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THE DUEL

1.

IT was eight o'clock in the morning—the time
when the officers, the local officials, and the visitors
usually took their morning dip in the sea after the
hot, stifling night, and then went into the pavilion
to drink tea or coffee. Ivan Andreitch Laevsky,
a thin, tair young man of twenty-eight, wearing
the cap of a clerk in the Ministry of Finance and
with slippers on his feet, coming down to bathe,
found a number of acquaintances on the beach,
and among them his friend Samoylenko, the army
doctor.

With his big cropped head, short neck, his red
face, his big nose, his shaggy black eyebrows and
grey whiskers, his stout puffy figure and his hoarse
military bass, this Samoylenko made on every
newcomer the unpleasant impression of a gruff
bully; but two or three days after making his
acquaintance, one began to think his face extra-
ordinarily good-natured, kind, and even hand-
some. In spite of his clumsiness and rough
manner, he was a peaceable man, of infinite
kindliness and goodness of heart, always ready to
be of use. He was on familiar terms with every-
one in the town, lent everyone money, doctored
everyone, made matches, patched up quarrels,
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4 THE TALES OF TCHEHOV

arranged picnics at which he cooked shashlik and an
awfully good soup of grey mullets. He was always
lookmg after other people’s affairs and trying to
interest someone on their behalf, and was always
delighted about something. The general opinion
about him was that he was without faults of
character. He had only two weaknesses: he was
ashamed of his own good nature, and tried to
disguise it by a surly expression and an assumed
gruffness; and he liked his assistants and his
soldiers to call him * Your Excellency,” although
he was only a civil councillor.

“ Answer one question for me, Alexandr
Daviditch,” Laevsky began, when both he and
Samoylenko were in the water up to their
shoulders. “ Suppose you had loved a woman
and had been living with her for two or three
years, and then left off caring {for her, as one does,
and began to fecl that you had nothing in common
with her. How would you behave in that case ?”

“It's very simple. ‘ You go where you please,
madam '—and that would be the end of it.”

‘“ It’s easy to say that ! But if she has nowhere
to go? A woman with no friends or relations,
without a farthing, who can’t work . . .”

“Well? Tive hundred roubles down or an
allowance of twenty-five roubles a month—and
nothing more. It’s very simple.”

‘ Even supposing you have five hundred roubles
and can pay twenty-five roubles a month, the
woman I am speaking of is an educated woman
and proud. Could you really bring yourself to
offer her money ? And how would you do it ?"
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Samoylenko was going to answer, but at that
moment a big wave covered them both, then broke
on the beach and rolled back noisily over the
shingle. The friends got out and began dressing.

“ Of course, it is difficult to live with a woman
if you don’t love her,” said Samoylenko, shaking
the sand out of his boots. *‘ But one must look
at the thing humanely, Vanya. If it were my
casc, I should never show a sign that I did not love
her, and I should go on living with her till I died.”

He was at once ashamed of his own words; he
pulled himself up and said:

“But for aught I care, there might be no
females at all.  Let them all go to the devil !”

The friends dressed and went into the pavilion.
There Samoylenko was quite at home, and even
had a special cup and saucer. Every morning
they brought him on a tray a cup of coffee, a tall
cut glass of iced water, and a tiny glass of brandy.
He would first drink the brandy, then the hot
coffee, then the iced water, and this must have
been very nice, for after drinking it his eyes looked
moist with pleasure, he would stroke his whiskers
with both hands, and say, looking at the sea:

‘ A wonderfully magnificent view !"

After a long night spent in cheerless, unprofit-
able thoughts which prevented him from sleeping,
and seemed to intensify the darkness and sultriness
of the night, Laevsky felt listless and shattered
He felt no better for the bathe and the coffee.

“Let us go on with our talk, Alexandr David-
itch,” he said. “ I won’t make a secret of it; 1'll
speak to you openly as to a friend. Things are
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in a bad way with Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and
me . . . avery bad way! TForgive me for forcing
my private affairs upon you, but I must speak
out.”

Samoylenko, who had a misgiving of what he
was going to speak about, dropped his eyes and
drummed with his fingers on the table.

“I've lived with her for two ycars and have
ccased to love her,” Laevsky went on; “or,
rather, I realized that I never had felt any love
for her. ... These two years have been a
mistake.”

It was Laevsky's habit as he talked to gaze
attentively at the pink palms of his hands, to bite
his nails, or to pinch his cuffs. And he did so now.

“ I know very well you can’t help me,” he said.
“But I tell you, because unsuccessful and super-
fluous people like me find their salvation in talking.
I have to gencralize about everything I do. I'm
bound to look for an explanation and justification
of my absurd existence in somebody clse’s theories,
in literary types—-in the idea that we, upper-class
Russians, are degenerating, for instance, and so on.
Last night, for example, I comforted myself by
thinking all the time: ‘ Ah, how true Tolstoy is,
how mercilessly true!” And that did me good.
Yes, really, brother, he is a great writer, say what
you like !”

Samoylenko, who had never read Tolstoy and
was intending to do so every day of his life, was
a little embarrassed, and said:

‘*Yes, dll other authors write from imagination,
but he writes straight from nature.”
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“My God!” sighed Laevsky; * how distorted
we all are by civilization! I fell in love with a
marricd woman and she with me. . . . To begin
with, we had kisses, and calm evenings, and vows,
and Spencer, and ideals, and interests in common.

What a deception! We really ran away
fiom her husband, but we licd to ourselves and
made out that we ran away from the emptiness of
the lif: of the educated class. We pictured our
future like this: to begin with, in the Caucasus,
while we were getting to know the people
and the place, I would put on the Govern-
ment uniform and enter the service; then at
our leisure we would pick out a plot of ground,
would toil in the sweat of our brow, would
have a vineyard and a ficld, and so on. If you
were in my place, or that zoologist of yours,
Von Koren, you might live with Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna for thirty years, perhaps, and might
leave your heirs a rich vineyard and three thousand
acres of maize; but I felt like a bankrupt from the
first day. In the town you have insufferable heat,
boredom, and no society; if you go out into the
country, you fancy poisonous spiders, scorpions,
or snakes lurking under every stone and behind
every bush, and beyond the fields—mountains and
the desert. Alien people, an alien country, a
wretched form of civilization—all that is not so
easy, brother, as walking on the Nevsky Prospect
in one’s fur coat, arm-in-arm with Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna, dreaming of the sunny South. What
is needed herc is a lifc and death struggle, and
I'm not a fighting man. A wretched neurasthenic,
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an idle gentleman. . . . From the first day I
" knew that my dreams of a life of labour and of a
vineyard were worthless. As for love, I ought to
tell you that living with a woman who has read
Spencer and has followed you to the ends of the
earth is no more interesting than living with any
Anfissa or Akulina. There’s the same smell of
ironing. of powder, and of medicines, the same
curl-papers every morning, the same self-decep-
tion.”

“You can’t get on in the house without an
. iron,” said Samoylenko, blushing at Laevsky'’s
speaking to him so openly of a lady he kiew.
““ You are out of humour to-day, Vanya, I notice.
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna is a splendid woman,
highly educated, and you are a man of the highest
intellect. Of course, you are not married,”
Samoylenko went on, glancing round at the
adjacent tables, ‘“ but that’s not your fault; and
besides . . . one ought to be above conventional
prejudices and rise to the level of modern
ideas. I believe in free love myself, yes. . .
But to my thinking, once you have settled to-
gether, you ought to go on living together all
your life.”

‘‘ Without love ?”

‘1 will tell you directly,” said Samoylenko.

" Eight years ago there was an old fellow, an
agent, here—a man of very great intelligence.
*Well, he used to say that the great thing in married
life was patience. Do you hear, Vanya? Not
loye, but pdtience. Love cannot last long. You
have lived two years in love, and now evidently
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your married life has reached the period when, in
order to preserve equilibrium, so to speak, you
ought to exercise all your patience. . . .”

‘* You believe in your old agent; to me his words
are meaningless. Your old man could be a hypo-
crite; he could exercise himself in the virtue of
patience, and, as he did so, look upon a person
he did not love as an object indispensable for his
moral exercises; but I have not yet fallen so low.
If I want to exercise myself in patience, I will
buy dumb-bells or a frisky horse, but I'll leave
human beings alone.”

Samoylenko asked for some white wine with ice.
When iiey had drunk a glass each, Laevsky
suddenly asked:

‘“ Tell me, please, what is the meaning of soften-
ing of the brain ?”’

“How can I explain it to you? ... Its a
disease in which the brain becomes softer . . . as
it were, dissolves.”’

*“Is it curable ?”

“Yes, if the disease is not neglected. Cold
douches, blisters. . . . Something internal, too.”

“Oh! ... Wel, yousee my position; I can’t
live with her: it is more than I can do. While
I'm with you I can be philosophical about it and
smile, but at home I lose heart completely; I am
so utterly miserable, that if I were told, for in-
stance, that I should have to live another month
with her, I should blow out my brains. At the
same time, parting with her is out of the question.
She has no friends or relations; she cannot work,
and neither she nor I bhave any money. . . .
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What could become of her? To whom could she
go? There is nothing one can think of. . . .
Come, tell me, what am 1 to do ?”

“H'm! . . ."” growled Samoylenko, not knowing
what to answer. ‘“ Does she love you ?”

