She had on a new calico dress, some
what rumpled, the gift of the gracious lady, and it 
fitted her like the bark on. a tree, and dazzled the 
neighbours' eyes; her hair was shiny, having been 
rubbed with a candle-end i her shoes wel'e not exactly 
new, but were elegant. 

Mashka was still in jacket and rags, so Aniutka 
would not let her como near to her lcst she should 
soil her clean things. l\Iashka was ill tlle Yl1l'd when 
her father came along witll a bag. 

"Papa's come I" she shouted, beginning to cry, and 
threw herself head-first into the door past Aniutka, 
leaving a. great smutch on her dress. Aniutka, no 
longer afraid of getting soiled, immediately struck 
Mashka. Akulma could not leave her work, and had 
to shout to the children, "There now, stop! I'll give 
you both a. good thrashing!" and she glanced toward 
the door. TIyitch, with his sack in his hand, came 
through the entry, and instantly threw himself into his 
corner, Akullna noticed that he Was pale, and that his 
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face had an expression as though be had been neither 
weeping nor laughing: she cquld not understand it. 

"Well, 1Iyitch," she asked, not leaving the oven, 
" what luck 1 " 

Dyitch muttered something which she did not he~r. 
" How 1" she screamed, " have you been to our 

lady's 1 " 
Ilyitch sat down on the bed, looked wildly around, 

and smiled his guilty and deeply unhappy smile. For 
a long time he said nothing. 

"Well, Ilyitch 1 why so long?" rang Akulina's 
voice. 

" I, Akulina, -I gave the money to our lady; how 
thankful she was!" said he suddenly, and looked 
around even more restlessly than ever, still smiling. 
Two objects especially attracted his restless, feverishly
staring eyes, - the rope fastened to the cradle, and 
the baby. lIe went to the cradle, and with his slender 
fingers begnn rapidly to unti~ a knot in the rope. 
Then bis eyes rested on the babe; but here Akulina, 
with the cookies on a platter, came into the corner. 
Ilyitch quickly hid the rope in his bosom, and sat 
down on the bed. 

"What's the matter, Ilyitch? you don't seem like 
yourself," said Akullna. 

"I haven't had any sleep," was his reply. 
Suddenly something Hashed by the window; and in 

an Instant Aksiutka, the maid trom the upper house, 
darted into the room. 

"The gracious lady 1 commands Polik~i Ilyitch to 
come to her this minute," said she. "Avdot'ya Miko
Ibna commands you to come this minute, - this 
minute." 

a bGr/",... 
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PoliMi gazed at Akulina, at the maid-servant. 
"Right away! what more is wanted?" he asked 

so simply that Akullna's apprehensions were quieted: 
maybe he is going to be rewarded. " Say I will come 
right away." 

He got up and went out. AkuHna took a trough; 
placed it on the bench, poured in water from the 
buckefswhich. stood by the door, filled it up with 
boiling .water from the kettle, began to roll up her 
sleeves, and try the temperature of the water. _ 

" Come, Mashka, I want to wash you." 
The cross sibilating little girl began tQ cry. 
" Come, you scabby wench! I want to put you on a 

clean shirt. Now, make up faces, will you? Come, 
I've got to wash your sister yet." 

PoliMi meantime was going, not in the direction 
taken by the maid from the house, but exactly oppo
site. In the entry next the wall was a straight stair-
case leading to the loft. When Polikei reached the 
entry he looked around, and, seeing no one, he bent 
down, and almost running climbed up this stairs 
quickly and with agility. 

"What in the world does it mean that Polikei 
doesn't come?" asked the lady impatiently, turning 
to Duniasha, who was combing her hair. "Where 
is Polik~l? Why doesn't he come? " 

Aksiutka again flew down to the servants' wing, 
and again flew into the entry, and summoned ny'itch to 
the mistress. " But he went long ago," said AkuHna, 
who, having washed 1\Iashka, w~s at _ this time in tlie 
act of putting her contumacious little boy in the 
trough, and silently, in spite of his cries, was washing 
his red. hend. The boy screamed, wrinkled up his 
face, and tried to clutch something with his helpless 
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hands. Akullna with one big band supported bis 
weak, 80ft little back, all dimples, and soaped it. 

"See if he isn't asleep somewhere," she said, 
glancing around nervously. 

The joiner's wife at this time with her hair unkempt, 
with her bosom open, and holding up her dress, was 
climbing up to the loft to get her clothes which were 
drying there. 'Suddenly a cry of hon'or was heard 
from the loft, and the joiner's wife, like one crazy, 
with wide-open eyes, came down on her hands and 
feet backwards, quicker than a cat, and fled from the 
stairs. 

"nyitch," sbe cried. 
Akullna dropped the chUd which sbe was holding. 
" He haa hung himself I " roared the joiner's wife. 
AkuUna - not noticing that the child, like a ball, 

rolled over and over on his face, and, kicking his little 
legs, fell head first into the water-ran to the entry. 

"From the beam - he is hanging," repeated the 
Joiner's wife, but stopped when she saw Akulina. 

Akullna flew to the stairs, and before llny one could 
prevent her climbed np, and with a terrible cry fell . 
back like a dead body on the steps; and she would 
have killed herself it the people, coming from all parts, 
had not been in time to seize her. 
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XI. 

FOR some minutes it was impossible to bring any 
order out of the general chaos. The people ran about 
in crowds, all screaming, all talking; children and old 
people weeping.. AkuHna lay in a dead faint. At 
last some peasants, the joiner, and the overseer, who 
came running up, mounted .the stairs; and the joiner's 
wife for the twentieth time related how she, without 
any thought of any thing, went after her clothes, looked 
in this way: "I see a man j I look more close: there's 
a cap lying on one side. I see his legs twitching. 
Then a cold chill ran down my back. At last I make 
out a man hanging there, and •.. that I should have 
to see that! However I got down is more than I can 
tell. And it is a miracle that God saved me. Truly 
the LOrd had mercy. It was so steep, and - such a 
height! I might have got my death." 

The men who went into the loft told the same story. 
llyitch was hanging from the beam, in his shirt and 
stockings alone, with the very rope that he had taken 
off from the cradle. His cap which had falllln off lay 
beside him. He had taken off his jacket and sheep-

.skin sh)lba, and folded them neatly. His feet just 
touched the floor, and there was not a sign of life. 
Mulina came to herself, and tried to climb to . the loft 
again j l?ut they would not let her. 

"Mamma,lHttle brother has fallen into the water," 
I rndmu • .ta. 
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suddenly screamed the sibilating girl from the corner. 
Akulina tore herself away, and darted back to the 
house. The babe, not stirring, lay head downwards 
In the tub, and his legs were motionless. Akulina 
seized him, but the child did not breathe, and gave no 
signl or life. Akulina threw him on the bed, put her 
arms akimbr" and burst into a fit ot laughter so loud, 
discordant, and terrible, that lIashka, who at first 
began to laogh too, put her fingers in her cars, and ran 
weeping into the entry. 

The people also poured into the corner, and filled it 
with their lamentations. They picked up the child, 
and tried to bring him to; but it was in vain. AkuUnll. 
'umped about on the bed, and laughed and laughed 
so uncannily that it threw a terror over those who 
heard it. 

And now to seo this heterogeneous throng ot lusty 
peasants and women, of old men and children, pressing 
Into tbe entry, one could get some idea ot the number 
of people who lived in the servants' quarters. I All 
were running about this way and that, all talking at 
once; many were weeping, and no one did any thing 
useful. The 'oiner's wife kept finding new-comers 
who had not heard her story; and again and again she 
repeated how her deepest feelings had been stirred up 
by the unexpected sight, and how God had saved her 
from falling down the stairs. The old butler, in a 
woman's ,acket, told how a woman in the time ot the 
late bArin had drowned herself in the pond. The 
overseer sent messengers after the police inspector t 
and a priest, and stationed guard;!. The maid-servant 

Ifl,*''', peuaD' eorruplloD of flag.,. &be wID,; ilia eollocUoa of IabU 
_pled bJ tbe """""'" or 40_* _n ...... , ,tc."""" 
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Aksiutka, her eyes red with weeping, peeped through 
a hole in the loft; and though she could not see any 
thing there, yet she could -not tear herself away and 
go to her mistress. 

Agarya l\1ikhai10vna, who had been the dowager's 
lady's-maid, made some tea to calm her nerves, and 
wept. The experienced old grandmother, Anna, with 
her swollen hands smeared with olive-oil, WllS laying 
out upon the table the dead body of the little babe. 
The wom~n stood around AlmHmi.; and looked at her in 
silen"ce. The children who lived in the COl'nel'S looked 
at the- mother, and began to cry, then choked down 
their sobs, and then again, looking at her, began to 
weep louder than ever. The boys and men collected 
around the steps, and with terror-stricken faces peered 
into the door and into the windows, unable to see any 
thing, and not understanding it all, and asking each 
other questions about what had happened. One said 
that the joiner had cut his wife's leg o~ with an 
axe. Another said that the laundress had had ttiplets. 
-A third said that the cook's cat had had a fit, and 
bitten the people. But the truth gradually became 
generally kuown, and at last reached the mistress's 
ears: And it seems that they.hadn't the wit to break 
the news gently to her: the rough Yegor told her point
blank, and so shattered her nerves that for a long time 
afterwards she could not get over it. 

The crowd now began to grow calmer. The joiner's 
wife set up her samovar, and made some warm tea; 
and so those from outside, not receiving an invitation, 
took the hint that it was incumbent upon them to go 
home. The boys began to tear themselves -away from 
the steps. Everybody now knew what the trouble 
was, and crossing themselves were beginning to scatter 
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in ditYerent directions, when suddenly the cry was 
raised, "bArinya, bArinya!" 1 and all came rushing 
back again, and crowding together so as to give her 
room to pass. Nevertheless, all wanted to see what the 
lady would do. 

The Mrinya, pale, and with tears in her eyes, passed 
through the entry, and crossed the threshold into 
Akulina'a corner. A dozen heads crowded together 
and peered through the door. They pressed so vio
lently against one woman who was heavy with child, 
that she screamed, but nevertheless, taking advantage 
of the situation, this same woman managed to get the 
foremost place. And how could they help wishing to 
Bee the mistress in Akulina's corner I For the domes; 
tics it was much the same as a Bengal fire at the-end 
of an exhibition. Of course it's a fine thing to burn 
the Bengal fire; and of course it's a fine thing when 
the mistress, in her silk and laces, goes into Akulina's 
corner. The lady went up to Akulina, and took her by 
the hand. But Akulina snatched it away. The old 
domestics ihook their heads disapprovingly. 

"Akulina," said the lady, "for your children's 
sake calm yourself." 

Akulina gave a loud laugh and drew herself up. 
"My children are solid silver, solid silver I I don't 

deal in paper notes," she muttered rapidly. "I told 
Ilyitch, 'Don't keep the bank-notes,' and now they've 
smeared him with tar, smeared him - with tar and 
soap, lady. So if he's got the barn-itch, it'll cure 
him nght away;" and again she went into a fit of 
laughter, louder than before. 

I "The mlolreee,lbe ml.L ........ or, "Lbe g"",loullady." Bdrin and 64. 
"""" .. or wnn", .... U .. \erma ued b, \be domeell .. for \be maaler and 
mmr-
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The mistress turned around, and asked for the doc
tor's boy with some mustard. "Give me some C9ld 
water," and she berself began to look about for water. 
But when she saw the_ dead child, and the old grand
mother Anna standing by him, the mistress turned 
away, and all saw that, she covered her face with a 
handkerchief and wept. But the grandmother Anna 
(it was a pity that the mistress did not see it: she 
would have appreciated it, and it was all done for her 
too) covered the child with a piece of linen, folded the 
Httle arms with her soft, skilful hand, and arranged 
the little head, composed the lips, and feelingly closed 
the eyes, and sighed, so that every one could see what 
a beautiful heart she had. But the mistress did not 
see it, and she could not have seen it. She began to 
sob, and when the first attack of hysterics was over 
they led her out into the entry, and they led her home. 

"That's all she could do," was what many thought, 
and they began to separate~ AkuHna was st~ laugh
ing, and talking nonsense. They led her into another 
room, cupped her, put on mustard-plasters, applied ice 
to her forehead; but all the time she did not under
stand it in the least, did not weep, but laughed, and 
said and did such things that the kind people who ,were 
waiting on her could not restrain themselves, but even 
laughed. 
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XII. 

Tn festival was not gay at PokTovskoo. Notwith-
8tanding t.he fact that tho day was beautiful, the people 
did n.ot go out to enjoy themsclves: tho girls did not 
collect to sing songs: the factory-boys who came out 
from the city did not play the harmonica or on the 
balald'ika; I they did not Jest with the girls. All sat 
around in tho comer,; and if they talked, they talked 
quietly, as though some ill-disposed person were there, 
and migbt overhear them. 

All day nothing happened. But in the evening, as 
it grew dusk, the dogs began to howl i and, as though 
signifying some misfortune, a wind sprang up and 
howled in the chimneys i and such fear fell upon all 
the inhabitants of the door, that those who had candles 
lighted them before it was necessary i those who were 
alone in any oomw wont to uk their neighbours to 
give them a night'. lodgiug where there were more 
people i and whoever bad to go to the stables did not 
go, and did DOt hesitate to leave tbe cattle without 
foddcr that night. And the holy water, which every 
one keeps in a ,-ial, was all that night in constant 
requisition. Many were sure that they heard, during 
the night, some one walking up and down with a heavy 
tread over the loft i and the blackamith saw how a 
serpent ftew straight to the loft. 

• A eort 01 prtmllhw ralla., willi 100, Doell, .... ehort 111_,.,."'" 
_ndl ...................... 1\11 ' .. 0 W LIuw .uu.p, .... lllnammecl willi &be ...... 
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None of the family staid in Polik~i's corner. The 
children and the crazy woman had been carried to 
other quarters. The dead little baby lay there, how
ever. Andthere were two old grandmothers and a pil
grim-woman 1 who diligently read the psalter, not for 
the sake of the child so much as for the solace of all 
this unhappiness. This was the mistress's desire. 
These old grandmothers and the pilgrim-woman them
selves heard, while one portion of the psalter was read, 
how the beain above creaked, and some one groaned. 
When they read the wOl'ds, "Let God rise up," the 
sounds ceased. 

The joiner's wife asked in one of her cronies; and 
that night they did not sleep, but drank up enough tea 
to last her a week. They also heard how the beam 
creaked, and something sounded like the falling of 
heavy bags. The muzhiks on guard imparted some 
courage _ to the domestics, otherwise they would all 
have perished with fear. The muzhiks lay in the entry 
on the hay, and afterwards they also became con
vinced that they heard marvels in the loft; although 
that same night they calmly talked about the necruits, 
munched their bread, cpmbed their hair, and, most 
of all, filled the ~ntry with that odour peculiar to the 
muzhiks, so that the joiner's wife, passing by them, 
spat, and scolded them for foul peasants. 

However it was, the suicide all the time was hanging 
in the loft; and it seemed as if the evil spirit himself 
that night overshadowed the premises with his mou
strous piuions, showing his power, and coming nearer 
to all these people than ever before. At least, all of 
them had that impression. 

I don't know whether they were right. I am iu-
•• lrtinnit.tJ. 
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elined to think that they were entirely wrong. I think 
that if 80me man, that terrible night, had had courage 
enough to take a candle or a lantern, and blessing 
himself, or even not blessing himself, with the sign of 
the cross, had gone to the loft, slowly driving before 
him, by the l1ame of the candle, the terror of the night, 
and lighting up the beams, the sand, the cobweb
garlanded chimney, and the forgotten washing of the 
joiner's wife, - had gone straight up to Dyitch, and it, 
not giving way to the teeling ot fear, he had lifted the 
lantern to tho level of his face, then he would have 
seen the familiar, emaciated body, with the legs touch
ing the 1100r (the rope had stretched), lifelessly falling 
to one side, the unbuttoned shirt, under the opening 
of which his baptismal cross could not be seen, and 
with the head bent over on the breast, and the good
natured face, with the sightless eyes wide open, and 
the sweet, guilty smile, and a stem calmness, and 
silence over all. 

Truly the joiner's wife, huddling up in the comer 
ot her bed, with dishevelled hair and frightened eyes, 
telling how she heard what seemed like bags falling. 
was a far more terrible and fear-inspiring object than 
Ilyitch, though he had taken off his cross and laid it 
on a bench. 

Above - that is, at the great house - there was the 
same fear that reigned in the wing. In the lady's room 
there wa. an odour of ,au rU colognIJ and medicine. 
Dllniash. waa melting beeswax. and making a cerate. 
Why a cerate especially, is more than I can tell; but 
I know that a beeswax plaster was always made when 
the mistress was ill. And now she was 80 disturbed 
that she was really ill. Duniasha's aunt had come to 
spend the night with her, so as to keep her courage up. 
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Four of them were sitting in the girls' sitting-room, 
-=- among them the little maid, - and were quietly 
conversing. 

" Who is going after the oil? .. asked Duniasha. 
" I wouldn't go, not for any thing, Avd6t'ya Miko- . 

!Avna," said the second girl in a tone of determination. 
" Come now, go with Aksiutka." 
"I will run alone. I ain't aflaid of nothing," said 

Aksiutka, " but she's afraid of every thing." • 
" Well, then, go ahead, dear; borrow it of the old 

granny Anna, and don't spill it," said Duniasha. 
Aksiutka lifted her skirt with one hand, and though 

on account of this she could not swing both arms, She 
swung one twice as violently across the line of her 
direction, and flew otf. It was terrible to her; and she 
felt that if she should see or hear any thing whatso
ever, even though it were her own mother, she shoultl 
fall. with fright. She flew, with her eyes shut, over 
the well-known path. 
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XUI. 

"Is oor lady asleep, or not? .. asked·. muzhik". 
hoarse Toice suddenly near Aksiotka. She opened 
ber eyes, which had been tightly shut, and saw a Corm 
which it seemed to her was higher than the filing. She 
wheeled round, and sped back 80 fast that ber petti. 
coat did not have time to catch up with ber. With one 
boond she was on the steps, with another in the sit
ting-room, and giving a wild shriek flung berself on 
the lounge. 

Duniasha, ber aunt, and the second girl almost died 
of fright; but they had DO time to open their eyes, ere 
heavy, deliberate, and irresolute steps were beard in the 
entry and at the door. Duniasha ran into ber mistress'. 
room, dropping the cerate. The second girl bid behind 
a akirt that was banging on the wall. The aunt, who 
had more resolution, was about to hold the door i but 
the door opened, aDd a muzhIk strode into the room. 

n waS Dutlof in his huge boots. Not paying any 
heed to the a1frighted women, his eyes sought the 
ikons; and, not finding the small holy image that hung 
io a comer, he crossed himself toward the cupboard, 
laid his cap down on the window, and thrusting his 
thick band into his sheepskin coat, as though he were 
trying to BCratch himself nuder the arm, he drew out 
a letter with five brown seals, imprinted with an 
Anchor. Duniasha'. annt put her baod to ber breast; 
abe was acarccly aWe to articulal.e,-



256 POLIKTISHK.A.. 

"How you frightened me, Naumuitch!1 I ca-n-n't 
sa-y a wo-r-d. I thought that the end • . • had . • • 
come." 

"What do you want?" asked the second girl, 
emerging from behind the skirt. 

"And they have stirred up Ollr lady so," said Duni
asha coming from the other l'oom. " What made you 
come up to the sitting-room without knocking? You 
stupid muzhik! " 

Dutlol, without making any excuse, said that he 
must see the mistress. 

" She is ill," said Duniasha. 
By-this time Aksiutka was snorting with such un

becomingly loud laughter, that she was again obliged 
to hide her head under the pillows, from which, for a 
whole hour, notwithstanding Duniasha's and her aunt's 
threats, she was unable to lift it without falling into 
renewed fits of laughter, as though something were 
loose in her rosy bosom and red cheeks. It seemed 
to her so ridiculous that they were all so fl'ightened -
and she again would hide her head, and, as it were in 
convulsions, shuffle her shoes, and shake with her 
whole body. 

Dutlof straightened himself up, looked at her at
tentivelyas though wishing to account for this peculiar 
manifestation; but, not finding any solution, he turned 
away and continued to explain his errand. 

"Of. course, as this is a very important business," 
he said, " just- tell her that a muzhik has brought her 
the letter with the money." 