““ Yes, she loves 1ne in so far as at her age and
with her temperament she wants a man. It
would be as difficult for her to do without me as
to do without her powder or her curl-papers. I
am for her an indispensable, integral part of her
boudoir.”

Samoylenko was embarrassed.

“ You are out of humour to-day, Vanyz,” he
said. “ You must have had a bad night.”

“Yes, I slept badly. . .. Altogether, T feel
horribly out of sorts, brother. My head feels
enipty; there’s a sinking at my heart, a weakness.
.« . I must run away.”

‘ Run where ?”

‘“ There, to the North. To the pines and the

‘ mushrooms, to people and ideas. . . . I'd give
half my life to bathe now in some little stream in
the province of Moscow or Tula; to feel chilly,
you know, and then to stroll for three hours even
with the fecblest student, and to talk and talk
endlessly. . . . And the scent of the hay! Do
you remember it ? And in the evening, when one
walks in the garden, sounds of the piano float from
the-house; une hears the train passing. . . .”

Laevsky laughed with pleasure; tears came into
his eyes, and to cover them, without getting up,
he stretched across the next table for the matches.

I have not been in Russia for eighteen years,”
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said Samoylenko. ‘* I've forgotten what it is like.
To my mind, there is not a country more splendid
than the Caucasus.”

‘ Vereshtchagin has a picture in which some
men condemned to death are languishing at the
bottom of a very deep well. Your magnificent
Caucasus strikes me as just like that well. If I
were offered the choice of a chimnev-sweep in
Petershurg or a prince in the Caucasus, I should
chouse the job of chimnev-sweep.”

Laevsky grew pensive.  Looking at his stooping
figure, at his eyes fixed dreamily on one spot, at
his pale, perspiring face and sunken temples, at his
bitten nails, at the slipper which had dropped off
his hecl, displaying a badly darned sock, Samoy-
lenko was moved to pity, and probably because
Lacvsky reminded him of a helpless child, he
asked:

*“Is your mother living 2"

“ Yes, but we are on bad terms. She could not
forgive me for this affair.” .

Samoylenko was fond of his friend. He looked
upoun Laevsky as a good-natured fellow, a student,
a man with no nonsense about him, with whom
one could drink, and laugh, and talk without
reserve. What he understood in him he disliked
extremely. Lacvsky drank a great deal and at
unsuitable times; he plaved cards, despised his
work, lived beyond his means, frequently made use
of unseemly expressions in conversation, walked
about the streets in his slippers, and quarrelled
with Nadyvezhda Fyodorovna before other people
—and Samoylenko did not like this. But the fact
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that Laevsky had once been a student in the
.Faculty of Arts, subscribed to two fat reviews,
often talked so cleverly that only a few people
understood him, was living with a well-educated
woman—all this Samoylenko did not understand,
and he liked this and respected Laevsky, thinking
him superior to himself.

“ There is another point,” said Laevsky, shaking
his head. ‘““Only it is between ourselves. I'm
concealing it from Nadyezhda Fyodorovna for the
time. . . . Don’t let it out before her. . .. I
got a letter the day before ycsterday, telling me
that her husband has died from softening of the
brain.”

*The Kingdom of Heaven be his!” sighed
Samoylenko. “ Why arc you concealing it from
her ?”’

“ To show her that letter would be equivalent
to ‘Come to church to be married.” And we
should first have to make our relations clear.
*When she undersiands that we can’t go on living
together, I will show her the letter. Then there
will be no danger in it.”

* Do you know what, Vanya," said Samoylenko,
and a sad and imploring expression came into his
face, as though he were going to ask him about
something very touching and were afraid of being
refused. “* Marry her, my dear boy !”

" _Why ?ll

“ Do your duty to that splendid woman! Her
husband is dead, and so Providence itself shows
you what-to do !” ’

“ But do understand, you queer fellow, that it
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is impossible. To marry without love is as base
and unworthy of a man as to perform mass without.
believing in it.” '

““ But it’s your duty to.”

*“ Why is it my duty ?”’ Laevsky asked irritably.

‘ Because you took her away from her husband
. and made yourself responsible for her.”

““ But now I tell you in plain Russian, I dnnt
love her !

‘“Well, if vou've no love, show her proper
respect, consider her wishes. : . .”

“ “Show her respect, consider her wishes,” "’
Laevsky mimicked him. “ As though she were
some Xlcther Superior! ... You are a poor
psychologist and physiologist if you think that
living with a woman one can get off with nothing
but respect and consideration. What a woman
thinks most of is her bedroom.”

“ Vanya, Vanya!” said Samoylenko, overcome
with confusion.

‘“You are an clderly child, a theorist, while I
am an old man in spite of my years, and practical,
and we shall never understand one another. We
had better drop this conversation. Mustapha !”
Lacvsky shouted to the waiter. “ What's our
bill ?”

“*No, no ..."” the doctor cried in dismay,
clutching Laevsky's arm. “ It is for me to pay.
I ordered it. Make it out to me,” he cried to
Mustapha.

The friends got up and walked in silence along
the sea-front. When they reached the boulevard,
they stopped and shook hands at parting.
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“You are awfully spoilt, my friend !"” Samoy-
lenko sighed. “ Fate has sent you a young,
beautiful, cultured woman, and vou refuse the
gift, while if God were to give me a crooked old
woman, how pleased I should be if only she were
kind and affectionate! I would live with her in
my vineyard and . . .”

Samoylenko caught himsclf up and said:

‘ And she might get the samovar rcady for me
there, the old hag.”

After parting with Laevsky he walked along the
boulevard. When, bulky and majestic, with a
stern expression on his face, he walked along the
boulevard in his snow-white tunic and superbly
polished boots, squaring his chest, decorated with
the Vladimir cross on a ribbon, he was very much
pleased with himself, and it seemed as though the
whole world were looking at him with pleasure.
Without turning his head, he looked to cach side
and thought that the boulevard was extremely well

.laid out; that the young cypress-trees, the cuca-
lyptuses, and the nugly, anemic palm-trees were
very handsome and would in time give abundant
shade; that the Circassians werc an honest and
hospitable pcople.

“It’s strange that Laevsky does not like the
Caucasus,” he thought, ““ very strange.”

Five soldiers, carrying rifles, met him and
saluted him. On the right side of the boulevard
the wife of a local official was walking along the
pavement with her son, a schoolboy.

“ Good-morning, Marya Konstantinovna,”
Samoylenko shouted to her with a pleasant smile.
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‘* Have you been to bathe? Ha, ha, ha! . . .
My respects to Nikodim Alexandritch !”

And he went on, still smiling pleasantly, but
sceing an assistant of the military hospital coming
towards him, he suddenly frowned, stopped him,
and asked:

*“Is there anyone in the hospital ?”

“No one, Your Excellency.”

“” Eh ?l,

“No one, Your Excellency.”

“ Very well, run along. . . .”

Swaying majestically, he made for the lemonade
stall, where sat a full-bosomed old Jewess, who
gave hercelf out to be a Georgian, and said to her
as loudly as though he were giving the word of
command to a regiment:

“ Be so good as to give mec some soda-water !”

I1.

Laevsky's not loving Nadyezhda Fyodorovna
showed itsclf chicfly in the fact that everything
she said or did seemed to him a lie, or equivalent
to a lie, and everything he read against women and
love seemed to him to apply perfectly to himself,
to Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and her husband.
When he returned home, she was sitting at the
window, dressed and with her hair done, and with
a preoccupied face was drinking coffee and turning
over the leaves of a fat magazine; and he thought
the drinking of coffee was not such a remarkable
event that she need put on a preoccupied ex-
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pression over it, and that she had been wasting
her time doing her hair in a fashionable style, as
there was no one here to attract and no need to
be attractive. And in the magazine he saw nothing
but falsity. He thought she had dressed and done
her hair so as to look handsomer, and was reading
in order to seem clever.

“Will it be all right for me to go to bathe
to-day ?"’ she said.

“Why ? There won't be an earthquake whether
you go or not, I suppose. . . .”

“No, I only ask in case the doctor should be
vexed.”

‘“ Well, ask the doctor, then; I'm not a doctor.”

On this occasion what displeased Laevsky most
in Nadyezhda Fyodorovna was her white open
neck and the little curls at the back of her head.
And he remembered that when Anna Karenin got
tired of her husband, what she disliked most of
all was his ears, and thought: *“ How true it is,
how true!”

Feeling weak and as though his head were
perfectly empty, he went into his study, lay down
on his sofa, and covered his face with a hand-
kerchief that he might not be bothered by the
flies. Despondent and oppressive thoughts always
about the same thing trailed slowly across his
brain like a long string of waggons on a gloomy

_autumn evening, and he sank into a state of
drowsy oppression. It seemed to him that he had
wronged Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and her husband,
and that it was through his fault that her husband
had died. It seemed to him that -he had sinned
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against his own life, which he had ruined, against
the world of lofty ideas, of learning, and of work,
and he conceived that wonderful world as real and
possible, not on this sea-front with hungry Turks
and lazy mountaineers sauntering upon it, but
there in the North, where there wecre operas,
theatres, newspapers, and all kinds of intellectual
activity. One could only there—not here—be
honest, intelligent, lofty, and pure. He accused
himself of having no ideal, no guiding principle in
life, though he had a dim understanding now what
it meant. Two years before, when he fell in love
with Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, it seemed to him
that he had only to go with her as his wife to the
Caucasus, and he would be saved from vulgarity
and emptiness; in the same way now, he was
convinced that he had only to part from Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna and to go to Petersburg, and he would
get everything he wanted.

“ Run away,” he muttered to himself, sitting
up and biting his nails. *‘ Run away!”

He pictured in his imagination how he would
go aboard the steamer and then would have some
lunch, would drink some cold beer, would talk
on deck with ladies, then would get into the train
at Sevastopol and set off. Hurrah for freedom !
One station after another would flash by, the air
would keep growing colder and keener, then the
- birches and the fir-trees, then Kursk, Moscow. . . .
In the restaurants cabbage soup, mutton with
kasha, sturgeon, beer, no more Asiaticism, but
Russia, real Russia. The passengers in the train
would talk about trade, new singers, the Franco-

- S : 2
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Russian emfente ; on all sides there would be the
feeling of keen, culturced, intellectual, eager life. . . .
Hasten on, on! At last Nevsky Prospect, and
Great Morskaya Street, and then Kovensky Place,
where he used to live at one time when he was a
student, the dear grcy sky, the drizzling rain,
the drenched cabmen. . .

*Ivan Andreitch " someone called from the
next room. ** Are vou at home ?”’

“I'm here,” Laevsky responded. “ What do
you want ?”’

** Papers.”

Laevsky got up languidly, feeling giddy, walked
into the other room, yawning and shuffling with
his slippers. There, at the open window that
looked into the street, stood one of his young
fellow-clerks, laying out some government docu-
ments on the window-sill.

‘“One minute, my dear fellow,” Lacvsky said
softly, and he went to lvok for the ink; returning
to the window, he signed the papers without
looking at them, and said: * It’s hot !”

“Yes. Are you coming to-day ?”

‘“1 don’t think so. . . . I'm not quite well.
Tell Sheshkovsky that I will come and see him
after dinn-r.”

The clerk went away. Lacvsky lay down on
his sofa again and began thinking:

““And so I must weigh all the circumstances
and reflect on them. Before I go away from here
I ought to pay up my debts. I owe about two
thousand roubles. I have no money. ... Of
course, that’s not important ; I shall pay part now,
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somehow, and I shall send the rest, later, from
Petersburg. The chief point is Nadyezhda Fyo-
dorovna. . . . First of all we must define our
relations. . . . Yes.”

A little later he was considering whether it
would not be better to go to Samoylenko for
advice.

“1 might go,” he thought, " but what use
would there be in it ? 1 shall only say something
inappropriate about boudoirs, about women,
about what is honest or dishunest. What’s the
use of talking about what is honest or dishonest,
if I must make haste to save my life, if I am
suffdcating in this cursed slavery and am killing
myself? . . . One must realize at last that to go
on leading the life 1 do is something so base and
so crucl that everything else seems petty and
trivial beside it. To run away,” he muttered,
sitting down, " to run away.”

The deserted seashore, the insatiable heat, and
the monotony of the smoky lilac mountains, ever
the same and silent, cverlastingly solitary, over-
whelmed him with depression, and, as it were,
made him drowsy and sapped his energy. He was
perhaps very clever, talented, remarkably honest;
perhaps if the sea and the mountains had not
closed him in on all sides, he might have become
an excellent Zemstvo leader, a statesman, an
orator, a political writer, a saint. Who knows ?
If so, was it not stupid to arguc whether it were
honest or dishonest when a gifted and useful man
—an artist or musician, for instance—to escape
from prison, breaks a wall and deceives his jailers ?
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Anything is honest when a-man is in such a
position.

At two o'clock Laevsky and Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna sat down to dinner. When the
cook gave them rice and tomato soup, Laevsky
said:

‘* The same thing cvery day. Why not have
cabbage soup 2"

‘* There are no cabbages.”

‘“It's strange. Samoylenko has cabbage soup
and Marya Konstantinovna has cabbage soup, and
only I am obliged to eat this mawkish mess. We
can’t go on like this, darling.”

As is common with the vast majority of husbands

"and wives, not a single dinner had in earlier days

passed without scenes and fault-finding between
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and Laevsky; but ever
since Laevsky had made up his mind that he did
not love her, he had tried te give way to Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna in everything, spoke to her gently
and politely, smiled, and called her * darling.”

“ This soup tastes like liquorice,” he said,
smiling;" he made an effort to control himself and
seem amiable, but could not refrain from sa.ymg
‘ Nobody looks after the housekeeping. . . . If
you are too ill or busy with reading, let me look
after the cooking.”

In earlier days she would have said to him, ' Do
by all means,” or, “ I see you want to turn me
into a cook "’; but now she only looked at him
timidly and flushed crimson.

“ Well,- how do you feél to-day?” he asked:
kindly.
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“I am all right to-day. There is nothing but
a little weakness.”

“You must take care of yourself, darling. I
am awfully anxious about you.”

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna was ill in some way.
Samoylenko said she had intermittent fever, and
gave her quinine; the other doctor, Ustimovitch,
a tall, lean, unsociable man, who used tu sit at
home in the daytime, and in the evenings walk
slowly up and down on the sea-front coughing,
with his hands folded behind him and a cane
stretched along his back, was of opinion that she
had a female complaint, and prescribed warm
compresses. In old days, when Laevsky loved
her, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna’s illness had excited
his pity and terror; now he saw falsity even in her
illness. Her yellow, sleepy face, her lustreless
eyes, her apathetic expression, and the yawning
that always followed her attacks of fever, and the
fact that during them she lay under a shawl and
looked more like a boy than a woman, and that
it was close and stuffy in her room—all this, in
his opinion, destroyed the illusion and was an
argument against love and marriage.

The next dish given him was spinach with
hard-boiled eggs, while Nadyezhda Fyodorovna,
as an invalid, had jelly and milk. When with a
preoccupied face she touched the jelly with a spoon
and then began languidly eating it, sipping milk,
and he heard her swallowing, he was possessed by
such an overwhelming aversion that it made his
head tingle. He recognized that such a feeling
‘would be an insult even to a dog, but he was.
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angry, not with himself but with Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna, for arousing such a feeling, and he
understood why lovers sometimes murder their
mistresses. He would not murder her, of course,
but if he had been on a jury now, he would have
acquitted the murderer.

‘“ Merci, darling,” he said after dinner, and
kissed Nadyezhda Fyodorovna on the forchead.

Going back into his study, he spent five minutes
in walking to and fro, looking at his boots; then
he sat down on his sofa and muttered:

“Run away, run away! We must definc the
position and run away !”’

He lay down on the sofa and recalled again
that Nadyezhda Fyodorovna’s husband had died,
perhaps, by his fauit.

* To blame a man for loving a woman, or ceasing
to love a woman, is stupid,”” he persuaded himself,
lying down and raising his legs in order to put on
Jhis high boots. ““ Love aud hatred are not under
our control. As for her husband, maybe I was in
an indirect way one of the causes of his death;
but again, is it my fault that I fell in love with
his wife and she with me ?”’

Then he got up, and finding his cap, set off to
the lodgings of his colleague, Sheshkovsky, where
the Government clerks met every day to play vin/
and drink beer.

‘* My indecision reminds me of Hamlet,”” thought
Laevsky on the way. ‘‘ How truly Shakespeare
describes it ! Ah, how truly !”
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[LL.

For the sake of sociability and from sympathy
for the hard plight of newcomers without families,
who, as there was not an hotel in the town, had
nowhere to dine, Dr. Samovlenko kept a sort of
table d’hote. At this time there were only two
men who habitually dined with him: a young
zoologist called Von Koren, who had come for the
summer to the Black Sca to study the embryology
of the medusa, and a deacon called Pobyedov,
who iad only just left the seminary and been
sent to the town to take the duty of the old deacon
who had gone away for a cure. Each of them
paid twelve roubles a month for their dinner and
supper, and Samoylenko made them promise to
turn up at two o’clock punctually.

Von Koren was usually the first to appear. He
sat down in the drawing-room in silence, and
taking an albumn from the table, began attentively
scrutinizing the faded photographs of unknown
neen in full trousers and top-hats, and ladies in
crinolines and caps. Samoylenko only remem-
bered a few of them by name, and of those whom
he had forgotten he said with a sigh: “ A very
fine fellow, remarkably intelligent!” When he
had finished with the album, Von Koren took a
pistol from the whatnot, and screwing up his left
eye, took deliberate aim at the portrait of Prince
Vorontsov, or stood still at the looking-glass and-
gazed a long time at his swarthy face, his big
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forehead, and his black hair, which curled like a
negro’s, and his shirt of dull-coloured cotton with
big flowers on it like a Persian rug, and the broad
leather belt he wore instead of a waistcoat. The
contemplation of his own image seemed to afford
him almost more satisfaction than looking at
photographs or playing with the pistols. He was
very well satisfied with his face, and his becomingly
clipped beard, and the broad shoulders, which
were unmistakable evidence of his excellent health
and physical strength. He was satisfied, too, with
his stylish get-up, from the cravat, which matched
the colour of his shirt, down to his brown boots.