" What money? " 

1 The eon of Nahnm. II Is cnotomary among the pe!IIlIIntry to call each 
other by the patronymlo. Thus Pollkw Is generolly c:Uled llyltoh, eon of 
llya, Instead of the maR formal PoUke;: I1~II,ch. 
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Duniasha, before retening the matter fD the mis
tress, read the address, and asked DnLlof when and 
how he had got this money which Dyitch should have 
brought back from the city. Having learned aU the 
particulars, and sent the errand-girl, who still contin
ued fD laugb, out into the entry, Dnniasha went fD 
the mistress; but fD DuLlof'. surprise the lady would 
not receive him at aU, and sent no message fD him 
throngb Duniasha. 

" I know nothing about it, and wish fD know noth
Ing," said the mistress, "about any muzhU!: or any 
money. I can not and I will not see anyone. Let 
him leave me in peace." 

"Dut what shall I do?" asked DuLlof, turning the 
envelope around and around; "it.'s no small amount 
of money. It'. written on there, isn't it?" he in
quired of Duniasha, who again read to him the super
scription. 

It seemed hard for DuLlof fD believe Duniasha. He 
seemed fD hope that the money did not belong to the 
gracious lady, and that the address read otherwise. 
Dut Duniasha repeated it a second time. He sighed, 
placed the envelope in his breast, and prepared to go 
out. 

"I mnst give it to the police Inspector," .he said. 
"Simpleton, I will ask her again; I will teU her," 

eaid Duniasha, detaining him when ehe eaw the en
velope disappearing under his coat. "Give me the 
letter." 

DuLlof tDok it ont again, but did not immediately 
put it Ioto Duniasha's outstretched hand • 

.. TeU ber that. Dutlof 8em'y6n. found it on the 
road." 

.. Well, give it here." 
81 
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"I was thinking-well, take it. A soldier read the 
address for me-that it had money." 

"Well. let me have it." 
"I didn't dare to go home on account of this," 

said Dutlof again, not letting go the precious en
velope. " Well, let her see it." 

Duniasha took the envelope, and once more went to 
her ladyship. 

"0 Duniasha,"1 said the mistress in a reproachful. 
tone, "don't speak to me ~bout that money. I can't 
think of any thing else except that poor little babe." 

"The muzhik, my lady,- knows not who you want 
him to give it to," insisted Duniasha. 

The lady broke,the seals, shuddered as soon as she 
saw the money, and pondered for a moment. 

"Horrible money I it has brought 'nothing but 
woe," she mused. 

"It is Dutlof, my lady.- Do you wish him to go, OP 

will you come and see him? Is all the money there? .. 
asked Duniasha. 

" I do not wish this money. This is hom"ble money. 
What harm it has done I Tell him that he may have 
it if he wants it," suddenly exclaimed the lady, seiz
ing Duniasha's hand. 

"Fifteen hundred rubles," remarked Duniasha. 
smiling gently as to a child. 

"Let him have it ~," repeated the lady impa
tiently. 4' Why don't you understand me? This is 
misfortune's money: don't ever speak about it to me 
again. Let this muzhik have it, if he brought it. Go, 
go right away I .. 

Duniasha returned into the sitting-room. 
" Was it all there?" asked Dutlof. 
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"Count for yourself," said Duniasha, handing him 
the envelope: "she told me to give it to you." 

Dutlof stuffed his cap under his arm, and bending 
over tried to count. 

" Haven't you got a counting-machine P" 
Dutlof understood that it was a whim of the mis

tre88'. not to count, and that she had bidden him to 
do it. 

"Take it home, and count it. It'. YOUl8, - your 
money," said Duniasha severely. "Says abe,' I don't 
want It; let the man have it who found it.' .. 

Dutlof, not straightening himself up, fixed his eyes 
on Duniasha. 

Duniasha'. aunt also clapped her hands. " Good
nesa gracious I • God has given you sucb luck I Good
neSB gracious I .. 

The second girl could not believe it. "You're 
Joking r Did really Avd6t'ya Nikol6vna say that?" -

"What do you mean - Joking r Sbe told me to 
give it to the muzhik. Now take your money, and 
be off," said Duniasha, not hiding her vexation. "One 
has sorrow, another joy"-' 

"It must be a Joke, - fifteen hundred rubles!" 
said the aunt. 

U More than that," said Duniasha abarply. "Now 
you will place a great big candle for Mikola, .. • she 
continued maliciously. " What r have you lost your 
wits P It would be good for some poor fellow. And 
you have so mucb of your OWD." 

Dutlof finally arrived at a comprehension that it was 
meant in earnest; and be began to fold together and 
&ft'U"W"\.t .... Anarn. .h .. an"'Alnna "';th +"".ar, ...-an ........ .,. ..,h,; ... )" in 
D~"" __ ...... -.."'" ....... "'."'1"* .... ~ ~ ... lU.A_u~J' n .... ,"' .... .. 

the counting he had burst open: but his hands trem-
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bled, and he kept looking ,at the women, to persuade 
himself that it was not a jest. 

"You see you haven't come to your senses with 
joy," said Duniasha, making 'it evident that she de
spised both the muzhik and money. "Give it to me, 
I'll1i.x it for you." 

And she offered to take it, but Dutlof did not trust 
it in her hands. He doubled the money up, thrust it 
in still farther, and took his cap. 

"Glad? " 
"I don't knOll' i what's to be said? Here it's"

He did bot finish his sentence, but waved his hand, 
grinned, almost burst into tears, and went out. 

The bell tinkled in the mistress's room. 
" Well, did you give it to him? " 
"I did." 
" Well, was he very glad?" 
"He was iike one gone crazy." 
"Oh, bring him back! I want to ask him how he 

found it. Bring him in here. I can't go out to him." 
Duniasha flew out, and overtook the muzhik in the 

hall. He had not put on his hat, but had taken out 
his purse, and bending over was opening it i but the 
money he held between his teeth. Maybe it seemed to 
him that it was not his until he had put it in his purse. 
When Duniasha called him back, he was startled. 

"What .•• Avd6t'ya? •• Avdot'ya Mikolavna? 
Is she going to take it away from me? If you would 
,only take my part, I would bring you some honey, 
- before God I would." 

" All right, bring it." 
Again the door opened, lind the muzhik was led into

the mistress's presence. It was not, a' happy moment 
for him. "Akh I she's going to take it back I" he 
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said to himself, as he went through the rooms, litting 
his feet very high, as though walking through tall 
grass, so as not to make a noise with his big wooden 
shoes. lIe did not comprehend, and he seareely 
noticed what was around him. He passed by the 
mirror; he saw some flowers, some muzhik or other 
lifting up his feet shod in sabots, the Mrin painted 
with one eye and something that seemed to him like a 
green tub, and a white object. • • • Suddenly, from the 
white object issued a voice. It was the mistreBB. He 
could not distinguish anyone clearly, but he rolled his 
eyes around. He knew not where he was, and every 
thing seemed to be in a mist. 

" Is it you, Dutlon" 
"It's me, your ladyship.' It's Just as it was. I 

didn't touch it," he said. "I wasn't glad, - before 
God, I wasn't, I almost killed my horse." 

"It's your good luck," she said with a perfectly 
sweet smile. "Keep it, keep it. It's yours." 

He only opened wide his eyes. 
" I am glad that you have it. God grant that it 

prove usctul to you. Are you glad to have iU" 
.. How could I help being glad? Glad as I can be, 

mdtushka I I will always pray to God for you. I am 
as glad as I can be, that, glory to God, our mistreBB is 
alive. Only it was my fault." 

" IIow did you find it?" 
"Yoll know that we can "lways work for our lady 

for honour's sake, and, if not that II ••• 
" lIe's getting all mixed up, my lady said," Duniasha. 
"I carried my nephew, who's gone as a Recruit, and 

on my way back I found it on the road. Pollkti 
must have w"Opped it accidentally." 

I r .. ·1 IN"drf" ..... 
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" Well, now go, now go ! I am glad." 
, "So am I glad, matushka," said the muzhIk. 

Then he recollected that he had not thanked her, 
but he did not know how to go about it in the proper 
manner. The lady and Dnniasha both smiled, as he 
again started to walk, as though through tall grass, 
and by main force conquered his impulse to break into 
a run. But all the time it seemed to him that they 
were going to hold him. and take it from him. 
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XIV. 

M.uoxo his way out into the fresh air, Dutlof turned 
off from the road to the lindens, unloosed his belt so 
the more conveniently to get at his purse, and then 
began to put away the money. He moved his lips, 
sucking them in and pnshing them out again, though 
he made no sound. After he had stowed away the 
money, and buckled his girdle again, he crossed him
self, nnd went rolling along the path as though he 
were drunk; so absorbed was he by the thoughts 
rusbing through his brain. Suddenly he saw before 
him the form of a muzhik, coming to meet him. He 
IIIt'J'PJUru'.d.. Tl ... ~AS. V.P!.im., ~hn.""tb..1\.. "lila ~M..."".ti~ 
as guard on the outside of the wing. 

"Ah, uncle Sem'y6n," said Tefimka Joyfully as he 
came nearer. [It was rather gloomy for him to be all 
alone.] Well, have you got the recruits off?" 

" T es. What are you doing? " 
" They stationed me here to guard Ilyitch, who hung 

himself." 
" But where is nyitch? " 
"Here in the loft: they say he's hanging there," 

replied Tefimka, pointing with his- stick through the 
darkness, to the roof of the wing. 

Dutlof looked in the direction indicated; and though 
he saw nothing, he blinked his eyes and shook his 
head. 

"The police inspector has come," said Tefimk&. 
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"The coachman told me. They are goiDg to take 
him right down. Kind of a fearful night, uncle.1 I 
wouldn't go in there to-night, not even if orders had 
come from the upper house. Not if Y~gor Mikhal
uitch beat me to death would I go in there." 

"What a terrible misfortune! " said Dutlot,evidently 
from a sense of propriety; for in reality he was not 
thinking of what he was saying, and was anxious to 
go his way. But the overseer's voice chained him 
to the spot. 

" Hey, guard, come here!" cried Yegor Mikha.ilo-
vitch,-from the steps. 

Yefimka responded to the call. 
" What muzhik 'Was standing there with you? " 
" Dutlot." 
"You too, Sem"y6n, come here." 
As Dutlof drew near, he saw, by the light of the 

lantern carried by the coachman, not only the overseer, 
but a strange man in a uniform cap with a cockade, 
and wearing a cloak: this was the police inspector. 

"Here is an old man will go with us," said the over
seer, pointing to him. 

The old man winced, but there was nothing to be 
done. -

"And you; Yefimka, you're only a young man; 
just run on ahead to the loft where he's hanging, 
and clear away the stairs so that his honour can get 
up." -

Yefimka, although he would not for any thing go 
into the wing, started olf, tramping with his feet as 
though they were beams. 

Th!l police inspector struck a light, and began to 
smoke his pipe. He lived two versts away; and he 

I d'vadiU8hka. dlmloollve of d.'Vad'Va. 
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had ,ust been engaged in receiving from the captain 
of police I a sharp dressing for drunkenness, and was, 
·consequently, 8till suffering from an attack of ill 
humour. The overseer asked Datlnf why he was there. 
Dudof told him in • etraightforward way aboat the 
finding of the money, and what the hArinya had done. 
DuUof said that he was going to ask the overseer's 
permission. The overseer, to DuUors horror, asked 
for the envelope, and looked at it. The police inspector 
also took the envelope, and asked, in a few dry words, 
about the particulars. 

"Now, good-by to my money," thought DuUof, and 
began already to excuse himself. But the police in
spector gave him the money. 

" That.·1 luck for the rascal I " he said. 
"Comel in good time," said the overseer. cc He's 

Just taken his nephew to camp; Now he can buy him 
off." 

"Ah I" said the police inspector, and started on. 
" Are you going to get Dynshka a substitute P" in

quired the overseer. 
"How get him a substitute P Is there money 

enough P And, besides, it's too late." 
"You know best," 8aid the overseer, and both 

followed the police inspector. 
They wen' into the wing, at the entry of which the 

ill-smelling guards were waiting with a lantern. Dut
lof followed them. The guards had a guilty look, 
which Wal to be attributed only to the odour arising 
from them. because they had boon doing nothing 
wrong. All were silent. 

" Where P " asked the police inspector. 
"Here," whispered the overseer. "Yefimka," he 

I "pra .... Lt. 
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added, "you're a fine young man, go ahead with tho 
lantern." 

Yefimka straightened his forelock; it seemed as if 
he had lost all his fear. Going np two or three steps, 
he kept turning round, with a glad conntenance, and 
throwing the light on the police inspector's way. 
Behind the inspector followed the overseer. WIlen 
they were out of sight, Dutlof, resting one foot on 
the step, sighed and stopped. In the course of two 
minutes, the sonnd of the steps ceased; evidently they 
were approaching the body. 

"Uncle I you're wanted," cried Yefimka, in the 
skylight. 

Dutlof went up. The police inspector and the over
seer could be seen in the light of the lantern, but the 
beam partly hid them from sight •. Near them stood 
some one with back toward them. It was Polikei. 
Dutlof went beyond the beam, and, crossing himself, 
halted. 

"Turn him round, boys," commanded the coroner. 
No One stirred. 
"Yefimka, you're a fine young man," said the 

overseer. 
The "fine young man" walked up to the beam, 

and turning Dyitch's body round stood by him, look
ing with the same pleased expression, now at Dyitch, 
now at the officer, just as a showman exhibiting an 
albino, or some monstrosity,llooks now at the public, 
now at the object of his exhibition, and is ready to 
fulfil all the desires of his spectators. 

" Tum him round again." 
The body turned around once more, waved its hands 

I Tolla Put"n.: a slrl like " moo key, wltb balr, arm. and ,.."" _ 
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slightly, and the leg made a circle on the sanded 
floor. 

"Come now, take him down." 
"Do you order him cut down, Vasili Borisovitch?" 

demanded the overseer. "Bring an axe, friends I" 
Twice the order had to be given to DuUof and the 

guards to lilt him up. But the" fine young man" 
handled Dyitch as be would the carcass of a sheep. 
Finally they cut the rope, took down the body, and 
threw a cloth over it. The police inspector said that 
tho doctor would come On the Dext day, and scnt the 
people away. 
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xv. 

DUTLoF, still moving his lips, went home. At first, 
it was hard for him; but in proportion as he drew near 
the village, this feeling passed away, and a feeling of 
pleasure more and more penetrated his heart. Songs 
and drunken voices were heard in the village. Dutlof 
never drank; and now he went straight home. It was 
already late when he reached his cottage;1 His old 
woman was asleep. His oldest son and the grand
children were asleep on the oven, the other son in the 
closet. The nephew's wife t was the only person 
awake; and she, in a dirty, every-day shirt, with her 
hair unkempt, was sitting on the bench and weeping. 
She did not get up to open the door for the uncle, 
but began to weep more bitterly, and to reproach him, 
as soon as he came into the cottage. By the old 
woman's advice she talked very clearly and well, 
though, being still young, she could not have had any 
practice. 

The old woman got up, and began to get her hus
band something to eat. Dutlof drove his nephew's 
wife away from the table. "That'll do! that'll do! " 

. said he. Aksinya got up, and then throwing herself 
down on the bench still continued to weep. The old 
woman silently set the things on. the table,' and then 
put them in order. The old man also refrained from 
saying a single word. After performing his devotions, 

• RVUBltki,,', bablJ. 
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he belched once or twice, washed his hands, and, tak· 
lng tho abacus down from the nail, went to his closet. 
There be began to whisper with his old wife: then the 
old woman left bim alone, and he began to rattle the 
abacus j finally he lifted the lid of a chest, and climbed 
down into a sort of cellar. He rummaged round long 
in the closet and in the cellar. When he came out, it 
was dark in the cottage j the pitch-pine knot had 
burnt out. 

The old woman, who by day was ordinarily mild 
and quiet, had retired to her room, and was snoring so 
as to be heard allover the cottage. The noisy niece,l 
on the other band, was also asleep, and her breathing 
could not be beard. She was asleep on the bench 
Just as she was, not having undressed, and without any 
thing under her head. Dutlof said bis prayers, then 
glanced at his niece, raised her head a little, slipped a 
stick under it, and, after belching again, climbed upon 
the oven, and lay down next his grandson. In the 
darkness he took oft his shoei, and lay on his back, 
and tried to make out the objects on the stove, barely 

. visible above bis head j and listened to the cock· 
roaches rustling over the wall, to the breathing, and 
the restless moving of feet, and to the noises of the 
cattle in the yard. 

n was long before be went to sleep. The moon 
came up, and it grew lighter in the cottage. He could 
see Aksiuya in the corner, and something which he 
equId not make out. Was it a cloak that his son had 
forgotten' or bad the women left a tub there P or was 
it some one standing P Whether he drowsed or not, 
who can say? but now he began to look again •••• 
Evidently that dark spirit which led TIyitch to commit 
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the terrible deed, and which impressed the domestics 
that night with its presence, - evidently that sphit 
spread its pinions o.ver the whole estate, and over Dut
lot's cottage, where was concealed that money which he 
enjoyed at the cost ot Ilyitch's ruin. At all events, 
Dutlot felt l't there. And Dutlof was not in his usual 
spirits, - could not sleep, nor sit up. When he saw 
something that he could not explain, he remembered 
his nephew with his pinioned arms, he remembered 
Aksinya's face and her flowing discourse, he remem
bered Ilyitch with his dangling hands. 

Suddenly it seemed to the old man that some one 
passed by the window. ,( What is that? Can it be 
the elder 1 has come to ask the news? .. he said to him
self. " How did he unlock the door?" the old man 
asked himself in surprise, hearing stcps in the entry; 
" 01' did the old womnn leave it open when she went to 
the door?" The dog howled in the back Ylm'l, but IT 
passed along the entry, and, as the old man alteI'
wards related the story, seemed to hunt for the door, 
passed by, once more tried to feel along the wall, 
stumbled across the tub, and it rang. And once mOl-e 
IT tried to feel along the wall, actually foun<\ the latch
string. Then IT took hold of it. A chill ran over 
the old man's body. Here the latch was lifted, and the 
form of a man came in. Dutlot already knew that it 
was IT. He tried to get hold of his cross, but could 
not. Ir came to the table, on which lay a cloth, threw 
it on the floor, and came to the oven. The old man 
knew that IT was in Ilyitch's form~ lIe trembled; his 
hands shook. IT came to the oven, threw itself on 
the old man, and began to choke him. 

"My money," said Ilyitch. 
I 1IdroI1q, 
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Sem'y6n tried, but could Dot say, "Let me go, I 
will DoL" 

Dyitch pressed down upon him with all the weight 
of a mountain of atone resting upon his breasL Dut.
lof knew that if he could say a prayer, IT would leave 
him i aDd he knew what kind of • prayer he ought 
to .. y, but this prayer would Dot form itself on his 
lips. 

His grandson wsa sleeping nen him. The boy 
littered a piercing acream, and began to weep. The 
grandfather bad crowded him against the "all. The 
child's cry unsealed the old man's lips. "Let God 
arise up," he repeated. 11' loosed ita hold. litUe. 
" And scatter our enemies," whispered Dutlof. 11' got 
do1rD from the atove. Dutlof listened as IT touched 
both feet to the floor. Dutlof kept repeating all the 
prayers that he knew i said them all in order. 11' went 
to the door, paased the table, and atruck the door such 
a rap that the cottage trembled. Every ODe was asleep 
except the old man and his grandson. The grand
father repeated the prayers, and trembled all over: the 
graOOson wept as he fell asleep, and cuddled up to his 
grandfather. 

AU became quiet again. The old man lay motion
less. The rock crowed behind the wall at Dutlof's 
ear. He heard how the heu bega~ to atir themselftS j 
Low the 101lDg cockerel endeavoured to imitate the old 
cock, and did Dot succeed. Something moved on the 
old man'. legs. It wsa the caL She Jumped down 
on her soft paws from the oven to the ground, and 
~ to miaw at the door. 

The grandfather got up. opened the window. In 
the street it 11'88 dark, muddy. The corpse stood there 
UDder 1he very window. He went in his stocking-feet 
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to the yard,l crossing himself as he went. And here 
it ~as evident that the masterS was coming. The 
mare, standing under the shed by the wall, with her leg 
caught in the bridle, was lying in the husks, and 
raised her head, waiting for the master •. The foal was 
stretched out on the manure. The old man lifted him 
ou his legs, freed the mare, gave her some fodder, and 
went back to the cottage. The old woman got np, and 
kindled the fire. 

" Wake the boys; I am going to town." 
And lighting one of the wax candles that stood 

before the sacred images, he took it, and went with 
it down into the cellar. When he came up, not only 
was his own fire borning, bot those in t.he neighbouring 
cottages were lighted. The children wcre up, and all 
ready. Women were coming and going with pails and 
tubs of milk. Ignat was harnessing a tely~ga. The . 