While he was louking at the album and standing
before the glass, at that moment, in the kitchen
and in the passage near, Samoylenko, without his
coat and waistcoat, with his neck bare, excited
and bathed in perspiration, was bustling about
the tables, mixing the salad. or making some sauce,
or preparing meat, cucumbers, and onion for the
cold soup, while he glared fiercely at the orderly
who was helping him, and brandished first a knife
and then-a spoon at him.

‘ Give me the vinegar !’ he said. “‘ That's not
the vinegar—it's the salad oil!” he shouted,
stamping. * Where are you off to, you brute ?"

" To get the butter, Your Excellency,” answered
the flustered orderly in a cracked voice.

“ Make haste; it's in the cupboard! And tell

_Daria to put some fennel in the jar with the

cucumbers ! Fennel ! Cover the cream up, gaping
Jaggard, or the flies will get into it !”’

And the whole house seemed resounding with
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his shouts. When it was ten or fifteen minutes to
two the deacon would come in; he was a lanky
young man of twenty-two, with long hair, with
no beard and a hardly perceptible moustache.
Going into the drawing-room, he crossed himself
before the ikon, smiled, and held out his hand to
Von Koren.

‘* Good-morning,” the zoologist said coldly.
* Where have you been ?” _

“I've been catching sea-gudgeon in the har-
bour.” ’

“Oh, of course. . . . Evidently, deacon, you
will never be busy with work.”

"“Why not ? Work is not like a bear; it doesn’t
run off into the woods,” said the deacon, smiling
and thrusting his hands into the very deep pockets
of his white cassock.

“There’s no one to whip you!” sighed the
zoologist.

Another fifteen or twenty minutes passed and
they were not called to dinner, and they could
still hear the orderly running into the kitchen and
back again, noisily treading with his boots, and
Samoylenko shouting:

‘““Put it on the table! Where are your wits ?
Wash it first.” .

The famished deacon and Von Koren began
tapping on the floor with their heels, expressing
in this way their impatience like the audience at
a theatre. At last the door opened and the
harassed orderly announced that dinner was
ready! In the dining-room they were met by
Samoylenko, crimson in the face, wrathful, per-
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spiring from the heat of the kitchen; he looked at
them furiously, and with an expression of horror,
took the lid ff the soup tureen and helped each of
them to a plateful; and only when he was con-
vinced that they were eating it with relish and
liked it, he gave a sigh of relief and settled himself
in his deep arm-chair. His face looked blissful
and his eyes grew moist. . . . He deliberately
poured himself out a glass of vodka and said:

‘““ To the health of the younger generation.”

After his conversation with Laevsky, from early
morning till dinner Samoylenko had been conscious
of a load at his heart, although he was in the best
of humours; he felt sorry for Laevsky and wanted
to help him. After drinking a glass of vodka
before the soup, he heaved a sigh and said:

‘I saw Vanya Laevsky to-day. He is having
a hard time of it, poor fellow ! The material side
of life is not cncouraging for him, and the worst

of it is all this psychology is too much for him.
I'm sorry for the lad.”

““Well, that is a person I am not sorry for,”
said Von Koren. *‘1f that charming individual
were drowning, I would push him under with
a stick and say, °‘Drown, brother, drown
away.’ A

“That’s untrue. You wouldn't do it.”

“Why do you think that?” The zoologist
shrugged his shoulders. “ I'm just as capable of
a good action as you are.” -

*“ Is drowning a man a good action ?”’ asked the
deacon, and he laughed.

‘“Laevsky ? Yes."”



THE DUEL 27

“1 think there is something amiss with the
soup . . .” said Samoylenko, anxious to change
the conversation.

“ Laevsky is absolutely pernicious and is as
dangerous to societv as the cholera microbe,” Von
Korea went on. “To drown him would be a
service.”

“ It does not do you credit to talk like that
about vour neighbour. Tell us: what do vou
hate him for 2

“Don’t talk nonsense, doctor. To hate and
despise a microbe is stupid, but to look upon
everybody one meets without distinction as one’s
ncighbour, whatever happens—thanks very much,
that is equivalent to giving up criticism, renouncing
a straightforward attitude to people, washing one’s
hands of responsibility, in fact! I consider your
Laevsky a blackguard; I do not conceal it, and I
am perfectly conscientious in treating him as such.
Well, you look upon him as your ncighbour—and
you may kiss him if you like: you look upon him
as your neighbour, and that means that your
attitude to him is the same as to me and to the
deacon; that is no attitude at all.  You are equally
indifferent to all.”

“To call a man.a blackguard!”’ muttered
Samoylenko, frowning with distaste—" that is so
wrong that I can’t find words for it !”’

“ People are judged by their actions,” Von
Koren continued. ** Now you decide, deacon.
... [ am going to talk to you, dcacon. Mr.
Laevsky's career lics open before you, like a long
Chinese puzzle, and you can read it from beginning
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to end. What has he been doing these two years
that he has been living here? We will reckon
his doings on our fingers. First, he has taught
the inhabitants of the town to play vint: two
years ago that game was unknown here; now they
all play it from morning till late at night, even
the women and the boys. Secondly, he has
taught the residents to drink beer, which was not
known here either; the inhabitants are indcbted
to him for the knowledge of various sorts of spirits,
so that now thcy can distinguish Kospelov's
vodka from Smirnov’s No. 21, blindfold. Thirdly,
in former days, people here made love to other
men’s wives in secret, from the same motives as
thievis steal in secret and not openly; adultery
was considered something they were ashamed to
make a public display oi. Laevsky has come as
a pioneer in that line; he lives with another man’s
wife openly. . . . Fourthly . ..”

Von Koren hurriedly ate up his soup and gave
“his plate to the orderly.

“1 understood Laevsky from the first month
of our acquaintance,” he went on, addressing the
deacon. " We arrived here at the same time.
Men like him are very fond of friendship, intimacy,
solidanty, und all the rest of it, because they
always want company for vimt, drinking, and
eating; besides, they are talkative and must have
listeners. We made friends—that is, he turned
up every day, hindered me working, and indulged
in confidences in regard to his mistress. From the
first he struck me by his exceptional falsity,
which simply made me sick. As a friend I pitched



THE DUEL 29

into him, asking him why he drank too much,
why he lived beyond his means and got into debt,
why he did nothing and read nothing, why he had
so little culture and so little knowledge; and in
answer to all my questions he used to smile bitterly,
sigh, and say: ‘I am a failure, a superfluous
man’; or: ‘ What do you expect, my dear fellow,
from us, the débris of the serf-owning class ?* or:
‘ We are degencrate. . . ." Or he would begin a
long rigmarole about Onyegin, Petchorin, Byron's
Cain, and Bazarov, of whom he would say: ‘ They
are our fathers in flesh and in spirit.” So we are
to understand that it was not his fault that Gov-
ernmcuc vnvelopes lay unopened in his office for
weeks together, and that he drank and taught
others to drink, but Onyegin, Petchorin, and
Turgenev, who had invented the failure and the
superfluous man, were responsible for it. The
cause of his extreme dissoluteness and unseemliness
lies, do you see, not in himself, but somewhere
outside in space. And so—an ingenious idea !'—
it is not only he who is dissolute, false, and dis-
gusting, but we . . . ‘we men of the eighties,’
‘we the spiritlcss. nervous offspring of the serf-
owning class ’; * civilization has crippled us’

in fact, we are to understand that such a great
man as Laevsky is great even in his fall: that his
dissoluteness, his lack of culture and of moral
purity, is a phenomenon of natural history, sancti-
fied by inevitability; that the causes of it are
world-wide, elemental; and that we ought to hang
up a lamp before Laevsky, since he is the fated
victim of the age, of influences, of heredity, and
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so on. All the officials and their ladies were in
ecstasies when they listened to him, and I could
not make out for a long time what sort of man I
had to deal with, a cynic or a clever rogue. Such
types as he, on the surface intellectual with a
smattering of education and a great dcal of talk
about their own nobility, are very clever in posing
as exceptionally complex natures.”

“ Hold your tongue!” Samoylenko flared up.
“ I will not allow a splendid fellow to be spoken
ill of in my presence !”

“Don’t interrupt, Alexandr Daviditch,” said
Von Koren coldly; “ I am just finishing. Laevsky
is by no means a complex organism. Here is
his moral skeleton: in the morning, slippers, a
bathe, and coffce; then till dinner-time, slippers,
a constitutional. and conversation; at two o'cluck
slippers, dinner, and wine; at five o’clock a bathe,
tea and wine, then vinf and lving; at ten o'clock
supper and wine; and after midnight sleep and
‘la femme. His cxistence is confined within this
narrow programmuie like an cgg within its shell.
Wheth¢ér he waiks or sits, is angry, writes, rejoices,
it may all be reduced to wine, cards, slippers,
and women.  'Woman plays a fatal, overwhelming
part in his life. He tells us himself that at thir-
teen he was in love; that when he was a student
in his first vear he was living with a lady who had
a good influence over him, and to whom he was
indebted for his musical education. In his second
year he bought a prostitute from a brothel and
raised her to his level—that is, took her as his
kept mistress, and she lived with him for six months



THE DUEL 31

and then ran away back to the brothel-kecper,
and her flight caused him much spiritual suffering.
Alas ! his sufferings were so great that he had to
leave the university and spend two years at home
doing nothing. But this was all for the best.
At home he made friends with a widow who ad-
vised him to lcave the Faculty of Jurisprudence
and go into the Faculty of Arts. And so he did.
When he had taken his degree, he fell passionately
in love with his present . . . what’s her name ?

. married lady, and was obliged to flee with
her here to the Caucasus for the sake of his idcals,
he would have us believe, seeing that . . . to-
morrow, if not to-day, he will be tired of her and
flce back again to Petersburg, and that, too, will
be for the sake of his ideals.”

“How do you know ?” growled Samoylenko,
looking angrily at the zoologist. * You had
better cat your dinner.”

The next course consisted of boiled mullet with
Polish sauce. Samoylenko helped cach of his
companions to a whole mullet and poured out
the sauce with his vwn hand. Two minutes passed
in silence.

“Woman plays an cssential part in the life
of every man,” said the deacon. “ You can't
help that.” :

“Yes, but to what degree? Tor each of us
woman means mother, sister, wifc, friend. To
Laevsky she is everything, and at the same time
nothing but a mistress. She—that is, cohabitation
with her—is the happiness and object of his lifc;
he is gay, sad, bored, disenchanted—on account
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of woman; his life grows disagreeable—woman
is to blame; the dawn of a new life begins to glow,
ideals turn up—and again look for the woman.
. . . He only derives enjoyment from: books and
pictures in which there is woman. Our age is,
to his thinking, poor and inferior to the forties
and the sixties only because we do not know how
to abandon ourselves obliviously to the passion
and ecstasy of love. These voluptuarics must
have in their brains a special growth of the nature
of sarcoma, which stifles the brain and directs
their whole psychology. Watch Laevsky when
he is sitting anywhere in company. You notice:
when one raises any general question in his pres-
ence, for instance, about the cell or instinct, he
sits apart, and neither speaks nor listens; he looks
languid and disillusioned ; nothing has any intcrest
for him, everything is vulgar and trivial. But
as soon as you speak of male and female—for
instance, of the fact that the female spider, after
fertilization, devours the male—his eyes glow
with curiosity. his face brightens, and the man
revives, in fact. All his thoughts, however noble,
lofty, or neutral they may be, they all have one
point oi resemblance. You walk along the street
with him and meet a donkey, for instance. . . .
‘Tell me, please,’ he asks, ‘ what would happen
if you mated a donkey with a camel ?’ And his
dréeams ! Has he told you of his dreams ? It is
magnificent ! First, he dreams that he is married
to the moon, then that he is summoned before
the police and ordered to live with a guitar . . .”

The deacon burst into resounding laughter;
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Samoylenko frowned and wrinkled up his face
angrily so as not to laugh, but could not restrain
himself, and laughed.

“ And it’s all nonsense!” he said, wiping his
tears. ‘‘ Yes, by Jove, it’s nonsense !”

Iv.

The deacon was very casily amused, and laughed
at every trifle till he got a stitch in his side, till he
was helpless. It seemed as though he only liked to
be in people’s company because therc was a ridicu-
lous side to them, and because they might be given
ridiculous nicknames. He had nicknamed Samoy-
lenko ‘‘ the tarantula,” his orderly “ the drake,”
and was in ecstasies when on one occasion Von
Koren spoke of Lacvsky and Nadyezhda Fyo-
dorovna as ‘‘ Japancse monkeys.” He watched
people’s faces greedily, listened without blinking,
and it could be seen that his cyes filled with laughter
and his face was tense with expectation of the
moment when he could let himself go and burst
into laughter.

“He is a corrupt and depraved type,” the
zoologist continued, while the deacon kept his
eyes riveted on his face, expecting he would say
something funny. ‘It is not often one can meet
with such a nonentity. In body he is inert, feeble,
prematurely old, while in intcllect he differs in
no respect from a fat shopkeeper’s wife who does
nothing bur eat, drink, and sleep on a feather-bed,
and who keeps her coachman as a lover.”

nt 3
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The deacon began guffawing again.

* Don’t laugh, deacon,” said Von Koren. ‘It
grows stupid, at last. I should not have paid
attention to his insignificance,” he went on, after
waiting till the deacon had left off laughing; ‘1
should have passed him by if he were not so noxious
and dangerous. Iis noxiousness lies first of all
in the fact that hc has great success with women,
and so threatens to leave descendants—-that is,
to present the world with a dozen Laevskys as fecble
and as depraved as himself. Seccondly, he is in
the highest degree contaminating. I have spoken
to you already of winf and beer. In anothei year
or two he will dominate the whole Caucasian
coast. You know how the mass, especially its
middle stratuni, believe in intcllectuality, in a
university education, in gentlemanly manners,
and in literarv language. \Vhatcver filthy thing
he did, they would all believe that it was as it

,should be, since he is an intcllectual man, of
libcral ideas and university education. What
is more, he is a failure, a superfluous man, a
neurasthenic, a victim of the age, and that means
he can do anything. He is a charming fellow,
a regular good sort, he is so genuinely indulgent
to human weaknesses; he is compliant,- accom-
modating, easy, and not proud; onc can drink with
him and gossip and talk evil of pcople. . . . The
masses, always inclined to anthropomorphism in
religion and morals, like best of all the little gods
who have the same weaknesses as themselves.
Only think what a wide field he has for contamina-
tion! Besides, heisnot a bad actor and is a clever
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hypocrite, and knows very well how to twist
things round. Only take his little shifts and
dodges, his attitude to civilization, for instance.
He bhas scarcely sniffed at civilization, yet: * Ah,
how we have been crippled by civilization! Ah,
how I envy those savages, those children of nature,
who know nothing of civilization!” We are to
understand, yon see, that at one time, in ancient
days, he has been devoted to civilization with his
whole soul, has served it, has sounded it to its
depths, but it has exhausted him, disillusioned
him, deccived him; he is a FFaust, do you see 2—a
sccond Tolstoy. . . . As for Schopenhauer and
Spencer, he treats them like small boys and slaps
them on the shoulder in a fatherly way: * Well,
what do you sav. old Spencer ?”  He has not read
Spencer, of course, but how charming he is when
with light, carcless irony lie says of his lady
friend: ‘ She has rcad Spencer” And they all
listen to him, and no one cares to understand that
this charlatan has not the right to kiss the sole
of Spencer’s foot, let alone speaking about him in
that tone ! Sapping the foundations of civilization,
of authority, of other people’s altars, spattering
them with filth, winking jocosely at them only
to justify and conceal one’s own rottcnness and
moral poverty is only possible for a very vain,
base, and nasty creature.”

“1 don't know what it is you expect of him,
Kolya,” said Samoylenko, looking at the zoologist,
not with anger now, but with a guilty air. ‘“ He
is a man the same as everyone else. Of course,
he has his weaknesses, but he is abreast of modern
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ideas, is in the service, is of use to his country.
Ten years ago therc was an old fellow serving as
agent here, a man of the greatest intelligence . . .
and he used tosay . . .”

' Nonsense, nonsense!”’ the zoologist interrupted.
“ You say he is in the service; but how does he
serve ? Do you mean to tell me that things have
been done better because he is here, and the
officials are more punctual, honest, and civil ?
On the contrary, he has only sanctioned their
slackness by his prestige as an intcllectual univer-
sity man. e is only punctual on the 2o0th of the
month, when he gets his salary; on the other days
he lounges about at home in slippers and tries
to look as if he were doing the Government a
great service by "living in the Caucasus. No,
Alexandr Daviditch, don't stick up for him. You
are insincere from beginning to end. If you really
loved him and considercd him your neighbour, you
would above all not be indifferent to his weaknesses,
you would not be 1ndulgent to them, but for his own
sake would trv to make him innocuous.™

“ That is ?”

“ Innocuous. Since he is incorrigible, he can only
be made innocuous in one way. . . .”” Von Koren
passed his finger round his throat. ‘* Or he might
be drowned . . .,” he added. ‘In the interests
of humanity and in their own interests, such people
ought to be destroyed. They certainly ought.”

« What are you saying ?”’ muttered Samoylenko, -
getting up and looking with amazement at the
zoologist’s calm, cold face. * Deacon, what is he
saying? Why—are you in your senses ?”
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“I don’t insist on the death penalty,” said
Von Koren. “* If it is proved that it is pernicious
devise, sumething else. If we can’t destroy
Laevsky, why then, isolate him, make him harmless,
send him to hard labour.”

““What are you saying!” said Samoylenko in
horror. ** With pepper, with pepper,” he cried in
a voice of despair, secing that the deacon was
cating stufled aubergines without pepper. * You
with your great intellect, what are you saying |
Send our friend, a proud intellectual man, to
penal servitude !’

“ Well, if he is proud and tries to resist, put him
in fett\la 5.’

Samoylenko could not utter a word, and only
twiddled his fingers; the decacon looked at
his flabbergasted and rcally absurd face, and
laughed.

‘“Let us leave off talking of that,” said the
zoologist. ** Only remember one thing, Alexandr
Daviditch: primitive man was preserved from
such as Laevsky by the struggle for existence and
by natural sclection; now our civilization has
considerably weakened the struggle and the
selection, and we ought to look after the destruc-
tion of the rotten and worthless for ourselves;
otherwise, when the Lacvskys multiply, civilization
will perish and mankind will degenerate utterly.
It will be our fault.” )

* If it depends on drowning and hanging,” said
Samoylenko, ' damnation take your civilization,
damnation take your humanity ! Damnation take
it! I tcll you what: you are a very learned and
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intelligent man and the pride of your country,
"but the Germans have ruined you. Yes, the
Germans! The Germans!”