. other son was oiling another. The niece 8 was not to 
be seen, hut, dressed in her best, and with a shawl on, 
was sitting on the bench in the cottage, and waiting 
for the time to go to town and say good-by to her 
husband. 

The old man had an appearance of peculiar stern
ness. He said not a W01'd to anyone: put on his new 
kaftan, girdled himself tightly, and with all of Polek~i"s 
money under his coat, went to the overseer. 

" You wait for me," he shouted to Ignat, who was 
whirling the wheel round on the raised axle, and oiling 
it. "I'll be back in a moment. Be all ready." 

The overseer, who was just up, was drinking his tea, 
and had made his preparations to go to the city to 
deliver the recruits over to the authorities •. 

" What do you wish? " he asked. 
1 dllOr. • klIooyain. • molodtiika. 
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" Y~gor :&likhaluiteh, I want to buy the young fellow 
olf. Be so good. You told mc a day or two ago that 
you knew a substitute in the city. Tell me how. I 
am ignorant." 

" What I have you reconsidered it? " 
"I have, Y~gor Miklullituch. It's too blld, - my 

brother's son. Whatever he did, I'm sorry for him. 
Much sin comes from it, from this money. So please 
tell me," said he, making a low bow. 

The overseer, as always in such circumstances, drew 
in his lips silently, and went into a brown study; then 
having made up his mind, wrote two letters, and told 
him what and how he must do in town. 

When Dutlof reached home, the niece was just 
coming out with Ignat i and the gray, pot-bellied mare, 
completely harnessed, was standing at the gate. He 
broke olf a switch from the hedge. Wrapping himseH 
op, be took his seat on the box, and started up the 
horse. 

Dutlof drove the mllre so fast thllt her belly seemed 
to shrink away, and he did not dare to look at her 
lest he should feel compunction. He W8S tormented 
by the thought that he might be late in reaching camp; 
thllt Dy6kha would have already gone as a soldier, and 
that the devilish money would still be in his bands. 

I am not going to give a detailed description of all 
Dutlof'. adventures that morning. I will only say 
that be was remarkably successful. At the house of 
the man to whom the overseer gave him a letter, there 
was a substitute rendy and .waiting, who boo spent 
twenty-three silver rubles of his bounty-money, and 
had already passed muster. His master I wanted to gel 
tor him four hundred rubles; but another man,- who 

83 
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had already been after him for three·weeks, was anx
ious to beat him down to three hundred. 

Dutlot. concluded the business with tew words. 
"Will you take three hundred and twenty-five?" said 
he, offering his hand, but with an expression that 
made it evident that he was ready to give even more. 
The master held out his hand, and continued to demand 
four hundred. 

" Won't you take three hunw:ed and twenty-five?" 
repe~ted Dutlof, seizing the master's right hand with 
his left, and making the motion to clap it with the 
other." You won't take it? Well, God be with you," 
he exclaimed, suddenly striking hands with the master, 
and, with the violence of the motion, swinging his 
whole body round from him. "Then, make it this 
way I Take three hunw'ed and fifty. Make out the 
jitanets.1 Bring the young man. And now for the 
earnest-money. Will two ten-ruble pieces do? " 

And D!ltlof unbuckled his belt, and w'ew out the 
money. 

Though the master did not withdraw his hand, yet 
apparently he was not wholly satisfied, and before ac
cepting the earnest-money, he demanded a fee, and 
entertainment money'for the substitute. 

"Don't commit a sin," said Dutlof, pressing the 
money upon him. "We must all die," he went on in 
such a short, didactic, and confident voice that the 
master said,·" There's nothing to be done," once 
more shook hands, and began to say a prayer. 
"'Vith God's blessing," he said. 

They awoke the substitute, who was still sleeping off 
his yesterday's spree i they inspected him, and then 
all went to the authorities. The substitute was hila-

• llispronunclallon of gumaNco. 
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riona, II.8kcd to be rcfreshed with some rum, for which 
Dutlot gave him money, and began to feel IIcared 
only at the moment when they Ib'St entered the vesti
bule ot the court-honse. They stood long in the 
vestibule: the old master' in a blue overcoat, and the 
substitute in a short sheepskin, with lifted eyebrows 
and wide-staring eyes; long they stood there whispering 
together, asked questions ot this man and that, were 
Bent Crom pillar to post, took ott their bats and bowed 
before every petty clerk, and solemnly listened to the 
speech made by a clerk whom the master knew. All 
hope ot finishing the business that day was vanishing, 
and the substitute was already beginning to feel more 
cheerful and easy, when Dutlot caught sight ot Yegor 
lIikhailovitch, immediately went to him, and began to 
beseech him, and make low bows. The overseer's in1lu
ence was so powerful, that by three o'clock the substi
tute, much to his disgust and surprise, was conducted 
Into the andience-chamber, enrolled on the army list, 
and to the satisfaction ot every one, from door-tender 
to president, was stlipped, shaved, dressed in uniform, 
and sent out to camp. And at the end of five minutes 
Dutlot had paid the money over, and taken his receipt i 
and after saying good-by to the recruit and his master, 
he went to the merchant's lodging-house where the 
recruits from Pokrovsk~ were stopping. 

His nephew and the wife were sitting in one comer 
ot the merchant's kitchen; and when the old man 
came in, they ceased talking, and behaved toward him 
in a humble and yet hostile manner. 

"Don't be vexed, IlyUkha," he said, approaching 
his nephew. "Day before yesterday you said a harsh 
word to me. A:m I not sorry for you? I remember 
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how my brother commended you' to my care. It it 
had been in my power, would I have let you gO? God 
granted me a piece of good fortune: you see I have 
not beim mean. Here ~ this paper," said he, layIng 
the receipt on the table, and carefully smoothing it out 
with.his crooked, stiffened fingers. -

All of, the Prokrovski muzhiks, and the merchant's 
people, and also somo of the neighbonrs, came into the 
inn.1 All watched inquisitively what was going on. 
No one interrupted the old man's triumphal words. 

"Here's the paper. I paid' nearly foul' hundred 
silver rubles for it. Don't blame your uncle I " 

TIyUkha stood up; but said nothing, not knowing 
what to say. His lips trembled with emotion. His 
old mother came to him sobbing, and wanted to throw 
herself on his neck j but the old man slowly and im
periously pushed her away with his hand, and' pro
ceeded to speak:-

"You said a harsh word to me," repeated the old 
man. " With that word you stabbed me to the heart, 
as with a knife. Your'dying father commended you 
to my care. You have taken the place of my' own
son j but if I have done you any harm, I am SOITy. 
We are all sinners. Is that not so, Orthodox be
lievers?" he asked,-turning to the muzhiks standing 
around. "Here is your own ,mother, and your 
young wife jl here is the jitanetB for you. God bless 
it,-the money. But forgive me, for Christ's sake! .. 

And spreading his cloak out on the 11oor, he slowly 
got down upon his knees, and bent low before the feet 
of TIyushka and his wife. The young people tried in 
vain to raise him: not until he had touched his head 
to the ground, did he rise, and shaking himself sit 
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down ,upon the bench. nyllshka's mother and the 
young wife wept for joy. In the crowd were heard 
voices expressing approbation. 

"That's right, that's God's way," said one. 
"What money? It. must have taken a lot." 
" What a joy I" said a third. "A righteous man, 

that'. the word for it." 
But the muzhiks, who had been named as recruits, 

said nothing, and went noiselessly out into the court
yard. 

In two hours' time, the two Dutlofs' tely~gas drove 
through the suburbs of the city. In the first, drawn 
by the pot-bellied gray mare with sweaty neck, sat the 
old man and Ignat. Behind rattled a number of 
pretzels and crackers. In the second tely~ga, which 
no one drove, dignified and happy, sat the young 
wife and her mother-in-law wrapped up in shawls. 
The young woman held a jug under her apron. DyIlsh
ka, bending over with his back to the borse, with 
ruddy face, shaking on the dasher, was munching 
a cracker· and talking in a steady stream. And the 
voices, and the rumblo ot the wheels on the bridge, 
Bnd the occasional snorting ot the borses, all united 
into one merry BOund. The borses, switching their 

'tails, trotted along steadily, feeling that they were on 
the bome stretch. Those whom they passed and those 
whom they met looked upon a bappy family. 

Just as they were leaving the city the Dutlofs over
took a detachment ot recruits. A group ot the soldiers 
stood in a circle In front ot a drinking-saloon. One 
recruit, with that peculiarly unnatural expression which 
,_ shorn brow gil'es a man, with his gray uniform cap 
pushed 011 tho back of his head; was skilfully picking 
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on a three-stringed balalaika i another, without any 
thing on his head, and holding a jug of vodka in one 
hand, was dancing in the midst of the circle. Igoat 
halted his horse, and· got out to gather up the reins. 
All the Dutlofs looked on with curiosity, satisfaction, 
and joy, at the man who was dancing. 

The recruit did not seem to notice anyone, but had 
the consciousness that an admiring public was at
tracted by his antics, and this gave him strength and 
ability. He danced dexterously. His forehead was 
wrinkled, his ruddy face was motionless, his mouth 
was parted in a smile which had long lost all expres
sion. It seemed as thongh all the energies of his sout 
were directed to making one leg follow the other with 
all possible swiftness, now on the heel ~nd now on the 
toe. Sometimes he would suddenly stop, and signal to 
the accompanist, who would instantly begin to thrum 
on all the strings, and even to rap on the back of the 
instrument with his knuckles. The recruit stopped, bu& 
evcn when he stopped still, he seemed, as it were, to 
be all the time dancing. Suddenly he began to slacken 
his pace, shrugging his shoulders, aud, leaping into the 
air, landed on his heels, and with a wild shriek set up 
the Russian national dance. 

The lads laughed, the women shook their heads, the 
lusty peasants smiled with satisfaction. An old non-

- commissioned officer stood calmly near the dancer with 
a look that said, "To you this is wonderful, but to "" 
it's an old story." The balalaika-player stood up in 
plain sight, surveyed the crowd with a cool stare, 
struck a false choni, and suddenly rapped his fingera 
on the back, and the dance was done. 

" Hey J Aly6kha," cried the accompanist to the 
dancer, and pointed to Dutlof. "Isn't that your 
spoWior'" 
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" Where? 0 my dearly beloved friend!" screamed 
the recruit, - the same one whom Dutlof bad bonght, 
- and stumbling out on bis weary feet, and lifting his 
Jug of vodka above bis bead, be made for the team. 
" Mishka I waiter I a glass," be shouted. "lIaster I 
o my dear old friend! How glad I am! fact I" be 
went on, Jerking his tipsy head towards the tely~ga, 
and beglUl to treat the muzhiks and the women to 
vodka. The muzhiks accepted, the women declined. 
"You are darlings, why shouldn't I treat' you?" 
cried the recruit, throwing his arms around the old 
women. 

A woman peddling eatables was standing in tbe 
throng. The recruit saw her, grabbed ber tray, and 
flung its contents into the tely~ga. 

"I).don't worry, I'll p-pay - the d-deuce," be 
began to scream in a drunken voice; and here be drew 
out of bis stocking a purse with money in it, and flung 
it to the waiter. 

He stood leaning with his elbows on the wagon, and 
stared, with moist eyes, at those who sat in it. 

"Which is my Dllitushka?" he asked. "Be you 
ber 1 I've got something for ber too." 

He pondered a moment, and diving into his pocket 
brought out a Dew handkerchief folded, untied another 
which be had put on as a girdle under his coat, bastily 
took the red acarf from his neck, bundled them together, 
and thrust them into the old woman's lap. 

" Na I I give 'em to you," be said, in a voice that 
grew weaker and weaker. 

" Why? thank you, friend 1-What a simple lad he 
is I" said abe, addressing the old man Dutlof, who 
eame lip to their tely~gL 

The recruit W88 now enUrely quiet and dumb, anll 
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kept dropping his head lower and lower, as though he 
were going to sleep then and there. 

"I'm going for you, I'm going to destruction for 
you," he repeated., "And so I make you a. 
. present. " 

"I s'pose he's really got a mother," cded some one 
in the crowd. " Fine young fellow! Too bad I " 

The recruit lifted his head. "I've got a mother," 
he said. " I've got a father 1 too. They've all given 
me up, though. Listen, old woman!" he added, 
seizing Ilyushkin's mother by the hand. "I made 
you a present. Listen to me, for Christ's sake. Go 
to my village of Vodnoo, ask there for Nikonof's old 
woman, ....... she's my own .mother, you understand,
and tell this same old woman, Nikonof's old woman 
- third hut at the end - new pump - tell' her that 
Aly6kha - your son - you know - Come! musician, 
stl'ike up ! " he screamed. 

And once more he began to dance, talking all the 
.time, and spilling the vodka. that was left in the jug 
all over the ground. 

Ignat climbed into his wagon, and started to dlive 
on. 

"Good-by, good luck to you," cried the old woman, 
as she wrapped herself up in her sheepskin. 

The recruit suddenly stopped. 
"Go to the devil!" he shouted, threatening the 

teams with his doubled fist. 
"Oh, good Lord I" g ejaculated TIyushkin's mother, 

crossing herself. 
Ignat started up the mare, and the teams drove 

away. Aleks~i the recruit still stood in tho middle of 
the road, and doubling up his fists, with an expression 

• oM Go.pod4. 
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of wrath on his face, berated the muzhiks to the best of 
his ability. 

"What are you standing here for? She's gone. 
The devil, cannibals I" he acreamed. "You won't 
escape from me 1 You devils 1 You dotards I" 

With these words his voice failed him ; he fell at full 
lcngth, just where he stood in the middle of the road. 

Swit'tly the DuUofs drove across the country, and as 
they looked around, the crowd of recruits were already 
lost from sight. When they had gone five versts, and 
were slowing up a little, Ignat got out of his father's 
wagon, when the old man was drowsing, and got in 
with his cousin. 

The two young men drank up the jl1g of vodka which 
they had brought from the city. Then after a little, 
Ilya struck up a song; the women joined in with him; 
Jgoat gayly shouted in harmony. A Jolly party, in a 
post-wagon, dashed swit'tly by. The driver shouted to 
the horses harnessed to the two jolly tely~gas. The 
postilion glanced at thc handsome faces of the muzhiks 
and the women in the tely~ga as they dashed by, 
singiug their merry songs, and waved his hand. 
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f'1I8 HlS'l'ORT 0' A ElORSIl.1 

(1861.) 

I. 

CONSTU--rLY higher and higher the sky lifted itself, 
wider and wider spread the dawn, whiter and whiter 
grew the unpolished silver of the dew, more and more 
lifeless the sickle of the moon, more vocal the forest. 
The men began to arise; and at the stables belonging 
to the bArin were heard with increasing frequency the 
whinnying of the horses, the stamping or hoofs on the 
straw, and also the angry, shrill neighing or the ani
mals collecting together, and even disputing with each 
other over something. 

"Noo I you got time enough; mighty hungry, ain't 
you?" said the old drover, quickly opening the creak
ing gates. "Where you going?" he shouted, waving 
hiB hands at a mare which tried to run through tho 
gate. 

Nester, the drover, was dressed in a Cossack coat,· 
with a decorated leather belt &round his waist; his 
knout was slung over his shoulder, and a handkerchief, 

I Dedi_led to tbe memory of M. A. Stakbovllcb, tile orlgluator 01 ,be 
lubjecl. which w .. sivea by .... brotbw to Cowlt ToIa~ 

1.tua.tiH. 
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containing some bread, was tied into his belt. In his 
arms he carried a saddle and halter. 

The horses were not in the least startled, nor did 
they show aDY resentmeDt, at the drover's sarcastic 
tone: they made believe that it was all the same to 
them, and leisurely moved back from the gate,-all ex
cept one old dark-bay mare, with a long flowiDg mane, 
who laid back her elU'S and quickly turned &round. At 
this opportunity a young mare, who was standing be
hind, and had nothing at all to do with this, whinnied, 
and began to kick at the ftrst horse that she fell in with. 

U No I" shouted the drover still more loudly and 
angrily, and turned to the corner of the yard.! 

Out of all the horses, - there must have been nearly 
a hundred - that were mo,"tog of! toward their break
fast, none manifested so little impatience as a piebald 
gelding, which stood alone to one corner under the 
shed, and gazed with half-shut eyes, and bit on the 
oaken lining of the shed. 

It is hard to say what. enjoyment the piebald gelding 
got from this, but his expression while doing 80 was 
solemn and thoughtful. 

"Nonsense I" again clicd the drover in the same 
tone, tarniDg to him; and going up to him he laid the 
saddle and shiDY blanket on a pile of manure near him. 

The piebald gelding 0088Cd bitiDg, and looked long 
at Nester without moviDg. He did not maDifest aDY 
sign of mirth or anger or sullenness, but only drew 
to his whole belly and sighed heavily, heavily, and 
thcn turned away. The drover took him by the neck, 
and gave him his breakfast. 

"What are you sighing for?" asked Nester. 
The horse switched his tail as though to say, " Well, 

1,,-. 
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it's nothing, Nester." Nester put on the blanket and 
saddle, whereupon the horse plicked up his ears, ex
pressing as plainly as could be his disgust j but he 
received nothing but execrations for this "rot," and 
then the saddle-girth was pulled tight. . 

At this the gelding tlied to swell out; but his mouth 
was thrust open, and a knee was pressed into his side, 
so that he was forced to let out his breath. Notwith
standing this, when they got the. bit between his teeth, 
he still plicked back his ears, and even turned round. 
Though' he knew that. this was of no avail, yet he 
seemed to reckon it essential to express his displeasure, 
and always showed it. When he was saddled, he pawed 
with his swollen light leg, and began to champ the bit, 
- here. nlso for some special reaoon, because it was full 
time for him to know that there could be no taste in 
bits. 

Nester mounted the gelding by the short sthTllpE1, 
unwound his knout, freed his Cossack coat from under 
his knee, settled down in the saddle in that position 
peculiar to COOChmEln, hunters, and dlivers, and 
twitched on the reins. The gelding lifted his heail, 
showing a disposition to go where he should be di
rected, but he stirred not from the spot. He knew 
that before he went there would be much shouting on 
th\l part of him who sat on his back, and many orders 
to be given to Vaska, the other drover, and to the 
horses. In fact Nester began to shout, "Vaskal ha, 
Vaska! have you Jet out any of the mares,-hey? 
Where are yon, you old devil? No-o! Are you 
asleep? Open the gate; Let the mares gq first," and. 
soon. 

The gates creaked. Vaska, morose, and still full 
of sleep, holding a horse by the brielle, stood at the 
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gllte-post and lct the horscs out. The hOl'SCS, one 
atter the other, ginge1'ly stepping over· the straw and 
snilllng it, began to pass out, - the young fillies, tho 
yeulings, tho little colts; while the mares with young 
stepped along heedfully, one at a time, avoiding all 
contact. The young fillies sometimes crowded in two 
at once, thrce at once, throwing their heads across 
each other'. backs, and hitting their hoofs against the 
gatea, each timo receiving a volley of abuse from the 
drovers. The colts sometimes kicked the mues whom 
they did not know, and whinnied loudly in answer to 
the short neighing of their mothers. 

A young filly, full of wantonness, as soon as she 
got outside the gate, tossed her head up and around, 
bcglUl to back, and whinnied. but nevertheless did not 
venture to dash ahead of the old gray, grain-bestl'ewed 
Zhuldiba, who, with a gentle but solid step, swinging 
her belly from side to side, was always the dignificd 
leadcr of the othcr horses. 

After a few moments the lively yard was left in 
mellUlcholy loneliness; the posts stood out in sadness 
under the empty sheds, and only the sodden straw, 
soiled with dung, was to be seen. 

Familiar as this picture of emptiness was to the pie
bald gclding, it seemed to have a mellUlcholy cffect 
upon him. He slowly, as though making a bow, 
lowered and lifted his head, sigbed as deeply as the 
tightly drawn girth permitted, and dragging his some
what bent and decrepit legs, he started off after tbe 
berd, can'ying the old Neater on his bony back. 

"I know now. As soon as we get out on the road. 
he will go to work to make a light, and smoke his 
wooden pipe with its COppel' mounting and chain," 
thought thc gclding. "I am Slad of this, because it 
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is ea.rly in, the morning and the dew is on the grass, 
and this odour is agreeable. to me, a.nd brings up many 
pleasant recollections. I.am sorry only that when the 
old man has his pipe in his mouth he al~ays becomes 
excited, gets to imagining things, and sits on one side, 
far over on one side, and on that side it always hurts. 
However, God be with him. It's no new thing for me 
to suffer for the sake of others. I have even come to 
find some equine satisfaction in. this. Let him play 
that he's cock of the walk, poor. fellow; ~ut it's for 
his own pleasure that he looks so big, since no one 
sees him at all. Let him ride sidewise," said the horse 
to himself; and, stepping gingerly on his crooked legs, 
he walked along the middle of the road. 
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ll. 