Since Samoylenko had left Dorpat, where he
had studied medicine, he had rarely scen a German
and had not read a single German book, but, in
his opinion, every harmiful idea in politics or science
was due to the Germans. Where he had got this
notion he could not have said himself, but he held
it firmly.

“Yes, the Germans !” he repeated once more.
“ Come and have some tea.”

All three stood up, and putting on their hats,

went out into the little garden, and sat there
under the shade of the light green maples, the
pear-trecs, and a chestnut-tree. The zoologist
and the deacon sat on a bench by the table, while
Samoylenko sank into a deep wicker chair with
a sloping back. The orderly handed them tea,
jam, and a bottle of sviup.
" It was very hot, thirty degrees Réaumur in the
shade. The sultry air was stagnant and motion-
less, and a long spider-web, stretching from the
chestnut-tree to the ground, hung limply and did
not stir.

The deacon took up the guitar, which was
constantly lying on the ground near the table,
tuned it, and began singing softly in a thin voice:

*¢* Githered round the tavern were the seminary lads,’ *’

but instantly subsided, overcome by the heat,
mopped his brow and glanced upwards at the
blazing, blue sky. Samoylenko grew drowsy; the
sultry heat, the stillness and the delicious after-
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dinner languor, which quickly pervaded all his
limbs, made him feel heavy and sleepy; his arms
dropped at his sides, his eyes grew small, his head
sank on his breast. He looked with almost tearful
tenderness at Von Koren and the deacon, and
muttered:

“The younger generation. . .. A scientific
star and a luminary of the Churii. ... I
shouldn’t wonder if the long-skirted alleluia will
be shooting up into a bishop; I dare say 1 may
come to kissing his hand. . . . Well . . . please
God. . . .”

Soon a snore was heard. Von Koren and the
deacon finished their tea and went out into the
strect.

“ Are you going to the harbour again to catch
sea-gudgeon ?”’ asked the zoologist.

** No, it’s too hot.”

* Come and sce me. You can pack up a parcel
and copy somcthing for me. By the way, we
must have a talk about what you are to do. You
must work, deacon. You can’t go on like this.”

“ Your words are just and logical,” said the
deacon. ‘' But my laziness finds an excuse in
the circumstances of my present life.  You know
yourself that an uncertain position has a great
tendency to make people apathetic. God only
knows whether I have been sent here for a°time
or pecrmanently. I am living here in uncertainty,
while my wife is vegetating at her father’s and
is missing me. And I must confess my brain is
melting with the heat.”

* That’s all nonsense,” said the zoologist. * You
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can get used to the heat, and you can get used to
being without the decaconess. You mustn't be
slack; you must pull yourself together.”

V.

Nadyezhda- Fyodorovna went to bathe in the
morning, and her cook, Olga, followed her with
a jug, a copper basin, towels, and a sponge. In
the bay stood two unknown steamers with dirty
white funnels, obviously foreign cargo vesscls.
Some men dressed in white and wearing white
shoes were walking along the harbour, shouting
loudly in French, and were answered from the
steamers. The bells were ringing briskly in the
little church of the town.

“ To-day is Sunday !” Nadyezhda Fyodorovna
remembered with pleasure.

. She felt perfectly weil, and was in a gay holiday
humour. In a ncw loose-fitting dress of ccarse
thick tussore silk, and a big wide-brimmed straw
hat which was bent down over her ears, so that
her face looked out as though from a basket, she
fancied shc looked very charming. She thought
that in the whole town there was only one young,
preity, intellectual woman, and that was herself,
and that she was the only one who knew how to
dress herself cheaply, elegantly, and with taste.
That dress, for example, cost only twenty-two
roubles, and yet how charming it was! In the
whole town she was the only one who could be
attractive, while there were numbers of men, so
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they must all, whether they would or not, be
envious of Laevsky.

She was glad that of late Laevsky had been
cold to her, reserved and polite, and at times
even harsh and rude; in the past she had met all
his outbursts, all his contemptuous, cold or strange
incomprehensible glances, with tears, reproaches,
and threats to leave him or tostarve herself to
death; now she only blushed, looked guiltily at him,
and was glad he was not affectionate to her. If he
had abused her. or threatened her, it would have
been better and pleasanter, since she felt hopelessly
guilty towards him. She felt she was to blame, in
the first place, for not sympathizing with the dreams
of a life of hard work, for the sake of which he
had given up Petersburg and had come here to the
Caucasus, and she was convinced that he had
been angry with her of late for preciscly that.
When she was travelling to the Caucasus, it seemed
that she would find here on the first day a cosy
nook by the sea, a snug little garden with shade,
with birds, with little brooks, where she could grow
flowers and vegetables, rear ducks and hens,
entertain her neighbours, doctor poor peasants
and distribute little books amongst them. It
had turncd out that the Caucasus was nothing but
bare mountains, forests, and huge valleys, where
it took a long time and a great deal of effort to
find anything and settle down; that there were no
neighbours of any sort; that it was very hot and
one might be robbed. Laevsky had been in no
hurry to obtain a piece of land; she was glad of it,
and they seemed to be in a tacit compact never
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to allude to a life of hard work. He was silent
about it, she thought, because he was angry with
her for being silent about it.

In the second place, she had without his know-
ledge during those two years bought various
trifles to the value of three hundred roubles at
Atchmianov’s shop. She had bought the things by
degrees, at one time materials, at another time silk
or a parasol, and the debt had grown imperceptibly.

* T will tell him about it to-day . . .,”" she used
to decide, but at once reflected that in Lacvsky's
present mood it would hardly be convenient to
talk to him of debts.

Thirdly, she had on two occasions in Lacvsky's
absence received a visit from Kirilin, the police
captain: once in the morning when Laevsky had
gone to bathe, and another time at midnight
when he was playing cards. Remembering this,
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna flushed crimson, and

.looked round at the cook as though she might
overhcar her thoughts. The long, insufferably hot,
wearisome days, beautiful languorous evenings and
stifling nights, and the whole manner of living,
when from morning to night one is at a loss to fill
up the useless hours, and the persistent thought
that she was the prettiest young woman in the
town, and that her youth was passing and being
wasted, and Lacvsky himself, though honest
and idealistic, always the same, always lounging
about in his slippers, biting his nails, and wearying
her with his caprices, led by degrees to her becom-
ing possessed by desire, and as though she were
mad, she thought of nothing elsc day and night.
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Breathing, looking, walking, she felt nothing but
desire.  The sound of the sca told her she must
love; the darkness of evening—the samc; the
mountains—the same. . . . And when Kirilin
began paying her attentions, she had neither the
power nor the wish to resist, and surrendered
to him. . . .

Now the forcign steamers and the me: i white
reminded her for some reason of a huge hall; to-
gether with the shouts of French she heard the
strains of a waltz, and her bosom heaved with
unaccountable delight.  She longed to dance and
talk French.

She reflected joyfully that there was nothing
terrible about her infidelity. Tler soul had no
part in her infidelity; she still loved Laevsky,
and that was proved by the fact that she was
jealous of him, was sorry for him, and missed himn
when he was away.  Kirilin had turned out to be
very mediocre, rather coarse though handsome;
evervthing was broken off with him already and
there would never be anything more.  What had
happened was over; it had nothing to do with
anyvone, and if Laevsky found it out he would not
b.lieve in it.

There was only one.bathing-house for ladies
on the sea-front; men bathed under the open
sky. Going into the bathing-house, Nadyczhda
Fyodorovna found therc an elderly lady, Marya
Konstantinovna Bityugov, and her daughter Katya,
a schoolgirl of fifteen; both of them were sitting
on a bench undressing. Marya Konstantinovna
was a good-natured, enthusiastic, and genteel



44 THE TALES OF TCHEHOV

person, who talked in a drawling and pathetic
voice. She had been a governess until she was
thirty-two, and then had married Bityugov, a
Government official—a bald little man with his
hair combed on to his temples and with a very
meek disposition. She was still in love with him,
was jealous, blushed at the word '* love,” and told
everyone she was very happy.

‘ My dear,” she cried enthusiastically, on seeing
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, assuming an expression
which all her acquaintances called *“ almond-oily.”
** My dear, how delightful that you have come!
We'll bathe together—that’s enchanting !”

Olga quickly flung off her dress and chemise, and
began undressing her mistress.

“ It’s not quite so hot to-day as yesterday ?* said
Nadyczhda Fyodorovna, shrinking at the coarse
touch of the naked cook. * Yesterday 1 almost
diced of the heat.”

* Oh yes, my dear: 1 could hardly breathe my-
self. Would you belicve it ? I bathed yesterday
three times ! Just imagine, my dcar, three times !
Nikodim Alexandritch was quite uneasy.”

“Isit possible to be so ugly ?”’ thought Nadyezhda
Fyodorcvna, looking at Olga and the official’s wife;
she glanced at Katya and thought: * The little
girl’s not badly made.”