Ann driving the herd down to the river, Dear 
which the horse8 were to graze, Nester dismounted an(1 
took off the saddle. Meantime the herd began slowly 
to scatter over the 88 yet untrodden field, covered 
wit.h dew and with vapour rising alike from the damp 
meadow and the river that encircled it. 

Taking off the blanket from the piebald gelding, 
Nester scratched him on his neck; and the horse in 
reply expressed his happines8 and satisfaction by shut
ting his eyes. 

"The old dog like8 it," said Nester. 
The gelding really did not like this scratching very 

much, and only out of delicacy intimated that it was 
agreeable to him. Be shook his head 88 a sign of 
aBsent. But Buddenly, unexpectedly, and without any 
reason, Nester, imagining perhaps that too great famil
iarity might give the horse false ideas about what he 
meant,-Nester, without any warning, pushed away 
his head, and, lifting up the bridle, struck the horse 
very severely with the buckle on his bare leg, and, 
without saying any thing, went up the hillock to a .tum" Dear which he sat down 88 though nothing had 
happened •. 

Thougb this proceeding incensed the gelding, he did 
not manifest it; and leisurely switching his thin tail, 
and sniffing at something, and merely for recreation 
cropping at tho grass, he wandered down toward the 
river. 
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Not paying any heed to the antics played around 
him by the young.1illies, the colts, and th.e yearlings, 
and knowing that the health of everybody, and espe
cially one who had attained his years, was subserved 
by getting a good drink of water on an empty stomach, 
and then eating, he turned his steps to where the bank 
was less steep and slippery; and wetting his hoofs and 
gambrels, he thrust his snout into the river, and began 
to !luck the water throngh his lips drawn back, to puff 
with his distending sides, and out of pure satisfaction 
to switch his thin, piebald tail with its leathery stump. 

A chestnut filly, always mischievous, always nag
ging the old horse, and causing him manifold unpleas
antnesses, came down to the water as though for her 
own necessities, but really merely for the sake of 
roiling the water in frout of his nose. 

But the gelding had already drunk enough; and 
apparentJ.y giving no thought to the. impudent mare, 
calmly put one miry leg before the other, shook his 
head, and, turning aside from the wanton youngster, 
began to eat. Dragging his legs in a peculiar manner, 
and not tramping down the abundant grass, the horse 
grazed for nearly three hours, scarcely stirring from 
the spot. Having eaten so much that his belly hung 
down like a bag from his thin, sharp ribs, he stood 
solidly on his four weak legs, so that as little strain as 
possible might come on anyone of them,-at least on 
the right foreleg, wIllch was weaker than all, - and 
went to sleep. ' 

There is an honourable old age, there is a miserable 
old age, there is a pitiable old age; there is also an old 
age that is both honourable and miserable. The old age 
which the piebald gelding had reached was of this 
1& tter sort. 
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The old horae was of • great aiZf\ - more than 
IeVtsnteea handa bigh.1 Hia colour was white, spotted 
with black i at least, it used to be so, but now the 
black spots had changed to a dirty brown. The regions 
of black spots were three in number: one on the head, 
including the mane, and side of the nose, the star on 
the forehead, and half of" the neck i the long mane, 
tangled with burrs, was striped white and brownish; 
the second spottcd place ran along the right side,' and 
covered half the belly i the third was on the flank, 
including the opper part of the taU ~d half of the 
loins; the rest of the tail was whitish, variegated. 

The huge, corrugated head, with deep hollows onder 
the eyes, and with pendent black lips, somewhat 
lacerated, sat heavily and draggingly on the neck, 
which bent onder its leanness, and seemed to. be 
made of wood. From under the pendent lip could 
be seen the dark-red tongue protruding on one side, 
and the yellow, worn tusks of his lower teeth. His 
ears, one of which was slit, fell over sidewise, and 
only occasionally he twitched them a little to scare 
away the sticky flies. One long tuft still remaining of 
the forelock hung behind the ears; the broad forehead 
was hollowed and rough; the skin hung loose on the 
big cheek-bones. On the neck and head the veins 
stood out in knots, trembling and twitching whenever 
a tty touched them. The expression of his· face was 
stcrnly patient, deeply thoughtful, and expressive of 
pain. 

His forelegs were crooked at the knees. On both 
hoofs were swellings; and on the one which was half 
covered by the marking, there was near the knee at 
the back a sore boil. The hind legs were in better 
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condition, but there hlld been se\"ere bruises long be
fore on the haunehes, and the hair did not grow on 
those places. His legs seemed disproportionately long, 
because his body was so emaciated. His ribs, though 
also thick, were so exposed and drawn that the hide 
seemed dried in the hollows between them. 

The back and withers were ,-ariated with old sears, 
and behind was still a freshly galled and purulent 
slough. The black stump of the tail, where the vel'

tebne could be counted, stood out long and almost 
\we. On the brown flank near the tail, where.it was 
o\-ergrown with white hails, was a scar as big as one's 
hand, that must have been from a bite. Another 
cicatrice was to be seen on the off shoulder. The 
houghs of the bind legs and the tail were foul with 
excrement. The hair all over the body, though short, 
stood out straight. 

But in spite of the filthy old age to which this horse 
had come, anyone looking at him would have involun
tarily thought, and a OOIlRo~r would have said 
immediately, that he must have been in his day a 
remarkably flne horse. The OO"AO~Nr would have 
said also that there was only one breed in Russia I that 
could give such brood bones, such huge joints, such 
hoofs, such slender leg-boues, such an arched neek, 
and, most of all, such a skull, - eyes large, black, 
and brilliant, and such .. thoroughbred network of 
nerves over his head and neck, and such delicate skin 
and hair. 

In reality there was something noble in the form of 
this horse, and in the terrible union in him of the 
repulsive signs of decrepitude, the increased varie
gatedness of his hide, and his actions, and the upres-

l TIle beal b....t 01 RQoeiul ...... II liioi 01 tile o~ 
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alon ot selt-dependence, and the calm consciousness 
fJf beauty and strength. 

Like a living ruin he atood in the middle of the 
dewy field, alone i while not tar away from him were 
beard the galloping, the neighing, the lively whinnying, 
t.t.e snorting, ot the scattered herd. 
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m. 

THE sun was now risen above the forest, aud shone 
brightly on the grass and the winding river. The dew 
dried away and fell off in drops. Like smoke the last 
of the morning mist rolled up. Curly clouds made 
their appearance, but as yet there was no wind. On 
the other side of the gleaming river stood the rye, 
bending on its stalks, and the air was fragrant with 
bright verdure and the flowers. The cuckoo· cooed 
from the forest with echoing voice; and Nester, 
lying flat on his back, was reckoning up how many 
years or life lay before him.· The larks arose from 
the ~e and the field. The belated hare stood up 
among the horses and leaped without l'CStraint, and 
sat down by tlle copse and pricked up his ears to 
listen. 

Vaska went to sleep, burying his head in the grass i 
the mares, making wide circuits around him, scattered 
themselves on the field below. The older ones, neigh
ing, picked out.,a shining track across the dewy grass, 
and constantly tried to find some place where they 
might be undisturbed. They no longer grazed, but 
only nibbled on the sweet grass-blades. The whole 
herd was imperceptibly moving in: one direction. 

And again tlle old Zhuldiba, stately stepping before 
the others, showed how far it was possible to go. 
The young Mushka, who had cast her first foal, con
stantly hinnying, and lifting her tail, was scolding 
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her violekoloum colt. The ,.oung Atlasna,._, with 
amooth and ahining akin, dropping her head eo that 
her black and silken forelock hid her fOl'Chead and 
eyes, was gambolling in the grass, nipping and tossing 
and stamping her leg, with its hairy fetlock •. One of 
the older little colts, - he must have been imagining 
some kind of game, -lifting, for the twenty-sixth 
time, his rather short and tangled tail, like a plume, 
gambolled around hie dam, who calmly picked at the 
herbage, having evidently had time to sum up her son's 
character, Dnd only occasionally stopping to look 
askance at him out of ber big black eye. 

One of these same young colts, - black as a coal, 
with a large head with a marvellous top-knot rising 
above hie ears, and his tail still inclining to the side 
on which he had laid in his mothir's belly - pricking 
up his ears, and opening his stupid eyes, as he stood 
motionless in his place, looked steadily at the colt 
jumping and dancing, not at all understanding why he 
did it, whether out of jealousy or indignation. 

Some suckle, butting with their noses; others, for 
some unknown reason, notwithstanding their mothers' 
invitation, move along in a short, awkward trot, in a 
diametrically opposite direction, as though seeking 
something, and then, DO one knows why, stop short 
and hinny in a desperately penetrating voice. Some 
Ii.e on their sides in a row; some take lessons in graz
ing; some try to scratch themselves with their hind 
legs behind the ear. 

Two mares, still with young, go ')ff by themselves, 
and slowly moving their legs continue to graze. Evi
dently their condition is respected by the others, and 
none of the young colts ventures to go near or disturb 
them. If any saucy young steed takes it into hie head 
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to approach too near to them, then merely a motion or' 
an ear or taU is sumcient to show him all the impro
rriet1 of his Nollaviour. 

The JMl'lings and the yonn: fillies pret~!ld to to 
full-grown and dignified, and rarely indulge in pranks, 
or join their gay oompanions. They eeremonionsly 
nibble at the blades or grass, bending their swan-like, 
short-shorn necks, and, as though they ruso were blessed 
with tails, switch their little brushes. Just like the big 
horses, some or them lie down, roll over, aud scratch 
each others' backs. 

A TeI'1 jolly band consists or the two-year-old and 
the three-year-oM mlU't'S who hal.., never foaled. They 
almost all wander off by themselves, and make a 
speciaU.r jolly virgin throng. Among them is heard a 
great tramping and stamping, binnying and whinnying. 
Tht'y gathel' together, lay their heads over each others' 
shoulders, snuff the air, leap; and sometimes, lifting 
the taillike an orillamme. proudly and coquettishly, in 
a half-trot, half-gallop, caracole in front of their com
panions, 

Conspicuous for beauty and sprightly (lashing "ys, 
among all this young throng, was Ule wanton bay 
mare. Whatever she set on foot, the others also did ; 
wherever she went, there in hel' track followed also 
the whole throng or beauties. 

The wanton was in a specially playful frame or mind 
this morning. The spirit of mischief was in her, just 
as it sometimes comes upon men. Even at the river
~de, playing her pranks upon the old gelding. she had 
galloped along in the "tel', pretending thftt somelhing 
had scared her, snorting. ault lhen dashC\t off at full 
speed aoross the field; so that Yaska WIll constrained to 
gallop after her, and after the others who were at he: 



JrnOLBTO.lIlll. 295 

heels. Then, after grazing a little while, she began to 
roll, then to tease the old mares, by dashing in front 
of them. Then she separated a suckling colt from 
it! dam, and began to chase after it, pretending that. 
she wanted to bite it. The mother was frightened, 
and ceased to graze; the little colt squealed ill piteous 
tones. But the wanton young mare did not touch it, 
but only scared it, and made a spectacle for her com
rades, who looked with sympathy on her antics. 

Then she set out to turn the head ot the roan horse, 
which a muzhik, far away on the other side ot the river, 
was driving with a plough ill the rye-field. She stood 
proudly, somewhat on one side, lifting her head high, 
shook herself, and neighed ill a sweet, significant, and 
alluring voice. 

'Tis the time when the rail-bird, running from place 
to place among the thick reeds, passionately calls his 
mate; when also the cuckoo and the quail sing of love; 
and the flowers send to each other, on the breeze, their 
aromatio dust. 

"And I am young and kind and strong," said the 
jolly wanton'. neighing, "and till now it has not been 
given to me to experience the sweetness ot thia feel
ing, never yet to feel it; and no lover, no, not one, has 
yet come to woo me." 

And the significant neighing rang with youthful 
melancholy over lowland and field, and it came to the 
ears of the roan horse far away. He pricked up his 
ears, and stopped. The muzhik kicked him with his 
wooden shoe; but the roan was bewitched by the silver 
sound of the distant neighing, and whinnied in reply. 
The muzhik grew angry. twitched him with the reins, 
and ~ain kicked him ill the beUy with his bast shoe. 
10 that. be dill not have a chanc.- to complete 'all tha\ 
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he had to say in his neighing, but was forced to go .on 
his way. And the roan horse felt a sweet sadness in 
his heart; and the sounds from the far-off rye-field, 
of that unfinished and passionate neigh, and the angry 
voice of the muzhik, long echoed in the ears of the 
herd. 

If through one sound of her voice the roan horse 
could become so captivated as to forget his duty, what 
would have become of him if he had had full view of 
the beautiful wanton, 88 she stood pricking up her 
ears, inflating her nostrils, breathing in the air, and 
filled with longing, while her young and beauteous 
body trembled as she called to him? 

But the wanton did not long ponder over her novel 
sensations. When the voice of the roan was still, she 
whinnied scornfully, and, sinking her head, began to 
paw the ground; and then- she trotted off to wake up 
and tease the piebald gelding. The piebald gelding 
was a long-suffering butt for the amJlsement of this 
happy young wanton: She made him suffer more than 
men did. But in neither case did he give way to 
wrath. He W88 indispensable to men, but why should 
these young horses torment him? 
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IV. 

HB was old, they were young; he was lean, they 
were fat; he was sad, they were happy. So he was 
thoroughly strange. alien, an absolutely different crea
tnre i and it was impossible for them to have compas
lion on him. Horses have pity only on themselves, 
and rarely on thoso wboso places they may easily come 
themselvea to fill. But, indeed, was not the piebald 
gelding himself to blame, that he was old and gaunt 
and crippled? • • • 

One wodld think that he was Dot to blame. But in 
equine ethics he was, and only those were right who 
were strong, young, and happy; those who bad all life 
before them i thoee whose every muscle was tense with 
luperlluous energy, and enrled their tails into a wheel. 

Maybe the piebald gelding himself understood this, 
and in tranqUil moments was agreed that he was to 
blame because he had lived out all his life, that he 
must pay for his life; but he was after all only a 
horse, and he could not restrain himself often from 
feeling hurt, melancholy, and discontented, when he 
looked on all these young horses who tormented him 
for the very thing to which they would be subjected 
when they came to the end of their lives. 

The reason for the heartlessness of these horses was 
a peculiarly aristocratic feeling. Every one of them 
was related, either on the side of father or mother, to 
Ule cclebl'ated Smetanka; but it waa Dot known from 
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what stock the piebald gelding sprang. The gelding 
was a chance comer, bought at market three years 
before for eighty paper rubles. 

The young chestnut mare, as though accidents:!ly 
wandering about, came up to the piebald gelding's 
very nose, and brushed against him. He knew before
hand what it meant, and did not open his eyes, but laid 
back his ears and showed his teeth. The mare wheeled 
around, and made, believe that she was going to let 
fly at him with her heels. He opened his eyes, and 
wandered off to another part. He had no desire to 
sleep, and began to crop the grass. Again the wanton 
young mare, aCcompanied by ,her confederates, went 
to the gelding. A two-year-old mare with a star on 
her forehead, very stupid, always in mischief, and 
always ready to imitate the chestnut mare, trotted 
along with her, and, as imitators always do, began to 
play the same trick that the instigator had done. 

The brown mare marched along at ali ordinary gait, 
as though bent· on her own affairs, and passed by the 
gelding's very nose, not looking at him, so .that he 
really did not know whether to be angry or not; and 
this was the very fun of the thing. 

This was what she did; but the,starred mare follow
ing in her steps, and feeling, very gay, hit the gelding 
on the chest. He showed his teeth once more, whin
nied, and, with a quickness of motion unexpected on 
his part, sprang at the mare, and bit her on the flank. 
The young mare with the star flew out with her hind 
legs, and kicked the old horse heavily on his thin bare 
dbs. The old horse uttered a hoarse noise, and was 
about to make another lunge, but thought better of it, 
and sighing deeply turned away. 

It must have been that all the young horses of the 



KHOLBTOJ/IA. 299 

drove regarded as A personal insult the boldness which 
'he piebald gelding permitted himself to show toward 
the starred mare i for all the rest of the day they gave 
blm no chance to graze, and left him not. moment of 
peace, so that the drover several times rebuked them, 
and could not comprehend what they were doing. 

The gelding was so abused that he himself walked 
op to Nester when It was time for the old man to drive 
back the drove, and he showed greater happiness and 
content when Nester saddled him and mounted him. 

God knows wbat the old gelding's thougbts were 
as he bore on his back the old man Nester. Did be 
think with bitterness of these importunate and merci
less youngsters P or, with a scornful and silent pride 
peculiar to old age, did he pardon his persecutors P 
At all events, he did not make manifest any of his 
thoughts till he reached home. 

That evening 80me cronies had come to see Nester; 
and as the horses were driven by the huts of the domes
tics, he noticed a horse and tely~ga standing at his 
doorstep. After he had driven ill the horses, be was 
In sueb • burry that he did not take the saddle off: he 
lcft tbe gelding at the yard,' and shouted to Vaska to 
unsaddle the animal, then shut tbe gate, and hurried 
to his fdends. 

Perba(15 owing to the affront put upon the starred 
mare, the desccndant of Smetanka, by that "low 
trasb " bought for a boree, and not knowing father or 
mother, and tberefore offending the aristocratio senti
ment of the whole community; or because the gelding 
witb tbe higb saddle without a rider presented a 
strangely fantastic spectacle for the horses, - at all 
events, that niiht something extrao1'llinary took plaoo 

, fillOf'. 
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in the paddock. All the horses, young and old, show
ing their teeth, tagged after the geldIng, and drove him 
from one part of the yard to the other; the trampling 
of their hoofs echoed around him as he sighed and 
drew in his thin sides. 

The gelding could not longer endure this, could not 
longer avoid their kicks. He halted in the middle of 
the field: his face expressed the repulsive, weak anger 
of .helpless old age, and despair besides. lIe laid 
back his ears, and suddenly 1 something happened that 
caused all the horses suddenly 1 to become quiet. A 
very old mare, Viazopurikha, came up and sniffed the 
gelding, and sighed. The gelding also sighed. 

I 80 10 the original. 
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v. 
IR the middle of the yard, flooded with the moon

light, stood the tnll, gaunt figure of the gelding, still 
wearing the high saddle with its prominent pommel. 
The horses, motionle88 and in deep silence, stood 
around him, as though tbey were learning something 
new and extraordinary from him. And, indeed, some
thing new and extraordinary they learned from him. 

This is what they learned from him:-

FIRST NIGHT. 

"Yes, I was sired by LiuMzni I. Baba was my 
dam. According to th~ genealogy my name is Muzhik 
I. MuzMk I., I am according to my pedigree; but 
generally I am known as Kholstomu-, on account of a 
long aud glorious gallop, the like of which never took 
place in Russia. In lineage no horse in the world 
stands higher than I, for good blood. I would never 
have told you tbis. Why should I? You would never 
have known me as Viazopurikha knew me when we 
used to be together at Khrenova, and who only just 
now recognized me. You would not have believed me 
bad It not been for Viazopurikha's witness, and I 
would never have told you this. I do not need the 
pity of my kind. But you insisted upon it. Well, I 
IUD that Kbolstomir whom the amateu~ are seeking 
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for and cannot find, that Kbolstom[r wbom the count 
himself named, and whom he lct go from his stud 
because I outran his favorite' Lebedi.' 

" When I was born I did not know what they meant 
wben tbey called me a piebald; 1 I thougbt that I was 
a horse. The first remark made about my hide, I 
remember, deeply surprised me and my dam. 

" I must have been foaled in the night. In the morn
ing, licked clean by my dam's tongue, I stood on my 
legs. I remember all my sensations, and that every 
thing seemed to me perfectly wonderful, and, at the 
same time, perfectly simple. Our stalls were in a 
long, warm corridor, with latticed gates, through which 
nothing could be seen. 

" My dam tempted 1116 to suckle; but I was so inno
cent as yet that I bunted her with my nose, now under 
her fore-legs, now In other places. Suddenly my dam 
gazed 'at the latticed gate, and, throwing her leg over 
me, stepped to one side. ODe of the grooms was 
looking in at us through the lattice. 