“Your Nikodim Alexandritch is very charm-
ing!” she said. “I'm simply in love with
him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” cried Marya Konstantinovna,
with a forced laugh; “ that’s quite enchanting.”

Free from her clothes, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna
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felt a desire to fly. And it seemed to her that
if she were to wave her hands she would fly up-
wards. When she was undressed, she noticed
that Olga looked scornfully at her white body.
Olga, a young soldier’s wife, was living with her
lawful husband, and so considered herself superior
to her mistress. Marya Konstantinovna and
Katya were afraid of her, and did not respect her.
This was disagreeable, and to raise herself in
their opinion, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna said:

‘“ At home, in Petersburg, summer villa life is
at its height now. My husband and I have so many
friends ! We ought to go and sce them.”

“I beiicve your husband is an engineer ?” said
Marya Konstantinovna timidly.

“ I am speaking of Laevsky. He has a great
many acquaintances. But unfortunately his
mother is a proud aristocrat, not very intelli-
gent. . . ."

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna threw herself into the
water without finishing; Marya Konstantinovna
and Katya made their way in after her.

“ Therc arc so many conventional ideas in the
world,” Nadyezhda Fyodorovna went on, * and
life is not so easy as it seems.”

Marya Konstantinovna, who had been a gover-
ness in aristocratic familics and who was an
authority on social matters, said:

* Oh yes ! Would you believe me, my dear, at the
Garatynskys’ I was expected to dress for lunch
as well as for dinner, so that, like an actress, I
received a special allowance for my wardrobe in
addition to my salary.”
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She stood between Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and
Katya as though to screen her daughter from the
water that washed the former.

Through the open doors looking out to the sea
they could sce someonce swimming a hundred paces
from their bathing-place.

‘ Mother, it’s our Kostya,” said Katya.

** Ach, ach!” Marya Konstantinovna cackled
in her dismay. *‘ Ach, Kostya!” she shouted,
“ Come back ! Kostya, come back !”

Kostya. a boy of fourteen, to show off his
prowess before his mother and sister, dived and
swam farther, but began to be exhausted and
hurried back, and from his strained and serious
face it could be seen that he could not trust his
own strength.

“The trouble one has with thesc boys, my
dear!” said Marya Konsiantinovna, growing
calmer. ‘““ Belore you can turn round, he will
break his neck. Ah, my dear, how sweet it is,
“and vet at the some time how difficult, to be a
mother ! One’s afraid of everything.”

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna put on her straw hat
and dashed out into the open sca. She swam
some thirty feet and then turned on her back
She could s¢ the sca to the horizon, the steamers,
the people on the sca-front, the town; and all this,
together with the sultry heat and the soft, trans-
parent waves, excited her and whispered that she
must live, live. . . . A sailing-boat darted by
her rapidly and vigorously, cleaving the waves and
the air; the man sitting at the helm looked at her,
and she liked being looked at. . . .
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After bathing, the ladies dressed and went
away together.

“1T have fever every alternate day, and yet I
don’t get thin,” said Nadyezhda Fyodorovna,
licking her lips, which were salt from the bathe,
and responding with a smile to the bows of her
acquaintances. ‘' 1've always been plump, and
now I believe I’m plumper than ever.”

“ That, my dear, is constitutional. 1f, like me,
onc has no constitutional tendency to stoutncss,
no diet is of any usc. . . . But you've weited
your hat, my dear.”

" It doesn’t matter; it will dry.”

Nadyczhda Fyodorovna saw again the men in
white who were walking on the sea-front and
talking French; and again she felt a sudden thrill
of jov, and had a vague memory of some big hall
in which she had once danced, or of which, per-
haps, she had once dreamed. And something at
the Dbottom of her soul dimly and obscurely
whispered to her that she was a petty, common,
miscrable, worthless woman. .

Marya Konstantinovna stopped at her gate
and asked her to come in and sit down for a little
while.

*“Come in, my dear,”” she said in an imploring
voice,and at the same timeshe looked at Nadyczhda
Fyodorovna with anxiety and hope; perhaps she
would refuse and not come in !

" With pleasure,”’ said Nadyezhda Fyodorovna,
accepting. “ You know how 1 love being with
you !”

And she went into the house. Marya Kon-
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stantinovna sat her down and gave her coffee,
regaled her with milk rolls, then showed her
photographs of her former pupils, the Garatynskys,
who were by now married. She showed her, too,
the examination reports of Kostya and Katya.
The reports were very good, but to make them
scem even better, she complained, with a sigh,
how difficult the lessons at school were now. . .
She made much of her visitor, and was sorry for
her, though at the same time she was harassed
by the thought that Nadyezhda Fyodorovna
might have a corrupting influence on the morals
of Kostya and Katya, and was glad that her
Nikodim Alexandritch was not at home. Seeing
that in her opinion all men are fond of ‘' women
like that,” Nadyezhda Fyodorovna might have
a bad effect on Nikodim Alexandritch too.

As she talked to her visitor, Marya Konstan-
tinovna kept remembering that they were to have
a picnic that evening, and that Von Koren had
particularly begged her to say nothing about it
to the * Japanese monkeys “—that is, Laevsky
and Nadyezhda Fyodorovna; but she dropped a
word about it unawares, crimsoned, and said in
confusion:

““ T hope you will come too !"

VL

It was agreed to drive about five miles out of
town on the road to the south, to stop near a
duhan at the junction of two streams—the Black
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River and the Yellow River—and to cook fish
soup. They started out soon after five. Fore-
most of the party in a char-3-banc drove Samoy-
lenko and Laevsky; they were followed by Marya
Konstantinovna, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, Katya
and Kostya, in a coach with three horses, carrying
with them the crockery and a basket with pro-
visions. In the nmext carriage came the police
captain, Kirilin, and the young Atchmianov, the
son of the shopkeeper to whom Nadyezhda Fyodor-
ovna owed three hundred roubles; opposite them,
huddled up on the little seat with his feet tucked
under him, sat Nikodim Alexandritch, a ncat
little miwia with hair combed on to his temples.
Last of all came Von Koren and the deacon; at
the deacon’s feet stood a basket of fish.

* R-r-right !"” Samoylenko shouted at the top
of his voice when he met a cart or a mountaincer
riding on a donkey.

“In two years’ time, when I shall have the
means and the people ready, I shall set off on an
expedition,” Von Koren was telling the deacon.
“1 shall go Ly the sca-coast from Vladivostok
to the Behring Straits, and then from the Straits
to the mouth of the Yenisei. We shall make the
map, study the fauna and the flora, and make
detailed geological, anthropological, and ethno-
graphical researches. It depends upon you to go
with me or not.”

“ it’s impussible,” said the deacon.

Why ?”
“I'm a man with tics and a family.”
" Your wife will let you go; we will provide
b3 . 4
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for her. Better still if you were to persuade her
for the public benefit to go into a nunnery; that
would make it possible for you to become a monk,
too, and join the expedition as a priest. I can
arrange it for you.”

The deacon was silent.

* Do you know your theology well #”* asked the
zoclogist.

** No, rather badly.”

“Hm! ... can't give you any advice on
that score, because 1 don't know much about
theology myself. You give me a list of hooks
vou need, and I will send them to you from
Petersburg in the winter. It will be necessary for
you to rcad the notes of religious travellers, too;
among them are some good cthnologists and
Oriental scholars. When you are familiar with
their methods, it will be casier for you to sct to
work. And you ncedn’t waste your time till you
get the books; come to me, and we will study the
compass and go through a course of meteoralogy.
All that's indispensable.”

“To be sure . . ."" muttered the deacon, and
he laughed. * I was trying to get a place in
Centrai Russia, and my uncle, the head priest,
ptomised o help me. If I go with you 1 shall
have troubled them for nothing.”

“1 don’t understand your hesitation. 1f vou
go on being an ordinary deacon, who is only
obliged to hold a service on holidays, and on the
other days can rest from work, you will be exactly
the same as you are now in ten years’ time, and
will have gained nothing but a beard and mous-
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tache; while on returning from this expedition
in ten years' time vou will be a different man,
you will be enriched by the conscwusncss that
something has been done by you.’

I'rom the ladies’ carriage came shrieks of terror
and delight. The carriages were driving along a
road hollowed in a literally overhanging precipitous
cliff, and it scemed to everyone that they were
galloping along a shelf on a steep wali, and that
in a moment the carriages would drop into the
abyss. On the right stretched the sca; on the
left was a rough brown wall with black blotches
and red veins and with climbing roots; while on
the svmmit stood shaggy fir-trecs bent over, as
though looking down in terror and curiosity.
A minute later there were shricks and laughter
again: they had to drive under a huge overhanging
rock.

“1 don’t know why the devil I'm coming with
you,” said Laevsky. ‘ How stupid and vulgar
itis! I want to go to the North, to run away,
to «scape; but here I am, for some reason, going
to this stupid picnic.”

" But look, what a view !” said Samoylenko as
the horses turned to the left, and the valley of
the Yellow River came into sight and the stream
itself gleamed in the¢ sunlight, yellow, turbid,
frantic.