" , See, Baba has foaled! ' he exclaimed, and began 
to draw the bolt. lIe came in over the straw bed, and 
took me up in his arms. 'Come and look, Tarns!' 
ho cried; 'see what a picbald colt, a perfect magpie! ' 

"I toremyse1f away frOlD hiul, and fell on my 
kn('e8. 

" , See, a pel'fect littlo devil! ' he said. 
" My dam became disquietelt i but she did not take 

my part, and Dlerely drew a long, long breath, and 
stepped to one side. The grooms came, and began to 
look at me. One ran to teU the equerry. 

'I'~. 
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"All laughed ill they looked at my spotting, and 
gave me various odd names. I did not understand 
these names, nor did my dam either. Up to that time 
in aU my family there had never been a single piebald 
known. We had no idea that there was any thing 
diagracefulln it. And thcn all examined my structu1'e 
Ilnd strength. 

" 'See what a lively one I" said the hostler. 'You 
can't hold him.' . 

•• In a little while came the equerry, and began to 
ma.rvel at. my colouring. He also seemed disgusted. 

" 'Whllt a nasty beast J' he cried. 'The general 
will not keep him in the stud. Ekh I Baba, you have 
caused me much trouble,' he said, turning to my dam. 
I You ought to have foaled a colt with a star, but this 
Is completely piebald.' 

" My dam vouchsafed no answer, and, ill always in 
sllch circumstances, merely sigbed again. 

" I What kind of a devil was his sire? A regular 
muzb[k J' he went on to so.y. I It is impossible to 
keep him in the stud i it's a sbame I But we'll sce, 
we'U see,' aald he i and all aaid the same as they 
looked Ilt me. 

" After a few days the general himself came. lIe 
took a look at me, and again aU seemed horror-struck, 
and acolded me and my mother also on account of my 
hide. 'Bnt we'U see, we'U see,' sllid every one, as 
soon as they caught sight of me. 

" Until spring we young colts lived in separate cells 
with our dams i only occasionally, when the snow on 
the roof of the abeds began to melt in the sun, they 
would let us out into the wide yard, spread with fresh 
stro.w. There for the first time I became acquainted 
with all my kin, ncar and remote. There I saw how 
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from different doors issued all the famous mares of 
that time with their colts. There was the old Hol
land mare, Mushka, sired by S~eta~in, Krasnukha; 
the saddle-hm'se Dobrokhotikha, all celebrities at that 
time. Allgathel'ed together there with their colts, 
walked up and down in the sunshine, rolled over on 
the fresh straw, and sniffed of each other like ordinary 
horses. 

" I cannot even now forget the sight of that paddock, 
full of the' beauties' of that.day. It may seem strange 
to you to think of me as ever having been young and 
frisky, but I ~sed to be. This very same Viazopurikha 
was there then, a yearling, whose mane had just been 
cut,l-a kind,jolly, frolicsome little horse. But let it 
not be taken as unkindly meant when I say, that, though 
she is now considered a rarity among you on account 
of her pedigree, then she was only one of the meanest 
horses of that stud. She herllelf will corroborate this. 

Ie Though my coat of many colours had been displeas
ing to the men, it was exceedingly attractive to all the 
horses. They all stood round me, expressing their 
delight, and frisking with me. I even began to forget 
the words of the men abont my hide, and felt happy. 
But I soon experienced th~ first sorrow of my life, and 
the canse of it was my dam. As soon as it began to 
thaw, and the swallows chirped on the roof, and the 
spring'made itself felt more and more in the hir, my 
da,m began to change in her behaviour toward me. 

-" Her whole character was transformed.' Suddenly, 
without any reason, she began to friiik,galloping 
around the yard, which certainly did not accord with 
her dignified growth; then she would pause and con
sider, and begin to whinny; then she wonld bite and 

, AU expressed In tbe word ,triqUnclli". 
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kick her sister mares; then she began to smell of me, 
and neigh with dissatisfaction; then trotting out into 
the sun she would lay her head across the shoulder of 
my two-year-old sister K6pchika, and long and ear
nestly scratch her back, and push me away from nurs
ing her. One time the equerry came, commanded the 
halter to be put on her, and they led her out or the 
paddock. She whinnied; I replied to her, and darted 
after her, but ahe would not even look at me. The 
groom Taras seized me in both arms, just as they shut 
the door on my mother's retreating form. 

" I struggled, threw the groom on the straw; but the 
door W$a closed, and I only heard my mother's whin

"nying growing tainter and tainter. And in this whin
nying I perceived that she called not tor me, but I 
perceived a very different expression. In reply to her 
voice, there was heud in the distance a mighty voice. 

II I don't remember how Taras got out of my stall; 
It was too grievous for me. I telt that I had torever 
lost my mother's love; and wholly because I was a 
piebald, I said to myself, remembering what the pe0-

ple said of my hide; and such passionate anger came 
over me, that I began to pound the sides of the stall 
with my head and feet, and I pounded them until the 
aweat poured from me, and I could not stand up from 
exhaustion. 

" After some time my dam returned to me. I heard 
ber as she came along the corridor in a prancing trot, 
wholly unusual to her, and entered our stall. The 
door was opened for her. I did not recognize her, 
80 much younger and handsomer had she grown. She 
snutred at me, neighed, and began to snort. But in 
her whole expression I could see that she did not 
love me. 
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" Soon they led us to pasture. I now began to expe
rience new pleasures which consoled me for the loss 
of my mother's love. I had friends and COml}anions. 
We learned together to eat grass, to neigh like the old 
horses, and to lift our tails and gallop in wide circles 
around our dams. This was a happy time. Every 
thing was fOl'given to me; all loved me, and were 
loved by-me, and looked indulgently on all that I did. 
This did not last long-. 

"Here something terrible happened to me." 
-The gelding sighed deeply; deeply, and moved aSide 

from the horses. 
The dawn was already far advanced. The gates 

creaked. Nester came. The horses scattered. The 
drover straightened the saddle on the gelding's back, 
and drove away the horses. 
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VI. 

BECOND NIGHT. 

As soon as the horses were driven in, they once 
more gathered around the piebald •. 

"In the month of August," continued the horse, 
"I was separated from my mother, and I did not ex
perience any unusual grief. I saw that she was already 
suckling a small brother,-the famous Usan,-and I 
was not what I had been before. I was Dot jealous, 
but I felt that I had become JIlOre than ever cool 
toward her. Besides, I knew that in leaving my 
mother I should be transferred to the general division 
of young horses, where we were stalled in twos and 
threes, and every day all went out to exercise. 

I was in one stall with MUui. Milui was a saddle
horse, and afterwards belonged to the emperor himself, 
and was put into pictures and statuary. At that time he 
was a mere colt, with a shiny soft coat, a swan-like neck, 
and slender straight legs. He was always lively, good
natured, and lovable i was always ready to frisk, and 
be caressed, and sport with either horse or man. He 
and I could not belp being good friends, living together 
as we did i and our friendship lasted tin we grew up. 
He was gay, and inclined to be wanton. Even then 
he began to feel the tender passion to disport with the 
fillies, and he used to make sport of my guilelessness. 
To my nnhappinesa I myself, ont of egotism, tried to 
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follow his e.xample, and very soon was in love. And 
this early inclination ~f mine was the cause, in great 
measure, of my fate. 

" But I am not going to relate all the story of my 
unhappy first love; she herself remembers my stupid 
passion, which ended for me in the most important 
change in my life. _ 

"The drovers came along, drove her away, and 
pounded me. In the evening they led me into a 
special !Jtall. I whinnied the whole night long, as 
though with a presentiment of what was coming on the 
morrow. 

" In the morning the general, the equerry, the under 
grooms, and the hostlers came into the corridor where 
my stall was, and set up a terrible screaming. The 
general screamed to the head groom; the groom justi
fied himself, saying tnat he had not given orders to 
send me away, but that the under grooms had done it 
of their own free will. The general said that it had 
spoiled every thing, but that it was impossible to keep 
young stallions. The head groom replied that he 
would have it attended to. They calmed down and 
went out. I did not understand it at all, - except 
that something conceming me was under considera
tion. 

" On the next day I had ceased forever to whinny; 
I became what I am now. All the light of my eyes 
was quenched. Nothing seemed sweet to me; I be
came self-absorbed, and began to be pensive. At first 
I felt indifferent to every-thing. I ceased even to eat, 
to drink, and to run; and all thought of sprightly 
sport was gone. Then it nevermore came into my 
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mind to kick op my heels, to roll over, to whinoy, 
without briugiog up the terrible questioD, 'Why? for 
what purpoaot' And m1 Yigour died awa1. 

I. Once thO)' led me out at event.idl\ at the time 
when they were driving the stud home from the field. 
From afar I saw already the cloud of dUBt in which 
rould be barely distinguished the familiar lineameDts 
of all of our mothers. I beard the cheerful soorting, 
aod the trampliog of booC8. I stopped short, thougb 
the balter-rope by whicb the groom beld me cut my 
Deck; and I gazed at the approaching drove as ooe 
gazes at bappi0888 that is l08t forever and will De'er 
retom again. They drew near, and my eyes feU opon 
forms 10 weU known to me,-beautifuJ,-grand, plump, 
full of life every ooe. Who among them all deigned 
to glance at me? I did not feel the pain that the groom 
In pulling the rope Inflicted. I forgot myseJt, and in· 
Yoluntarily tried to whinoy 8S of yore, and to gallop 
off; but. my whinoying BOunded melaocboly, ridicu
lou8, and unbecoming. There was no ribaldry among 
the stud, but I noticed that many of them from 
politeness turned away from me. 

" U waa evident that. in their eyC8 I waa despicable 
and pitiable, and worst of all ridicol0U8. My slender, 
weakly Deck, my big head (I bad become thin), my 
long, thick legs, and the awkward gait that I struck 
up, In myoid (asWon, around the groom, aU mU8t have 
seemed absurd to them. No ODe heeded my whinDy
ing, all turned away from me. 

"Suddenly I comprehended it 811, comprehended 
lIow 1 W88 farner sundered from them, every one; 
and I know not how 1 stumbled home behind the 
groom. 

" 1 had already shown a tendency toward gravity and 
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thoughtfumess i but now a decided change· came over 
me. My v.ariegated coat, which occasioned such a 
strange prejudice in men, my terrible and unexpected 
unhappiness, and, moreover, my peculiarly isolated 
position in the stud-which I felt, but could never 
explain to myself - compelled me to tum my thoughts 
inward upon myself. I pondered on the disgust that 
people showed when they berated me for being a pie
bald; I pondered on the inconstancy oC maternal and 
especially of female affection, and its dependence upon 
physical conditions; and, aoove all, I pondered on the 
characteristics of that strange race of mortals with 
whom we are so closely bound, and whom we call 
men, -those charaCteristics which were the source of 
the peculiarity of my position in the stud, Celt by me 
but incomprehensible. 

"The significance of this peculiarity, and of the 
human characteristics on which it was based, was 
discovered to me by the following incident: -
. " It was winter, at Christmas-tide. All day long 

no fodder,had been given to me, nor had I been led 
out to water. I afterwards learned that this arose 
from our groom being drunk. On this day the equerry' 
came to me, saw that I had no food, and began to use 
hard language about the missing groom, and went 
away. 

" On the next day, the groom with his mates came 
out to our stalls to give us some hay. I noticed that 
he was especially pale and glum, and in the expres
sion of his long back there was a something significant 
and demanding sympathy. . 

,', He austerely fluug the hay behind the grating. I 
laid my head over his shoulder; but he struck me such 
a hard blow with his fist on the nose, that I started 
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back. Then he kicked me in the belly with his 
boot. 

'" It it hadn't been for this scurvy beast,' said he, 
, there wouldn't have been any trouble.' 

" , Why l' asked another groom. 
" 'He doesn't come to inquire about the count's, 

you bet J But twice a day he comes out to look after 
his own.' 

" 'Have they given· him the piebald l' inquired 
Another. 

"'Whether they've given it to him or sold it to him, 
the dog only knows! The count's might die o' starva
tion - it wouldn't make any difference; but see how 
it upset him when I didn't give hia horse his fodder J 
'Go to bed,' says he, ' and then you'll get a basting.' 
No Christianity in it. More pity on the cattle than on 
a man. I don't believe he's ever been christened, he 
himself counted the blows, the blU'barian J The general 
did not use the whip so. He made my back all welts. 
There's no soul of a Christian in him L' 

"Now, what they said about whips and Christianity, 
I understood well enough; but it was perfectly dark 
to me as to the meaning of the words, my horBe, hia 
horBe, by which I perceived that men understood some 
Bortof bond between me and the groom. Wherein 
consisted this bond, I could Dot then understand at 
all. Only long after, when I was separated from the 
other horses, I came to learn what it mcant. At that 
time I could not undel'Stand at all that it meant that 
they considered tn8 the property of a man. To say 
my hor" in reference to me, a live horse, seemed to 
me as strange as to say, my eartTi, my atmosphere, my 
water. 

" But these words had a monstrous intluence npon me. 
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I pondered upon them ceaselessly:; and only after long 
and varied relations with men did I come at last to 
comprehend the meaning that men find in these strange 
words. . 

" The meaning is this: ]\fen rule in life, not by deeds, 
but by words. They iove not so much the possibility 
of doing or not doing any.thing, as the possibility of 
talking about different objects iQ. words agreed upon 
between them. Such words, considered very importanf 
among them, are the words, my, mine, our8, which they 
employ for various things, beings, and objects; even 
for the earth, people, and horses. In regard to any 
particular thing, they agree that only one person shall 
say 'It is mine.' And he who in this play, which they 
engage in, can say mine in regard to the greatest num
ber of things, is cousidered the most fOllllDate among 
them. Why this is so, I know not; but it is so. 
Long before, I had tried to explain this to my satis
faction, by some direct advantage; but it seemed that 
I was wrong. 

"Many of the men,who, for instance, called me their 
horse, did not ride on me, but entirely different men 
rode on me. They themselves did not feed me, but 
entirely different people fed me. Again, it was not 
those who called me their horse who treated me kindly, 
but the coachman, the veterinary, aDd, as a general 
thing, outside men. 

U Afterwards, as I widened the sphere of my experi
ences, I became convinced that the concept my, as 
applied not only to us horses, but to other things, has 
no other foundation than a low and animal, a human 
instinct, which they call the sentiment or right of prop
erty. ]\fan says, my house, and never lives in it, but 
is only cumbered with the building and maintenance of 
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it. The merchant says, my 8!top, - my clothing-shop, 
lor example, - and he does not even wear clothes 
made of the best cloth in the shop. 
. "There are people who call land theirs, and have 

never seen their land, and have never been on it. 
There are meD who call other people theirs, but have 
never seen these people; and the whole relationship of 
these owners, to these people, consists in doing them 
hal'm. 

" There are men who call women theirs, - their wives 
or mistresses; but these women live with other men. 
And men struggle in life not to do what they consider 
good, but to be possessors of what they call their own. 

" I am convinced now that herein lies the substantial 
difference between men and us. And, therefore, not 
speaking of other things, where we are superior to 
Olen, we are able boldly to say that in this one respect 
at least, we stand, in the scale of living beings, higher 
than men. The activity of men - at all events, of 
those with whom I have had to do - is guided by 
words; ours, by deeds • 

.. And here the head groom obtained this right to say 
about me, my h0Tll6 ; and hence he lashed the hostler. 
This discovery deeply disturbed me ; and these thoughts 
and opinions which my variegated coat aroused in men, 
and the thoughtfulness aroused in me by the change in 
my mother, together subserved to make me into that 
solemn and contemplative gelding that.1 am. 

" I was threefold unhappy: I was piebald; I was a 
gelding; and men imagined that I did not belong to 
God and myself, 88 is the prerogative of every living 
thing, but that I belonged to the equerry. 

" The consequences of their imagining this about me 
were maoy. The first was, that they kept me aparl 
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from the others, fed me better, led me mOl-e onen, and 
harnessed me up earlier. They harnessed me first 
when I was in my third year. I remember the first 
time, the equerry himself,who imagined that I was 

,his, began, with a crowd of grooms, to harness me, 
expecting from me some ebullition of temper or 
contrariness. They put leather straps on me, and 
conducted me into the stalls. They laid on my back 
a wide leather cross, and attached it to the thills, so 
that I should not kick; but I was only waiting an 
opportunity to show my gait, and my love for 
work. 

" They marvelled because I went like an old horse. 
They began to dlive me, and I began to practise 
trotting. Every day I made greater and greater im-

o provement, so that in three months the general him
self, and many others, praised my gait. But this was 
a strange thing: for the very reason that they imagined 
that I was the equerry's, and not theirs, my gait had 
for them an entirely different significance. 

" The stallions, my brothe~, were put through their 
paces; their time was reckoned; people came to see 
them; they were driven in gilded drozhkies. Costly 
saddles were put upon them. But I was driven in the 
equerry's simple drozhkies, when he had business at 
Chesmenka and other manor'-houses. All UIis re
sulted from the fact that I was piebald, but more than 
all from the fact that I was, according to their idea, 
not the property of the count, but of the equerry. 

"To-morrow, if we are alive, I will tell you what 
a serious influence upon me was exercised by this 
right of proprietorship which the equerry arrogated to 
himself." 

All that day the horses treated KholstomIr with great 
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coDsideratioD; but Nester, from old custom, rode him 
Into the field. But Nester's ways were 1;10 rough! The 
muzhik's gray stallion, coming toward the drove, whin· 
Died; and again the chestnut filly coquettishly replied 
to hiin. 
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VII. 

THIRD to.'IGHT. 

THE moon had quartered; and her narrow band 
poured a mild light on Kholstomir, standing in the 
middle of tbe yard; with the horses clustered around 
hillJ. 

"Tbe principal and most surprising consequence 
to me of the fact that I was not the property of tbe 
count nor of God, but of the equerry," continued the 
piebald, "'Was that what constitutes our chief activity 
- the eager race - was made the cause of my banish
ment. They were driving Lebedi around the ring; 
and a jockey from Chesmenka was riding me, and 
entered the course. Lebedi dashed past us. He 
.trotted well, but he seemed to want to show off. He 
had not that skill which I had cultivated in myself; 
that is, of compelling one leg instantly to follow on the 
motion of the other, and not to waste the least degree 
of energy, but use it all in pressing forward. Lebedi 
dashed by us. I entered ,the ring: the jockey did not 
hold me back. 

" , Say, will you time my piebalc:i?' he cried; and 
when Lebedi came abreast of us a second time, he let 
me out. He had the advantage of his momentum, and 
so I. was left behind in the fil'St heat; but in the 
second I began to gain on him; came up to him in 
the drozhsky, caught up with him, passed beyond him, 
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and won the race. They tried it a second time - the 
lame thing. I was the swit~r. And this filled them 
all with dismay. The general begged them to send me 
away as soon as possible, 80 that I might not be heard 
of again. 'Otherwise the count will know about it, 
and there will be trouble,' said he. And they sent 
me to the horse-dealer. I did not remain there long. 
A hussar, who came along to get a remount, bought 
me. All this had been 80 disagreeable, so cruel, that 
I was glad when they took me from Kl1renova, and 
forever separated me from all that had been near 
and dear to me. It was too hard tor me among them. 
Before ITwm atood Jove. honour. freedom i before me 
!aLour. humiliation,-humiliation, labour, to the end of 
mr dar.. Why' BeeaUBe I waa piebald, and because 
I was compelled to be IOmebody'a horse." 
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VIII. 

FOURTH NIGHT. 

THE 'next evening when the gates were closed, and 
all was still, the piebald conthiued thus: -

"I had Illany experiences, both among men and 
among my own kind, while changing about from hand 
to hand. I staid with two masters the longest: with 
the pl"ince, the officer of the hussars, and,then with an 
old man who lived at Nikola Yavleonoi Church. 

"I spent the happiest days of my life with the 
hussar. 

"Though he was the cause of my destruction, 
though he loved nothing and nobody, yet I loved him, 
and still love him, for this very reason. 

"He pleased me precisely, because he was hand
some, fortunate, rich, and therefore loved no one. 

"You are familiar with this lofty equine sentiment 
of ours. His coldness, and my dependence upon him, 
added greatly to the strength of my affection for hhn. 
Because he beat me, and drove me to death, I used to 

. think in those happy days, -for that very reason I was 
all the happier. 

"He bought me of the horse-dealer to whom the 
equerry had sold me, for eight hundred rubles. He 
bought me because there was no demand for piebald 
horses. Those were my happiest days. 

" He had a mistress. I knew it because every day 
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I took him to her; and I. took her out driving, and 
sometimes took them together. 

" His misb'ess was a handsome woman, and he was 
handsome, and his coachman was handsome; and I 
loved them all because they were. And life was wortb 
living then. 

"This is the way that my life was spent: In tbe 
morning the man came to groom me, - not the coacb
man, but the groom. The groom was a young lad, 
taken from among the muzhiks. He would open the 
door, let the wind drive out the steam from the horses, 
sbovel out the manure, take off the blanket, begin to 
flourish the brush over my body f and with the curry
comb to brush out the scruff on the floor of the stall, 
marked by the stamping of hoofs. I would make 
believe bite his sleeves, would push him with my leg. 

"Then we were led out, one after the other, to drink 
from a tub of cold water; and the youngster admired 
my sleek spotted coat, my legs straight as an arrow, my 
broad hoofs, my polished flank, and back wide enougb 
to sleep on. Then he would throw the hay behind the 
broad rack, and pour the oats into the oaken cribs. 
Then FeofAn and the old coachman would come. 

"The master and the coacbman were alike. Neither 
the one nor the other feared anyone or loved any 
one except themselves, and therefore everybody loved 
them. FeolAn came in a red shirt, plusb breecbes, 
and coat. I Il8ed to like to bear him when, all 
pomaded for a holiday, l1e would come to the stable 
in his coat, and cry.-

'''Well, cattle, are you asleep?' and poke me in 
the loin with the handle of bis fork; but never 80 as to 
hurt, only iu fun~ I could instantly take a joke, and I 
would lay back my ears and show my teeth. 
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" We had a chestnut stallion that belonged to a pair. 
Sometimes they would harness us together. This Pol
kan could not understand a joke, and was simply ngly 
as the devil. I used to stand in the nen stall to him, 
and feel seriously pained. Feotln was not afraid of 
him. He used to go straight up to him, shout to him, 
-it seetned as though he were going to kick him,
but no, straight by, and put on the halter. 

"Once we ran away together, in a pair, over the 
Kuznetskoe. Neither the master nor the coaebmsn 
was frightened i &hey laughed, they shouted to the 
people, and they sawed on the reins and pulled up, 
and so I did not run over anybody. 

"In their service I expended my best qualities, and 
half of my life. Then I was given too much water to 
drink, and my legs gave out. • • • But in spite of every 
thing, that was the best paR of my life. At twelve 
they would come, harness us, oil my hoofs, moisten 
my forelock and mane, and put us between the thills. 

"The sledge was of cane, plaited, upholstered in 
velvet. The harness had little silver buckles, the 
reins of silk, and once I wore a fly-net. The whole 
harness was such, that, when all the straps and belts 
were put on and drawn, it was impossible to make out 
where the harness ended and the horse began. They 
would finish harnessing in the shed. Feofan would 
come out, his middle wider than his shonld~ with 
his red girdle under his arms. He would inspect the 
harness, take his seat, straighten his kaftan, put his 
f90t in the stirrup, get off some joke, always crack: 
his whip, though he scarcely ever touched me with it, 
-merely for form's sake,-and cry, 'Now off with 
you! • I Aud frisking at every step, I would prance .,.......... 
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out of the pte; and the t'OOk, l"Omiog out to empty 
ht'r elope, would pause III the road; and tho muahIk, 
hriDgiug III hta arewood, would open h1a eyee. We 
woulJ drive up and dOWD, occasiODally stol'ping. The 
lackt'ya rome ou" the coachmen drive up. There is 
l"Onatant CODversAtion. Always kept waiting. Some
t1mea for thrt'e hours we were kept at the door; 
occaaionally we take a turD IU'OUDd, aod talk a lfhile, 
and agaln we halt. 

" At last there would be a tumult III tho hallway; 
the gray-haired mhon, fat III paunch, l"OIIle8 out to his 
drc.aa-roat. I Drive on i' then thero lfas Done of thu 
Ole of superfluoua words that obtains DOW. Feoth 
cluCh as it I did DOt know lfbat I forward' meant; 
eomea up to the door, and drives away quickly, un
eoncemedly, as though there was Dothing wonderful 
either III the elcdge or tho horses, or FeotAn himself, 
as he beoda hit back aoJ hold. out his handa III such 
a "y t.hU 't would teem impossible to keep iL up 
long. 

"The prince romeo out in hie ahako aDd cloak, with 
a py be&Yet l"Ollar concealing his handsome, ruddy, 
blatt·browed face, wblch ought never to be covered. 
He would come out with clanking aabre, Jingling spurs, 
and copper-heeled boots; sl.el'ping over the carpet as 
though III a hlU1')', and Dot paylllg any heed to me or 
to FeoUD, whom eYel:fbodyexcept himself looked at 
aod~. . 

"FlOriD clucks. I pull at the re1na, and with a 
respectable npld tro& we are 011 and away. I gllUlco 
ronnd u the prince, and toea my aristocratio head and 
delicate topknot. The prince III In good spirits; he 
aomeUmea jests with Feor!D. FeoUn replica, half 
turuiDg round to tho priDco h1a handaomo face, aod, 

8S 
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not dropping his hands, makes some ridiculous motion 
with the i'eins which I understand; and on, on, on, 
with ever wider and wider strides, straining every 
muscle, and sending the muddy snow over the dasher, 
off I go! Then thel',e was none of the absurd way 
that obtains to-day of crying, O! as though the coach
man were in pain, and couldn't speak. 'G'long! 
Look out there!1 G'long! Look out there,' shouts 
Feofan; and the people clear the way, and stand 
cn:i.ning their necks to see the handsome gelding, the 
haudsome coachman, and the handsome harin. • . • 

"I loved especially to outstrip Some racer. When 
Feofan and I would see in the distance some team 
worthy of our mettle, flying like a whirlwind, we would 
gradually come nearer and nearer to him. And soon 
tossing ilie mud over the dasher, I would be even with 
the passenger, and would snort over his head, then even 
with the saddle, with the bell-bow; II then' I would already 
see him and hear him behind me, gradually getting 
farther and farther away. But the plince and FeofAn 
and I, we J111 kept silent, and made believe that we 
were merely out for a drive; and by our actions that 
we did not notice those with slow horses whom we over
took on our way. I loved to race, but I loved also to 
meet a good racer. One wink, sound, glance, and we 
would be off, and would fly along, each on his own 
side of the road." . . . 

Here the gates crenked, and the voices of Nester and 
Vaska were heard. 

1 podi! bel'iM, "aUf/a. 



KHOLSTOJlIR. 823 

IX. 

FIFl'H NIGDT. 

TBB weather began to change. The sky was· over
cast; and in the morning there was no dew, but it was 
warm, and the tlies were sticky. As soon as the herd 
was driven in, the hOlSes gathered around the piebald, 
and thus be Ilnished his story:-

"The happy days of my life were soon over. I 
lived so only two ·yea1'S. At the end of the second 
winter, there happened an event which was most de
lightful to me, and immediately after came my deepest 
sorrow. It was at Shrove-tide. I took the prince to 
the races. Atltisnui and Buich6k also ran in the 
race. 

Il I don't know what thef were doing in the summer
house; hut I know that he came, and ordered FeofAn 
to enter the ring. I remember they drove me into the 
ring, stationed me and stlltioned AtlAsnui. Atlunui 
was in racing gear, but I was hlU'nessed ina city sleigh. 
At the turning stake I left him behind. A laugh and 
a cry of victory greeted my achievement. When they , 
began to lead me round, a crowd followed after, and 
a man offered the prince five thousand. He only· 
laughed, showing his white teeth • 

.. , No,' said he, • this isn't a horse, it's a friend. I 
wouldn't sell him for a mountain of gold. Good-day,' 
gentlemen I ' t 
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" He threw open the fur robes, aJ4:! ~ot in. 
" , To Ostozhenka.' 
"That was where his mistress lived. And we 

flew ••.• 
"It was our last happy day. We reached her hom~. 

He called her ltis. But she loved some one else, and 
had gone off with him. The prince ascertnined this at 
her room. It was five o'clock; and, not letting me be 
unharnessed, he started in pursuit of her, though she 
had never really been his. They applied the knout to 

. ~e! and made me- gallop. For the first time, I be
gan to flag, and I am ashamed to say, I wanted to 
rest. 
. "But suddenly I heard the prince himself shouting in 
an unnatural voice, ' Hurry up ! '1 and the knout whistled 
and cut me i and I dashed ahead again, my leg hitting 
against the- iron of the dasher. We overtook her, after 
going twenty-five vel'sts. I got him there; bnt I trem
bled all night, and could not eat any thing. In the 
morning they gave me water. I drank it, and forever 
ceased to be the horse that I was. I was sick. They 
tortured me and maimed me, - u'eated me as men are 
accustomed to do. My hoofs came off. I had ab
scesses, and my legs grew bent. I hnd no stl'ength in 
lOy chest. Lnziness and weakness were everywhere 
apparent. . I was sent to the horse-dealer. He fed me 
on carrots and other things, and made me something 
quite unlib myoid self, but yet capnhle of deceiving 
one who did not know. But there was no strength 
and no swiftness in me. 

"Moreover, the horse-dealer tormented me, by com
ing to my stall when customers were on hand, and be
ginning to stir me up, and torture me with the knout, 

• NIl/ali· 
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80 that it drove me to madness. Then he would wipe 
the bloody foam off the whip; and lead me out. 

"An old lady bought me of the dealer. She used 
to keep coming to Nikola Yavlennoi, and she used to 
whip the coachman. The coachman would come and 
weep in my stall. And I knew that his tears had an 
agreeable salt taste. Then the old woman chid her 
overseer,1 took me into the country, and sold me to a 
peddler; then I was feeT on wheat, and grew sicker 
still. I was sold to a muzhik. There I had to plough, 
had almost nothing to eat, and I cut my leg with a 
plougbshare. I became sick again. A gypsy got pos
session of me. He tortured me horribly, and at last I 
was sold to the overseer here. And here I am." 

All were silent. The rain began to fall. 

I pri,ka,~c/&u;' 
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x. 
As the herd returned home the following evening, 

they met the master 1 and a guest. Zhulduiba, leading 
the way, cast her eyes on two men's figures: one was 
the young master in _ a straw hat i the other, a tall, 
stout, military man, with wrinkled face. The old 
mare gazed at the man, and swerving went near to 
him i the rest, the younger ones, were thrown into some 
confusion, huddled together, especially when the mag. 
ter and his guest came directly into the midst of the 
horses, making gestures to each other, and talking. 

"Here's this one. I bought it of Voyeikof,-the 
dapple-gray horse," said the master. 

" And that young black mare, -with the white legs, -
where did you get her? Fine one," said the guest. 
They examined many of the horses as they walked 
around, or stood on the field. They remarked also 
the chestnut mare. 

"That's one of the saddle-horses, - the breed of 
Khrenovsky." -

They quietly gazed at all the horses as they went 
by. The master shouted to Nester i and the old man, 
hastily digging his heels into the sides of the piebald, 
trotted out. The piebald horse hobbled along, limping 
on one leg i but his gait was such that it was evident 
that in other circumstances he would not have com
plained, even if he had been compelled to go in this 

1.tMeAlltftll. 
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way, AS long as his strength held out, to the world's 
end. lIo was ready even to go at full gallop, and at 
first even broke Into one. 

III have no hesitation in saying that there isn't a 
better horae in Russia than that one," said the master, 
pointing to one of the mares. The guest corroborated 
this praise. The master, full of satisfaction, walked 
up and down, made observations, and told the story 
and pedigree of each of the horsea. 

It was apparently aomewhn.t of a bore to the guest 
to listen to tho master; but he devised questions, to 
make it seem as if he were interested in it. 

II Yea, yes," said he in some confusion. 
II Look," said tho host., not replying to the questions, 

"look at those legs, look at the • •• Sbe cost mil 
dear, but I shall have a U1ree.year-old from hcr that'D 
go I" . 

II Docs abe trot well?" aske<l tho guest. 
Thus they scrutinized almost all the horses, and 

there was nothing more to abow. And they were 
silent. 

"Well, ahall we go?" 
" Yea, let us go." 
They went out through the gate. The guest was 

glad that the exhibition was over, and that he was going 
home where he would eat, drink, smoke~ and havft a 

. good time. Aa they went by Nester, who was sitting 
on the piebald and waiting for further orders, the guest 
struck his big fat band on the borse's side. 

" Here's good blood," said be. "He's like the pie
bald horae, if you remember, that I told you about." 

The master perceived that it. was not of his borses 
that the guest was speaking; and he did not listen, but., 
looking around, contiuued to gaze at hilt stud. 
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Suddenly, at his very'ear, was heard a dull,weak, 
senile neigh. It was the piebald horse that began to 
neigh, but could not finish it. Becoming, as it were, 
confused, he broke short off. 

Neither the guest nor the master paid any attention to 
this neigh, but went home. Kholstomir had recognized 
in the wrinkled old man his belO\'.ed former master, the 
once brilliant, handsome, and wealthy Sierpukhovsko'i. 
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XI. 

TnE rain continued to fall. In the paddock it was 
gloomy, but at. the manor-house I it was quite the 
reverse. The luxurious evening meal was spread in 
tho luxurious dining-room. At the table snt master, 
mistress, and the guest who had lust arrived. 

Tho master held in bis hand·a box: of specially fine 
ten-yen.r-old cigars, such as no one else had, accol'ding 
to bls story, and proceeded to offer them to the guest. 
The master was a handsome young mnn of twenty
five., fresh, neatly dressed, smoothly brushed. He was 
dressed in Ii fresh, loosely-fitting suit of clothes, made 
in London. On his watch-chain were big' expensive 
charms. His cuff-bnttons were of gold, large, even 
massive, set with turquoises. His beard was a la 
Napoleon 111.; and his moustaches were waxed, and 
stood out as though he had got them nowhere else 
than in Paris. 

The lady wore a silk-muslin dress, brocaded with 
large variegated flowers; on her head, large gold hair
pins in her thick auburn hair, which was l>eautiful, 
though not entirely her own. Her hands were adorned 
with bracelets and rings, all expensive. 

The samovar was silver, the service exquisite. The 
lackey, magnificent in his dress-coat and white vest 

I krlkltlo .... 
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and necktie, stood like a statue at the door, awaiting 
orders. The furniture was of bent wood, and bright; 
the wall-papers dark, with large flowers. Around the 
table tinkled a cunning little dog, with a silver collar 
bearing an extremely hard English name, which neither 
of them could pronounce because they knew not English. 

In the comer,_ among the flowers, stood the pianoforte-, 
inlaid with mother-of-pearl.1 Every thing breathed of 
newness, luxury, and rareness. Every thing was ex
tremely good; but it all bore a peculiar impress of pro
fusion, wealth, and an absence of intellectual interests. 

The master was a great lover of racing, strong and 
hot-headed; -one of those whom one meets everywhere, 
who drive out in sable furs, send costly bouquets to 
actresses, drink the most expensive wine of the very 
latest brand, at the most expensive restaurant, offer 
prizes in their own names, and entertain the most 
expensive •••• 
- The new-comer, Nikita Sierpnkhovskoi, was a man 

of forty years, tall, stout, bald, with huge mustaches 
and side-whiskers. He ought to have been very hand
some; but it was evident that he had wasted his forces 
- physical and moral and pecuniary. 

He was so deeply in debt that he was obliged to go 
into the service so as to escape the sponging-house. He 
had now cOme to the government -city as chief of the 
imperial stud. His influential relation~ had obtained 
this for him. . 

He was dressed in an army kittel and blue trousers. 
His kittel and trousers were such as only those who 
are rich can afford to wear; so with his linen also. His 
watch was English. His boots had peculiar Boles, as 
thick as a finger. 

I Incru,li. 
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NiJdta Sierpukhovskoi had squandered a fortune of 
two millions, and was still in debt to the amount of one 
hundred and twenty thousand rubles. From such a 
COUI'88 there always remains a certain momentum of 
life, giving credit, and the possibility of living almost 
luxuriously for Ilnother ten years. . 

The ten years had ah-elldy passed, and the momentum 
was finished i and it had become hard for him to live. 
He had already begun to drink too much; that is, to 
get fuddled with wine, which had never been the case 
with him before. Properly speaking, he had never 
begun and never finished drinking. 

More noticeable in him than all else was the rest. 
lessness of his eyes (they had begun to wander), and 
the uncertainty of his intonations and motions. This 
restlessness was surprising, from the fact that it was 
evidently a new thing in him, because it could be seen 
that he had been accustomed, all his life long, to fear 
nothing and nobody, and that now he endured severe 
sufferings from some dread that was thoroughly alien 
to his nature. 

The host and hostess 1 remarked this, exchanged 
glances, showing that they understood each other, 
postponed nntil they should get to bed the consider
ation of this subJect; and, evidently, merely endured 
poor Sierpukhovskoi. 

The sight of the young master's happiness humiliated 
Nikita, and compelled him to painful envy, as he 
remembered his own irrevocable past. 

"You don't object to cigars, Marie?" he asked,. 
addressing the lady in that peculiar tone, acquired 
only by practice, full of urbanity and friendliness, but 
not wholly satist'actory,-Buch as men use who are 

• .tAoqI'III ADd Uoa,.u.tG. 
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familiar with the society of women not enjoying the 
dignity of wifehood. Not that he could have wished to 
insult her: on the contrary, he was much more anxious 
to gain her good~will and that of the host, thougb, he 
would not for any thing have acknowledged it to him-

. self. But he was already used to talking thus with 
such women. He knew that she would have been 
astonished, even affronted, if he had behaved to her 
as toward a lady. Moreover, it was necessary for him 
to preserve that peculiar shade of deference for the ac
knowledged wife of his friend. He treated such women 
always with consideration, not because he shared those 
so-called convictions- that are promulgated in news
papers (he never read such trash), about. esteem as 
the prerogative of every man, about the absurdity of 
marriage, etc., because all well-bred men act thus, and 
he was a well-bred man, though inclined to ddnk. 

He took a cigar. But his hGst awkwardly seized a 
handful of cigars, and placed them before the guest. 

"No, just see how good these are I try them.~· 
Nikita pushed away the cigars with his hand, and 

in his eyes flashed something like injury and shame. 
"Thanks," - he took out his cigar-case, - "try 

mine." 
The lady was on the watch. She perceived how it 

aftected him. She began hastily to talk with him. 
" I am very fond of cigars. I should smoke myself 

if everybody about did not smoke." 
And she gave him one of her bright, kindly smiles. 

He haIf-smiled in reply. Two of his teeth were gone. 
" No, take this," continued the host, not heeding. 

"Those others are not so strong. Fritz, bringen Sie 
noch eine Kasten," he said, "dort zwei." 

The German lackey brought another box. 
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" Do you like these larger ones? They are stronger. 
This is a very good kind. Take them all," he added, 
continuing to force them upon his guest. 

He was evidently glad that there was some one on 
whom he could lavish his rarities, and he saw nothing 
out of the way in it. Sierpukhovskoi began to smoke, 
II.nd haatened to take up the subject that had been 
~ropped. -

"How much did you have to go on Atlasnui?" 
be aaked. 

" He cost me dear, - not less than five thousand, 
but. at all events I am secured. Plenty of colts, I tell 
youl" 

"Do they trot? " inquired Sierpukhovskoi. 
" First-rate. To-day Atlasnui's colt took three 

prizes: one at Tula, one at Moscow, and one at Peters
burg. He raced with Voy~i'kot's Vor6uui. The ras
cally jockey made four abatements) and almost put bim 
out of the race." 

" lIe waa rather l'aw; too much Duteh stock in him, 
I should say," said Sierpukhovskoi'. 

" Well, but the mal'eS arc finer ones. I will show 
you to-moITOW. I paid three tlJousand for Dobruina, 
two thousand for Laslw,·aya." 

And again the host began to enumerate his wealth. 
The mistress saw tlJat this was hard for Sierpukhovskoi, 
and that he only pl'etended to listen. 

"Won't you have some more tea?" asked the 
hostess. 

"I don't care for any more," said the host, and he 
went on with his story. She got up; the host de- _ 
tained her, took her in his arms, and kissed her. 

Sierpukhovskoi smiled at first, as be looked at them; 
but his smile seemcd to them unnatural. Whcn his 
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host got up, and took her in his arms, and went out 
with her as far as the portibe, his face suddenly 
changed; he sighed deeply, and an expression of 
despair took possession of his wrinkled face. There 
was also wrath in it. 

"Yes, you said that you bought him of Voy~lkof." 
said Sierpukhovskoi, with assumed indifference. 
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XII. 

TII'E host rcturned, and smiled as he SILt down oppo
site his guest. Neithel( or them spoke. 

"Oh. yes! I was speaking of AtlAsnui. I had a 
great mind to buy the mares of Dubovitsky. Nothing 
but rubbish was lett. OJ 

"He was burned out, to said SierpukhoVBkoi, and 
Buddenly stood up and looked around. lIe remem
bered that he owed this ruined man twenty thousand 
rubles; and that, if bumed out were said of anyone, 
it might by good l"ights be said about himselt. He 
began to laugh. 

Both kept silence long. The master was revolving 
in his mind bow he might boast a little before his guest. 
SierpukboVBkoi was cogitating how he might show that 
be did not consider himself burued out. But the 
thoughts ot both moved with difficulty, in spite of 
the tact that they tried to enliven themselves with 
cigars. 

U Well, when shall we have something to drink? OJ 

asked the guest of himself. 
"At all events, we must have something to drink, 

elBe we shall die of the blues," said. the host to 
himself. 

"How is it? are you going to stay here long?" 
asked Sierpukhovskoi. 

" About a month yet. Shall we have a little lunch? 
What say you? Fritz, is every thing ready? .. 
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They went back to the dining-room. There, under 
a hanging lamp, stood the table loaded with candles 
and very extraordinary things: siphons, and bottles 
with fancy stoppers, extraordinary wine in decanters, 

,extraoluinary liquew'S and vodka. They drank, sat 
down, drank again, sat down, and tried to talk. 
Sierpukhovskoi grew flushed, and began to speak 
unreservedly. 

They talked about women: who kept such and such 
an one; the gypsy, the ballet-girl, the soubrette. l 

"Why, you left Mathieu, didn't you? to asked the 
host. 

This was the mistress who had caused Sierpu
khovskoi such pain. 

" No, she left me. 0 my friend,' how one remem
bers what one has squandered in life I Now I am 
glad, fact, when I get a thousand rubles; glad, fact, 
when I get out o( evel-ybody's way. I cannot in 
Moscow. Ah! what's to be said! to 

The host was bored to listen to Sierpukhovskoi. He 
wanted to talk about himself,-to brag. But Sier
pukhovskoi also wanted to talk nbout himself, - about 
his glittel'ing past. The host poured out some more 
wine, and waited till he had finished, so as to tell him 
about his afl'airs, - how he was going to arrange his 
stud as no one ever had befOl"e; amI how Mal'ie 
loved him, not for his money, but for himself. 

"I was going to tell you that in my stud" • . • 
he began. But Sierpukhovskoi interrupted him. 

"There was a time, I may say," he began, "when 
I loved, and knew how to live. You were talking just 
now about racing; . please tell me what is your best 
racer." 

• akA, bral, brother. 
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The host was glad of the chance to ten some more 
about his ltud, but Sierpukhovskoi again interrupted 
him. 

"Yea, yea," aaid he. "But the trouble with you 
breeden Is, that you do it only for ostentation, and 
not for pleasure, for lifo. It waan't so with me. I 
11''' telling you this very day that I used to have a 
piebald racer, with Just IUch lpots &8 I eaw among 
your colts. OUI what a horse he was I You can't 
Imagine it: this 11'&8 in 'U. I had Just come to 
lIoacow. I went to a dealer, and eaw a piebald 
gelding. All in best form. He pleased me. Price 1 
Thousand rubles. He pleased me. I took him, and 
began to ride him. I never had, and you never had 
and never will have, IUch a horse. I never knew a 
bet.ter horse, either for gait, or Itrength, or beauty. 
You were a lad then. You could not have known, but 
you may have heard, I IUppose. All 1I0800W knew 
him." 

" Yea, 1 heard about him," said the host reluctantly; 
" but I WAIl going to tell you about my" • • • 

"So you heard about him. I bought him Just &8 he 
was, without pedigree, without proof; but then I knew 
Vo~ikof, and I traced him. He WAIl sired by Liu
bc&nui I. He was ealled Kholstomlr.l He'd measure 
110en for you I On account of his spot.ting, he was 
given to the equerry at the Kbrenovski stud; and he 
had him gelded, and sold him to the dealer. Aren't 
8Jly horses like him any more, friend I .AkA 1 What 
a tlme that was I AkA 1 vanished youth I" he aaid, 
quoting the words of a gypsy song. • He began to get 

, J.~ _. eIoUI -_:...-u... tile ... ,_ dI._ 
t.-1_ .. bpr 01 tile 0II1A\rftCIw4 ...... ucl nopldltJ ta _pIYIaIq 
tbe-'-
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wild. '.' Ekh.f that was a 'golden time! I was twenty
five. I had eighty thousand a year income; then I 
hadn't a gray hair; all my teeth like pearls. • . . 
Whatever I undertook prospered. And yet all came 
to an end." . . . 

"Well, you didn't have such lively times then," said 
the host, taking advantage of the interruption. "I tell 
you that my fil'St horses began to run without" . . • 

"Your, horses! HOl;;es were more mettlesome 
then" ..• 

" How more mettlesome? " 
" Yes, 'more mettlesome. I remember how one time 

I was at Moscow at the races. ,None of my horses 
were in it. I did not .care for racing; but I had 
blooded horses, General Chaulet, l\Iahomet. I had my 
piebald with me. My coachman was a splendid young 
fellow. I liked him. But he was rather given to ' 
drink, so I drove. 'Sierpukhovskoi,' said they, 'when 
are you going to get some trotters?' - , I don't care 
for your low-bred beasts,l the devil take 'em! I have 
a hackdriver's piebald that's worth all of yours.'
'Yes, but he doesn't race.' - 'Bet you a thousand 
rubles. ' They took me up. . He went round in five 
seconds, won the wager of a thousand rubles. But 
that was nothing. With my blooded horses I went in 
a troika a hundred versts in three hours. All Moscow 
knew about it." 

And Sierpukhovskoi began to brag so fluently and 
steadily that the host could not get in a word, and sat 
facing him with dejected countenance. Only, by way 
of diversion, he woUld fill up his glass and that of his 
companion. 

It began already to grow light, but still they sat 
• Uterally, mu.ehiU. 
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there. It became painfully tiresome to the host. He 
got ap. 

" Sleep, -let's go to sleep, then," said Sierpukhov
skoi, as he got up, and went staggel'ing and puffing to 
the room that had been assigned to him. 

The master of the house rejoined his mistress. 
"Oh, he's unendurable. He got drunk, and lied 

faster than he could talk." 
" And he made love to me too. II 
" I fear that he's going to borrow of me." 
Sierpukhovskoi threw himself on the bed without 

undressing, and drew a long breath. 
"I must have talked a good deal of nonsense," he 

thought. "Well, it's all the same. Good wine, but 
he's a big hog. Something cheap about him.1 And I 
am a hog myself," he remarked, and laughed aloud. 
"Well, I used to support others: now it's my turn. 
I guess the Winkler girl will help me. I'll borrow 
somo money of her. He may come to it. Suppose 
I've got to undress. Can't get my boot oft'. Hey, 
hey I" he cried; but the man who had been ordered 
to wait on him had long before gone to bed. 

He sat up, took oft' his kittel and his vest, and some
how managed to crawl out of his trousers; but it was 
long before his boots would stir: with his stout belly 
it was hard work to stoop over. He got one oft'; he 
struggled· and struggled with the other, got out of 
breath, and gave it up. A.nd so with one leg in the 
boot he threw himself down, and began to snore, filling 
the whole room with the odour of wine, tobacco, and 
-vUe old age. . 

1 ~ GWCII4Irot-li1:&. 
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XIII. 

IF Kholstom{r remembered any thing that night, it 
was the frolic that Vaska gave him. He threw over 
him a blanket, and galloped off. He was left till 
morning at the door of a tavern, with a muzhik's 
horse. They licked each other. When it became light 
he wilDt back to the herd, and itched all over. 

"Something makes me itch fearfully," he thought. 
Five days passed •. They brought.a veterinary. He 

said cheerfully,-
•• The mange. You'll have to dispose of him to the 

gypsies." 
"Better have his throat cut; only have it done 

to-day." 

The morning was calm and clear. The herd had 
gone to pasture. Kholstomir remained behind. A 
strange man came along; thin, dark, dirty, in a kaftan 
spotted with something black. This was the scaven
ger. He took Kholstomir by the balter, and without 
looking at bim started off. The horse followed quietly, 
not looking round, and, as always, dragging his legs 
and kicking up the straw with bis bind-legs. 

As he went out of the gate, he turned his head 
toward tho well; but the scavenger twitched the halter, 
and said, - . -

. '.' It's not worth wbile." 
The scavenger, and Vaske; who followed, proceeded 
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to a depression behind the brick barn, and stopped, 
as thougb there were something peculiar in this most 
ordinary place; and the scavenger, handing the halter 
to Vaska, took off his kaftan, rolled up his sleeves, 
and produced a knife and whetstone from his boot-leg. 

The piebald pulled at the halter, and out of sheer 
ennui tried to bite it, but it was too far off. He
sighed, and closed his eyes. He hung down his lip, 
showing his worn yellow teeth, and began to drowse, 
lulled by the sound of the knife on the stone. Only 
bis sick and swollen leg trembled a little. 

Suddenly he perceived that he. was grasped by tp.e 
lower jaw, and that his head was lifted up. He opened 
his eyes. Two dogs were in front of him. One was. 
snuffing in the direction of the scavenger, the other 
sat looking at the gelding as though expecting some
thing especially from him. The gelding looked at 
thcm, and began to rub his jaw against the hand that 
held him. 

"Of course they want to cure me," he said: "let 
it come I " 

And the thought had hardly passed through his 
mind, before they did something to his throat. It hurt 
him; ho started back, stamped his foo~, but restrained 
himself, and waited for what was to follo~ •••• 
What followed, was some liquid pouring in a stream 
down his neck and breast. He drew a deep breath, 
lifting his sides. And it seemed easier, much easier, 
to him. , 

The whole burden of his life was taken from him. 
He closed his eyes, and began to droop his head,

DO one held it., Then his legs quivered, his whole 
body swayed. He was not so much terrified as he was 
astonished •••• 
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Every thing was so new. He was astonished; he 
tried to run ahead, up the bill, • • • but instead of 
this, his legs, moving where he stood, interfered. He 
began to roll over on his side, and while expecting 
to make a step he fell forward, and on his left 
side • 

. The scaVf!nger waited till the death-straggle was 
over, drove away the dogs that were creeping nearer, 
and then seized the horse by the legs, turned him over 
on the back, and, telling Vaska-to hold his leg, began 
to take off the hide. 

" That was a horse indeed! .. said Vaska. 
"If he'd been fatter, it would have been a fine 

hide," said the scavenger. 

That evening the herd passed by the hill; and those 
who were on the left wing saw a red object below them, 
and around it some dogs busily romping, and crows 
and hawks flying over it. One dog, with his paws on 
the carcass, and shaking his head, was growling over 
what he was tearing with his teeth. -The brown filly 
stopped, lifted her head and neck, and long sniffed the 
air. It took force to drive her away. 

At sunrise, in a ravine of the ancient forest, in 
the bottom of an overgrown glade, some wolf-whelps 
were beside themselves with joy. There were five of 
them, - four about of a size, and one little one with 
a head bigger than his body~ A lean, hairless she
wolft her belly with hanging d.lgs almost touching 
the ~und, crept out of be bushes, a;:d sat down in 
front of the wolves. The wolves sat in a semi-ClI'Cle 

_ iii. front of her. She went to the smallest, and lower
iil.g her stumpy' tail, aud bending. her nose to the 
ground, made a few convulsive motions, and opening 
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. her Jaws filled with teeth she struggled, and disgorged 
a great piece of horse-flesh. 

The larger whelps made a movement to seize i~; 
but she restrained them with a threatening growl, and 
let the litUe one have it all. The little one, as though 
In anger, seized the morsel, hiding it under him, and 
began to devour it. Then the she-wolt disgorged for 
the second, and the third, and in the same way for 
all be, and tinBlly lay down in front of them to rest. 

At the end of a week there lay behind the brick barn 
only the great skull, and two shoulder-blades; all the 
rest had disappeared. In the summer a muzhlk who 
gathered up the bones carried off also the skull and 
shoulder-blades, and put them to use. 

The dead body of Sierpukhovskoi, who had been 
about In the world, and bad eaten and drunken, was 
bmied long after. Neither his skin Dor his flesh nor 
his boDes were of any use. 

And Just as his dead body, which had been about 
in U10 world, had been a great burden to others for 
twenty years, so the disposal of this body became 
only an additional charge upon men. Long it had 
been useless to every one, long it' had been only a 
burden. But still the dead who bury their dcad found 
it expedient to dress this soon-to-be-decaying, swollen 
body, in a fine uniform, in fine boots; to place it in a 
fine Dew cotlln, with Dew tassels on the four corners ; 
then to place this Dew cotlln in another, made of lead, 
and carry it to Moscow; and there to dig up the 
bonca of .people long buried, and then to layaway 
thil mal-odouroul body devo.ured by worms, in ita Dew 
uniform and polished boot.s, and to cover the whole 
with earth. 
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93 HEl!\"B IN ART A.ND I.Erl'ERS.. 
N ESll \"'9 or DE QUlNCEY. 
Q5 VAhAfILnao.l!4l.UllP.nrrua 
80 ~"O'S LAOCOO!t. 

17 PLAYS or KA.ETERLINCL 
98 WAl.1'OnCOllPUTEANGLER 
9lI LESSING'S N A.TBA.lf TRB WlSB 

100 STUDIES BY RENAN. 
101 lU.XDIS OJ' GOEl'1IB. 
102 SCBOPD"lUUElL. 
lOS RENA.N'S LU'B or JESUS. 
lOA OoIf..-oa o.SAIn A11UU&TIn. 

105 PRINCIPLIS 01' SUCCESS IN 
LlTERA.TURB (0. B. t._). 

101 POUTlCAL JIlOONOKY. 
107 WALTON'S LIVES. 
108 RE:fA.N'S ANTICHRIST. 
108 ORATIONS 01' acERO. 
110 RULl:CTIONS GIlI'D REVOLU

TION IN I'RANCK (L Barke). 
ill LET1'&RS 01' 'I'D YOUNGER 

PWlY. (SerieI L) 
lit Do. (Seriea 0.) 
1lJ SELECTED 'I'ROUGB.'l'9 01' 

BLAlSK PA.SCA.L. 
lit SCO'IS IS'U..YISTS. 
III l. S. lULL'S UBERTY. 
U8 DESCARTES' DlSCOUBSB ON 

XErHOD. aN. 

117 SA.Ktn-"TA.U. BY lU.LIDAS.L 
118 NEWl ..... N'S (JoIulBeIIl1OaNiuij 

U!\"1V£R$lTY SK.I!:TCOIlS. 
11. NEWlUn SELECT ESSAYS. 
121 RE.'iA..'fS MARCCS AURWt:s. 
121 FROUDE'3 NElmllS OJ' FAITH 

VAGABOND PAPERS. 

BY JOHN FOSTER FR.\SER. 

THE WALTER SCOTT PUBUSHING COMPANY. UliITED. 
LOliI)()Jf ABO .~wc:ASTU..()Jf·1'Y!i&' 



The Canterbury Poets. 
EDITED BY WILLIAM SHARP. Cloth, Cut and Uncut Edges, IS.; Red Roan, 

Gilt Edges, 2S. 6d.; Pad. Morocco, Gilt Edges, 55. 

A Superi" Edition Bound in Art Linen, wil" Pllologravure Frontispiete, 21. 

I CHRISTIAN YEAR 

II COLERIDGE· 

3 LONGFELLOW 

4 CAMPBELL 

5 SHELLEY 

6 WORDSWORTH 

~ BLAKE 

8 WHITTIER 

9 POE 

10 CHATTERTON 

II BURNS. Songs 

12 BURNS. Poems 

13 MARLOWE 

14 KEATS 

15 HERBERT 

16 HUGO 

I~ COWPER:. 

25 HOGG 

26 GOLDSMITH 

27 LOVE LETTERS, etc. 

28 SPENSER 

29 CHILDREN OF THE POETS 

30 JONSON 

31 BYRON. Miscellaneous 

32 BYRON. Don Juan 

33 THE SONNETS. OF EUROPE 

34 RAMSAY 

3S DOBELL 

36 POPE 

37 HEINE 

38 BEAUMONT &: FLETCHER 

39 BOWLES, LAMB, etc. 

40 SEA MUSIC 

41 EARLY ENGLISH POETRY 

liJ SHAKESPEARE'S POEMS, etc. 42 HERRICK 

19 EMERSON 43 BALLADES AND RONDEAUS 

20 SONNETS OF THIS CEN· 44 IRISH MINSTRELSY 

TURY 4S MILTON'S PARADISE LOST 

21 WHITMAN 46 JACOBITE BALLADS 

2Z SCOTT. Lady oCtheLake, etc. 47 DAYS OF THE YEAR 

23 SCOTT. Marmion, etc. 48 AUSTRALIAN BALLADS 

24 PRAED 49 MOORE 

THE WALTEIL SCOTT PUBLISHING COMPANY, LUUTBD. 
J,ONDON AND lUIWCASTLIl-ON-TI(NB. 



The Canterbury PoetS-eon/inue~' 
50 BORDER BALJ..ADS 

51 SONG·TIDE 

52 ODES OF HORACE 

53 OSSIAN 

54 FAIRY MUSIC 

55 SOUTHEY 
56 CHAUCER 

57 GOI.DEN TREASURY 

58 POEMS OF WILD LIFE 

59 PARADISE REGAINED 
60 CRABBE 

61 DORA GREENWELL 
62 FAUST 

63 AMERICAN SONNETS 

64 LANDOR'S POEMS 

65 GREEK ANTHOLOGY 

66 HUNT AND HOOD 

67 HUMOROUS POEMS 
68 LYTTON'S PLAYS 

69 GREAT ODES 

70 MEREDITH'S POEMS 

71 IMITATION OJ' CHRIST 

72 NAVAL SONes 
7J PAINTER POETS 

74 WOMEN POETS 

75 LOVE LYRICS ,6 AMERICAN HUMOROUS 
VERSE 

77 SCOTTISH MINOR POETS 

78 CAVALIER LYRISTS 

79 GERMAN BALLADS 

80 SONGS OF BERANGER 

81 RODEN NOEL'S POEMS 

82 SONGS OF FREEDOM 

83 CANADIAN POEMS 

-84 CONTEMPORARY SCOT· 
TISH VERSE 

85 POEMS OF NATURE 

86 CRADLE SONGS 

87 BALLADS OF SPORT 

88 MATTHEW ARNOLD 

89 CLOUGH'S BOTHIE 

90 BROWNING'S POEMS 
Pippa Passes, etc. VoL r. 

91 BROWNING'S POEMS 
A Blot in the 'Scutcheon, etc 

VoL :z. 
92 BROWNING'S POEMS 

Dramatic LyriCl: VoL 3. 

93 MACKAY'S LOVER'S MIS-
SAL 

94 HENRY KIRKE WHITE 

95 LYRA NICOTIANA 

96 AURORA LEIGH 

97 TENNYSON'S POEMS 
In Memoriam, etc. 

98 TENNYSON'S POEMS 
Tbe Princess, etc. 

99 WAR iiONGS 
100 JAMES THOMSON 
101 ALEXANDER SMITH 

102 EUGENE LEE· HAMILTON 

THE WALTER SCOTT PUBLISHING COMPANY, LIMITED, 
I.ONDON AND NEWCASTLE-ON·TYN&. 



Ibsen·s Prose- Dramas 
EDITED BY WILLIAM ARCHER 

Cl1l1ljletl in Fivi VI1Is. Crown 8vl1, Clot", Prjce 3J'. 6t1. lac"
Set of FiVl VI1Is., in Case, 17/. 6d.; in Haif Morocco, 

in Case, 32J'. 6tI. 

• W •• "m ,.t /,.., I. Ie .',,>W/I _It tmd WImI'" ,.. tAl? ,.,..: ,,,iii al fi." 
it ,i mlln tltlM .,4 ell" nul"" . •.. AI/16sm's CMrlKten s#1Ik tUUl act 
4U if tk,y 'III'''' Ay;ltot;setl. and .tuiw tll,i". ~eat(l,'8 imperious deI/UlNa 
tt1 reflt.l tlumleirlls. Tilen IIftI" 'IIUU' 8'11&4 ,. ",il"'l'tW Il,Id tlJ t. IUIt",., 
"qon; it ,i t#HI l,rri6k . ••• Yet fM M"d rd",." 14 '''Stll, willi "is 
rY1IIIWseless nl1'g't1"y, ""6 ,,,,,"slles' ,kctrU.lirAI. .,lIil fIJI, to., "trill 
pvum"roI'l. ,.1IIl1.",.",414 fae. tAe ...u:.~ ,.,.,.,,..,., tAe ./I"y,tl,,1IIl 
I!etdi,,~..rily.'-SPBAKJ<R (London). 

,VOL. I. 'A DOLL'S HOUSE,' 'THE LEAGUE 
OF YOUTH,' and 'THE PILLARS OF SOCIETY.' 
Witll Portrait of ' the Author, and Biographical Introduc· 
tion by WnlLlAM ARGHER. -

VOL. II. 'GHOSTS,' 'AN ENEMY OF THE 
PEOPLE,' and 'THE WILD DUCK.' With an Intro
ductory Note. 

VOL. III. 'LADY INGER OF OSTRAT,' 'THE 
VIKINGS AT HELGELAND,' 'THE PRETEND. 
ERS.· With an Introductory Note and- Portrait of Ibsen. 

VOL. IV. 'EMPEROR AND·GALILEAN.' With 
an Introductory Note by WILLIAM ARCHER. 

VOL. V.' ROSMERSHOLM,' 'THE LADY 
FROM THE SEA,' 'HEDDA GABLER.' Translated 
by WILLIAM ARCHER. With an Introductory Note. 

The sequence or the plays ;" 111&" t'olflm, is chronological; the complete 
set of volLlmes comprising the dramas presents them in chronological order. 

THE WALTER SCOTT PUBLISHING COMPANY, LUIITED, 
LONDON AND NEWCASTLII-ON-TYNL 



Gre'at Writers 
A NEW SERIES OF CRITICAL BIOGRAPHIES. 

EDITaD BY ERIC ROBERTSON AND FRANK T. MARZIALS. 

A Complete Bibliograpby to eacb Voll1me, by J. P. ANDa85ON, British 
Museum. London. 

Cwllo, UtIftIl £4111, Gill T.. Pria u. 60t 
VOLUMES ALREADY ISSUED. 

LIFE OJ' LONGFELLOW. By Profesaor ERIc S. ROBaRTSOx. 
LIFE or COLERIDGE. By H .. LL CAINa. 
LIFE or DICKENS. By FRANK T. MARZI .. LS. 
LIFE or DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI. By 1. KNIGHT. 
LIFE or SAMUEL JOHNSON. By Colonel F. GR .. NT. 
LIFE or DARWIN. By G. T. B~1TANY. 
LIFE or CHARLOTTE BRONTE. By A. BIRRBL ... 
LIFE or THOMAS CARLYLE. By R. GARNBTT, LLD. 
LIFE or ADAM SMITH. By R. B. HALDANa, M.P. 
LIFE OF KEATS. By W. M. ROSSETTI. t::: g~ ~:.i~tt~h.B~WD"~~:~:~:ZY. 
LIfE or GOLDSMITH. by AUSTIN DOBSON. 
LlF& or SCOTT. By Professor YONGa. 

t:~~ g~ ~YcRlo~ .JMo.fesU; :;:~~I~. M .. RZIAL .. 
LIFE or EMERSON. B1 RICHARD GARNaTT, LLD. 
LIFE or GOETHE. By .. MBS SIMa. 
LIFE or CONGRKVE. y EnMuNDGoSSa. 
LIFE or BUNYAN. By Canon VENABLEs. 
LIFE or CRABB&. By T. Eo Kn ..... 
LIFE or HEINE. !'wWILU .... SHARP. 

t:~: g: ~CI~h.L:k. ·l;:i~~:~H~·NavINSON. 
LIFE or CAPTAIN MARRYAT. By DAVID H .. NNAY. 
LIFB or LESSING. By T. W. ROLLESTON. • 
LIFE or MILTON. By R. GARNETT. LLD. 
LIFE OJ' BALZAC. By FREDERICK WIIDMORa. 
LI FE OJ' GEORGE ELIOT. By OSCAR BROWN IN", 
LIFE or JANE AUSTEN. By GoLDWIN SMITH. 
LI FE or l!ROWNING. By WILLI .... SHARP. 
LIFE or "BYRON. By HOD. RODIIN NOE ... 
LIFE or HAWTHORNE. By MONCURB D. CONWAY. 
LIFE or SCHOPENHAUER. ByProfe.sorW"LLAC&. 
LIFE or SHERIDAN. By LLOYD SANDERS. 
LIFE or THACKERAY. By HIIBIIAN MaRIYALB IUld FRANK T. 

MA_ZJALS. 
LIFE or CERVANTES. ByH. E. WATTS. 
LIFE or VOLTAIRE. By rR"NCIS ESPINAlSa. 
LIFE OF LEIGH HUNT. By COSIIO MONKHOUS& 
J.lFE OF WHITTIER. ByW.] LINTOIf. 
LI,g or RENAN. By FRAMCII Its.I ....... 
UFE or 'IHOJUU.U. Bf B. S. SALT. 

LIBRARY EDITION or 'GREAT WRITERS,' Oemy Bvo, '". 6d. 

Tna WALTE. SCOTT PUILI.KING CoMPANY, LUUTBD, 
LONDOII AND lIaWCASTLSoOlI-TYN&. 



COMPACt' AND PRACTICAL. 

In Lim) Cloth; for the Pocket. Price One Slutlin;:, 

THE EUROPEAN 

CONVERSATION BOOKS. 
FRENCH ITALIAN 

SPANISH GERMAN 

NORWEGIAN 

CONTENTS. 

IIlnls III Travellers-Everytlay Expremons-A",.,·vz"nr at 
and Leaving a Railway Station-Custom HOUSI EllfJuiries-In 
a Train-At a BUffet and Restaurant-At an Hotel-Payinr an 
Hott! B,11-Entjuir;es;n a Town-On Board SlUp-EmllarR,"ng 

and Disemllark,"nr-Ercurnon lIy Carriage-EllfJu;n"es as to 
DI1igences-Entju;n"es as to Boals-Engaginr Apartments

Wasninr List and Days of Week-Restaurant VocallulllTJ'-: 
Telegrams and Leiters, etc., ete. 

Th6 contents of these little handbooks are so arranged as to 

permit direct and immediate reference. All dialogues or enquiries Dot 

~onsidered ,.bsolutely essential have been purposely excluded, notqing 

being introduced which might confuse the traveller rather than assist 

him. A few hints are given in the itltroduction which will be found 

valu:P.ble to those unaccustomed to foreign traveL 

THB WALTBR SCOTT PUBLISHING COMPANY, LIMITBD, 

LONDON AND NBWCASTLB·ON-TYNB. 



NEW ENGLAND LIBRARY. 
GRAVURB EDITION. 

PRINTED ON ANTIQUE PAPER. :&s. 6d. PER VOL. 

Ea,II Yo/um' willi a FronhsjiIU i" Plzologravun. 

By NATHANIEL HAWTHO~e. 

THE SCARLET LETTER. 
THE HOUSE OF THE SEVEN GABLES. 
THE BLITHEDALE ROMANCE. 
TANGLEWOOD TALES. 
TWICE-TOLD TALES. 
A WONDER-BOOK FOR GIRLS AND BOYS. 
OUR OLD HOME. 
MOSSES FROM AN OLD MANSE. 
THE SNOW IMAGE. 
TRUE STORIES FROM HISTORY AND BIOGRAPHY. 
THE NEW ADAM AND EVE. 
LEGENDS OF THE PROVINCE HOUSE. 

By OLlVE~ WENDELL HOLMES. 

THE AlJTOCRAT OF THE l\REAKFAST-TABLE. 
THE PROFESSOR AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 
THE POET AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 
ELSIE VENNER. 

By HENRY THO~EAU •. 

ESSAYS AND OTHER WRITINGS. 
WALDEN; OR, LIFE IN THE WOODS. 
A WEEK ON THE CONCORD. 

TH& WALTa. SCOlT PUBLISHING CoIiPANY. LIIIITKno 

1.0NDON AND II&WCASTU-OIf-nNa. 



EVERY-DAY HELP SERIES 
OF USEFUL HANDBOOKS. Price 6d. each, 

OR IN ROAN BINDINQ. PRICE 1s. 
Contributors-J. LANGDON DOWN, M.D., F.R.C.P.; HENRY' 

POWER, M.B., F.R.C.S.; J. MORTIMER-GRANVILLE, M.D.; 
J. CRICHTON BROWNE, M.D., LL.D.; ROBERT FARQUHARSON, 
M.D. Edin.; W. S. GREENFIELD, M.D., F.R.C.P.; and others. 

1. How to Do Business. A Guide to Success in Life. 
2. How to Behave. Manual of Etiquette and Personal Hahits. 
3. How to Write. A Manual of Composition and Letter Wriling. 
4. How to Debate. With Hints on Public Speaking. 
5. Don't: DuectioM for avoiding Common Errors of Speech. 
6. The Parental Don't: Warnings to Parents. 
I. Why Smoke and Drink. By James Parton. 
S. Elocution. By T. R. W. Pearson, M.A., of St. Catharine', 

College, Cambridge, and F. W. Waithman, Lcctlllerllll10 Eloclltion. 
9. The Secret of' a Clear Head. 

10. Common Mind Troubles. 
11. The Secret of' a Good Memory. 
12. Youth: Its Care and Culture. 
13. The Heart and its Function. 
14. Personal Appearances in Health and Disease 
16. The House and its Surroundings. 
16. Alcohol: Its Use and Abuse. 
17. Exerciae and Training. 
18. Baths and Bathing. 
19. Health In Schools. 
~O. The Skin and its Troubles. 
21. How to make the Best ott Lif'e. 
22. Nerves and Nerve-Troubles. 
23. The Sight. and How to Preserve It.' 
24. Premature Death: III Promotion and PreventiolL 
26. Ohange, as a Mental Restorative. 
28. The Gentle Art of' Nursing the Sick. 
27. The Oare ott Inf'ants and Young Children. 
28. Invalid Feeding, with Hints on Diet.. 
29. Every-day Aliments, and How to Trelc't Them. 
30. Thrifty Houaekeeplnc. 
31. Home Cooking. 
32. Flowere and Flower culture. 
33. Sleep and Sleepiesanesa. 
34. The Story ott Llf'e. 
35. Household Nursin&,. ------

Tu WALua SCoTT l'UBLISHING CoKPANY. lJKITKD, 
LONDOIC AJlD NIIWCASTLK-OIC-TYNL 



crhe Music Story Series. 
A SERIES OF LITERARY-MUSICAL AfONOGRAPHS. 

Edited by FREDERICK J, CROWEST, 
Author of "The Great Tone Poeta." 

Illustrated with Photogravure and Collotype Portraits, HaIf·tone and Line 
Pictures, Facsimiles, etc. 

Sfua,., C'flW1I 81J(), CIoIA, 31. 6d. MI. 

VOLUMES NOW READY. 
THE STORY OF ORATORIO. By ANNIE W. PATTER. 

SON, B.A., Mus. Doc. 

THE STORY OF NOTATION. By C. F. ABDY WILLIAMS, 
M.A., Mus. Bac. 

THE STORY OF THE ORGAN. By C. F. ABDY 
WILLIAMS, M.A., Author of II Bach" and II Handel" (" Master 
Musicians' Series ",. 

THE STORY OF CHAMBER MUSIC. By N. KILBURN, 
Mus. Bloc. (Cantab.), Conductor of the Middlesbrough, Sunderland,. 
and Bishop Auckland Musical Societies. 

THE STORY OF THB VIOLIN. By PAUL STOEVING, 
Professor of the Violin, Guildhall School of Music, London. 

NEXT VOLUME. 
THE STORY OF THE HARP. By WILLIAM H. GRATTAN 

FLOOD. 
IN PREPARATION. 

THE STORY OF THE PIANOFORTE. By ALGERNON S. 
ROSE, Author of II Tala with Bandsmen. II 

THE STORY OF HARMONY. By EUSTACE J, BREAK· 
SPEARE, Author of .. Mozart," II Musical ...Esthetics," etc. 

THE STORY OF THE ORCHESTRA. By STEWART 
MACPHERSON, Fellow and Professor, Royal Academy of Music. 

THE STORY OF BIBLE MUSIC. By ELEONORE 
D'ESTERRE-KEELING, Author of II The Musicians' Birthday 
Mock." 

'THE STORY OF CHURCH MUSIC. By THE EDITOR. 
ETC., ETC.. ETC. 

TIl. WALn. SCOTT PuniSHING CoMPANY, LlMITao. 
LONDO" AND ,.aWCASTLa-ON-TYNL 



MUSICIANS' WIT, HUMOUIt AND 
ANECDOTE: 

BEING ON DITS OF COMPOSERS, SINGERS, AND 

INSTRUMENTALISTS OF ALL TIMES. 

By - FREDERICK 1. CROWESTt 

Author of .. The Great Tone Poets," .. The Story of British Music," 

Editor of .. The Master Musicians" Series, etc., etc. 

Profusely Illustrated with Quaint Drawings by 

j. P. DONNE. 

In One Volume-Crown 81'10, Clotlt, Richly Gill, Price 3/6". 

Among the hundreds of stories abounding in wit an~ pointed 

repartee which the volume contains, will be found anecdotes. of 

famous musicians of all countries and periods. 

TOLSTOY: His Life and Works. 
By JOHN C. KENWORTHY, 

AN INTIMATE FRIEND OP THE GREAT RUSSIAN WRITER. 

One Volume, Crown 81'10, 256 pages, Richly Bound, containing 

Portraits, Facsimile Lefler, Views, ett. 

PRICE SIX SHILLINGS. 

THE WALTER SCOTT PUBLISHING COMPANY, LTD.,· 
LONDON AND NBWCASTU·OH·TYNII. 



The Emerald Library. _ 
Crown 8vo, Gilt Top, HaU Bound in Dark Green Ribbed 

amh, with Liehl Green Cloth Sides, 2s. each. 
llamab, Bodge caodle" Lect.... WOtherlD, Helgb" 
Old Curi ... lt, !ihop lack HIDIoD Th. Da:r. of BIU"" 
Plek.l~ Pape... Bre& Hute The V • of Ceda ... 
!llcholaa NlcUeb, IngoldabJ ~da Hunchback 01 !iot.re 

~11!;n~~e .. I' t:~Jf'::~3e1 V=:· 
flkelch. b, Boa OUJ MlUlnerlD& The CUIoIuI 
Oli.. Rob RoJ Harold, Las' 01 &be 
The 01111.. Fortunee of Nigel Suon KIDI'" 
...... boe MIUl In the Iron Mask !'oil .... of the See 
Kenilworth 0"- Com.,.-... Wha' can She Dot 
.Jacob FaIthful Lo1li&e de la VaIll_ !Ie .. Border Taloe 
Pew Simple 0"- PaIn_ JI'raU hlrle&1l 
h .... Clillunl Rory O'MOI'II Zanoni 
Bopa. Aram Arabian Nlgbta Maauta 
Bm_' Idaltra...... Soria JPamIlJ RoblnllOn In_ 
All",,; 01', Tbe M,.. And_n'. FalrJ Tal. CoDdo'" aDd Dot, 

t.ert_ Tb .... Mu .... tee... WiJld ... r CUt.Ioo 
Blend TweD'r Y_nAIIer Hard Tlm_ 
PelIaanI VlcomlD de Bnjl8\onae To ... of Loadon 
'lb. Last Dare 01 Menta CrIa_J)""tu lobn Halllas, GenU .. 

PompeII .. a. ... ..,.ofDaDtu WDOtward Bol I_ 

~r'::':~~I'" l]}: ~e=: Moffat l:i:"l:. Too lAte 
'lb. hIJ' 00cI Lif. of 6ladatone to MeDd 
Mia &..fonl', Cranfonl TwoVunAIO 

MJderJ North .... d Sooth In HI. Stepe 
A "oualaln DaI., Life of Oon, Oordon Crocilldon of PhIDlp 
UueI;OI',PerllpoiJl' Liocolo and Ollrlleld Slroo« 

IJgbtho.... 0_' Mod.m WOlD... Hw Brotb .... Koeper 
Vlosr of Waketleld HeDry Kamood RobertBard,-. Be .... 
Prln"" of th. Uo.... All.oo Locke na,., .... d Malcom 

of Da.td Life of 1J.InpIoDe Kirk (In I .01.) 
Wid .. Wid. World Llle 0' 0....,. Darllq Rlabanl B",,,,, 

~!To~- ~!!-;~=~':! .... ten ro~"u.': t:.. 
Und.Tom"C&bID llarrienBorvedA_J Oabl_ 
RoblDlOn Croooe Opaologa Ch_toutBu ltIsie V __ 
Th. Wblte S1a.. hDdeDDI. The Romao[ ~ 
CbuIM O'MalleJ Da.ld Coppertleld Li~lJe Doni 
Mldahip-.. KuJ Ludr of IlanJl.JDdoD Tbe Searl .. Letter 
Brid. of Lam .... rmOOl' S ... B1mo Mary Barton 
H .... of MJdlothlan f1un of Portboe Hom.108neD'''' ..... , 0' tile Barone SIa ..... J and Afriol The Mother', Becom-
Old Mortall~J Life of WlllleJ peIIM 
Tom CriJlale's Lor IJf. of Spul'!r8On TeDDJIOD'. Poem8 
Crut.e 0' Ut. Midge Por LUI' of Oold Barry Conodale .. 
Colleen Sa... WoolDlof Web."'" Conrteblp 
Valentlae VOIl Aa th. M..", 01 TI- The Bible iJI 8p&I1I 
NI«ba .... d A10ndDl berino BlUldbook of Bo_ 

:::::" Book oIK.... ~&!~ 01 Bodo!- ,.:~ SemIt 
'm Consnelo QueeD Vlctorl .. 

lIiIaDetI.1d Park Two Y ... before tile lI1arUD B .. lIoler 
..... , of the Koblca... III",,' Uop .. 
Poor lack FaIr Maid of Perth The Coral h1u4 
!rhe Lamplt,bter Pe .. r11 of the Peak Adam Bod. 
Jane am Shirley Tb. Y .... ng Fu .... Tract ... 
PIllar of Fire QueecbJ The VlrgIlli&Dll 
!broneof Da.td Naomi; orJ the Last A Tal. of Two Citl .. 
Dombe,. .... d 8011 Dafll of "p",ea1_ __ 01 ClericalW. 
VanltJ hIJ' Little WOIDa and The Mill on the F ..... 
IDf.llce Oood Wi.. DaDeebury Do .... 
Beulah Hypatia A Life for a Life 
Harry Lorftqn_ \'IlIPue Cbrl._ Boob 
~~ of Ell .. · Buth Tom Browo'.&booldare 
flbendAn'. PIaJe Aptba's Kn.band Orimm's FaJrr Talu 
Wa.erle,. H""d 0' th. PamII, Itu, LYllDD 
Quentin Durwanl Old H.I_ TbroDllb Storm and 
'!'all .... an JlIMII Ho.... streu 
From .J .. a to £am... c...-u D ...... me ne ChIlnDlnp 
Knt,ha of 19th o.nln., lIIelbonme Hona Old S'" Paul'. 

LoDdoD: TUB WALT1l11 SCOTT PUBLISHING Co., LTD. 



THE WOI{LD'S GREAT NOVELS. 
A sen'es if aclenowledged masterpieces "y ilte most emitzent writers 

of fiction. Excellent paper, large Iype, handsomely and strongly 
bound in Russia Red Clotk, tkese books are admirably suited either for 
presentation or for a permanent place in the library, while Ike low 
price brings them within read, of every class if readers. 

Large Crown 8vo. Hundreds of Pages. Numerous Illustrations. 
3s. "6d. per Vol. 

Adam Bede. By George Eliot. With Six Full·page IIIustra 
tions by S. H. Vedder and J. Jellicoe. 

Anna Karenina. By Count Tolstoy. With Ten Illustrations 
by Paul Fr~nzeny. and a Frontispiece Portrait of Count Tolstoy. 

Chicot, the Jester (La Dame de MOlJsoreau). By Alexandre 
Dumas. New and Complete Translation. With Nine FuIl·page lllus· 
trations by Frank T. Merrill. 

Count of Monte-Cristo, The. By Alexandre Dumas. With 
Sixteen Full·page Illustrations by Frank T. Merrill. 

David Copperfield. By Charles Dickens. With Forty Illus
trations by Hablot K. Browne Cre Phiz ") • 

. Forty-Five Guardsmen, The. By Alexandre Dumas. New 
and Complete Translation. With Nine Full.page Illustrations by Frank 
T. Merrill. . 

Ivanhoe. By Sir Walter Scott. With Eight Full·page Illustra
tions by Hugh M. Eato~. 

Jane Eyre. By Charlotte Bronte. With Eight Full-page 
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