“I sec nothing tine in that, Sasha,” answered
Lacvsky. ““To be in continual ecstasics over
naturc shows poverty of imagination. In com-
parison with what my imagination can give me, all
these streams and rocks are trash, and nothing else,”
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The carriages now were by the bank of the
stream. The high mountain banks gradually grew
closer, the valley shrank together and ended in a
gorge; the rocky mountain round which they were
driving had been piled together by nature out of
huge rocks, pressing upon each other with such
terrible weight, that Samoylenko could not help
gasping cvery time he looked at them. The dark
and beautiful mountain was cleft in places by
narrow fissures and gorges from which came a
breath of dewy moisture and mystery; through
the gorges could be seen other mountains, brown,
pink, lilac, smoky, or bathed in vivid sunlight.
From time to time as they passed a gorge they
caught the sound of water falling from the heights
and splashing on the stones.

" Ach, the dumned mountains !" sighed Laevsky.
‘ How sick I am of them !"

At the place where the Black River falls into
the Yellow. and the water black as ink stains the
yellow and struggles with it, stood the Tatar
Kerbalay's duhan, with the Russian flag on the
‘roof and with an inscription written in chalk:
“The Pleasant Duhan.” Near it was a little
garder, enclosed in a hurdle fence, with tables
and chairs set out in it, and in the midst of a
thicket of wretched thorn-bushes stood a single
solitary cypress, dark and beautiful.

Kerbalay, a nimble little Tatar in a blue shirt
and a white apron, was standing in the road, .
and, holding his stomach, he bowed low to welcome
the carriages, and smiled, showing his glistening.
white teeth.
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' Good-evening, Kerbalay,” shouted Samoy-
lenko. ‘' We are driving on a little further, and
you take along the samovar and chairs! Look
sharp !”

Kerbalay nodded his shaven head and muttered
something, and only those sitting in the last
carriage could hear: ‘‘ We've got trout, your
Excellency.”

‘‘ Bring them, bring them !” said Von Koren.

Five hundred paces from the duhan the carriages
stopped. Samovlenko sclected a small meadow
round which there were scattered stones con-
venient for sitting on, and a fallen tree blown
down by the storm with roots overgrown by moss
and dry yellow necdles. Here there was a fragile
wooden bridge over the stream, and just opposite
on the other bank there was a little barn for
drying maize, standing on four low piles, and
louking like the but on hen'’s legs in the fairy tale;
a little ladder sloped from its door.

The first impression in all was a feeling that
they would never get out of that place again.
On all sides, wherever they looked, the mountains
rose up and towered above them, and the shadows
of evening were stealing rapidly, rapidly from the
duhan and dark cypress, making the narrow
winding valley of the Black River narrower and
the mountains higher. They could hear the river
murmuring and the unceasing chirrup of the
grasshoppers.

“ Enchanting !” said Marya Konstantinovna,

heaving deep sighs of ecstasy. ‘‘ Children, look
how fine! What peace!”
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“Yes, it really is fine,” assented Lacvsky, who
liked the view, and for some reason felt sad as he
looked at the sky and then at the blue smoke
rising from the chimney of the duhan. ““ Yos, it
is fine,”” he repeated.

*“ Ivan Andreitch, describe this view,” Marva
Konstantinovna said tearfully.

" Why ?” ‘asked Lacvsky. * The impression is
better than any description.  The wealth of sights
and sounds which cveryone receives from nature
by dircct impression is ranted about by authers
in a hideous and unrecognizable way.”

“ Really ?”” Von Koren asked coldly, choosing
the biggest stone by the side of the water, and
trying to clamber up and sit upon it. “* Really ?”
he repeated, lookinig directly at Laevsky. * What
of ‘Romeo and Juliet '? Or, for instance,
Pushkin's * Night in the Ukraine ’?  Nature ought
to come and bow down at their feet.”

“ Perhaps,” said Lacvsky, who was too lazy
to think and opposc him. “ Though what is
‘Romeo and Juliet ' after all?” he added after
a short pause. ‘“ The beauty of poetry and
holiness of love are simply the roses under which
they try to hide its rottenness. Romeo is just
the same sort of animal as all the rest of us.”

‘ Whatcver one talks to you about, you always
bring it round to...” Von Koren glanced
round at Katya and broke off.

“ What do I bring it round to ?”’ asked Laevsky.

“ One tells you, for instance, how beautiful a
bunch of grapes is, and you answer: ‘ Yes, but how
ugly it is when it is chewed and digested in one’s
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stomach!” Why say that? It's not new, and
. altogether it is a queer habit.”

Laevsky knew that Von Koren did not like him,
and so was alraid of him, and felt in his presence
as though evervone were constrained and somcone
were standing behind his back. He made no
answer and walked awayv, fecling sorry he had
come.

* Gentlemen, quick march for brushwood for
the fire ! commanded Samoylenko.

They all wandered off in different directions,
awrd no one was left but Kirilin, Atchmianov, and
Nikodim Alexandritch.  Kerbalay brought clairs,
spread a rug on the ground, and sct a few bottles
of wine.

The police captain, Kirilin, a tall, good-lovking
man, who in all weathers wore his great-coat over
his tunic, with his haughty deportment, stately
carriage, and thick, rather hoarse voice, looked
like a young provincial chief of police; his ex-
pression was mournful and sleepy, as though he
had just been waked against his will.

‘“ What have you brought this for, you brute ?”
he asked Kerbalay, deliberately articulating cach
word. ‘T ordered you to give us kvarel, and what
have you brought, you ugly Tatar? Eh? What?”

“We have plenty of wine of our own, Ycgor
Alekseitch,”” Nikodim Alexandritch observed,
timidly and politely.

““What ? But I want us to have my wine, too;
['m taking part in the picnic and I imagine I have
full right to contribute my share. [ im-ma-gine
so ! Bring ten bottles of kvarel.”
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“ Why so many ?” asked Nikodim Alexandritch,
in wonder, knowing Kirilin had no money.

“ Twenty bottles! Thirty!"” shouted Kirilin.

* Never mind, let him,” Atchmianov whispered
to Nikodim Alexandritch; “ I'll pay.”

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna was in a light-hearted,
mischievous mood; she wanted to skip and jump,
to langh, to shout, to tease, to flirt. In her cheap
cotton dress with blue pansies on it, in her red
shoes and the same straw hat, she secemed to her-
self little, simple, light, ethereal as a butterfly.
She ran over the rickety bridge and looked for
a minute into the water, in order to feel giddy;
then, shrieking and laughing, ran to the other
side to the drying-shed, and she fancied that
all the men were -admiring her, even Kerbalay.
When in the rapidly falling darkness the trees
began to melt into the mountains and the horses
into the carriages, and a light gleamed in the
windows of the dwhan, she climbed up the mountain
by the little path which zigzagged between siones
and thorn-bushes and sat on a stone. Down
below, the camp-fire was burning. Near the fire,
with his sleeves tucked up, the deacon was moving
to and fro, and his long black shadow kept de-
scribing a vircle round it; he put on wood, and
with a spoon tied to a long stick he stirred the
cauldron. Samoylenko, with a copper-red face,
was fussing round the fire just as though he were
in his own kitchen, shouting furiously:

“ Where's the salt, gentlemen? I bet you've
forgotten it. Why are you all sitting about like
lords while I do all the work ?"”
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Laevsky and Nikodim Alexandritch were sitting
side by side on the fallen tree looking pensively
at the fire. Marva Konstantinovna, Katya, and
Kostya were taking the cups, saucers, and plates
out of the baskets. Von Koren, with his arms
folded and one foot on a stone, was standing on
a bank at the verv edge of the water, thinking
about something. Patches of red light from the
fire moved together with the shadows over the
ground ncar the dark human figures, and quivered
on the mountain, on the trees, on the bridge, on
the drying-shed; on the other side the steep,
scouped-out bank was all lighted up and glinimer-
ing 1n the stream, and the rushing turbid water
broke its reflection into little bits.

The deacon went for the fish which Kerbalay
was clcaning and washing on the bank, but he
stood still half-way and looked about him.

* My God, how niceitis!” he thought. * People,
rocks, the fire, the twilight, a monstrous tree—
nothing more, and yet how fine it is !’

On the further bank some unknown persons
made their appearance near the drying-shed.
The flickering light and the smoke from the camp-
fire puffing in that direction made it impossible to
get a full view of them all at once, but glimpses
were caught now of a shaggy hat and a grey beard,
now of a bluc shirt, now of a figure, ragged from
shoulder to knee, with a dagger across the body;
then a swarthy young face with black eyebrows,
as thick and bold as though they had been drawn
in charcoal. Five of them sat in a circle on the
ground, and the other five went into the drying-
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shed. One was standing at the door with his back
to the fire, and with his hands behind his back
was telling something, which must have been very
interesting, for when Samoylenko threw on twigs
and the fire flared up, and scattered sparks and
threw a glaring light on the shed, two calm coun-
tenances with an expression on them of deep
attention could be scen, looking out of the door,
while those who were sitting in a circle turned
round and began listening to the speaker. Soon
after, those sitting in a circle began soltly singing
something slow and melodious, that sounded like
Lenten Church mwsic. . . . Listening to them,
the deacon imagined how it would be with him
in ten years’ time, when he would come back from
the expedition: he would be a voung priest and
monk, an author with a name and a splendid past;
he would be consecrated an archimandrite, thena
bishop; and he would serve mass in the cathedral ; in
a golden mitre he wontid come out into the body
“of the church with the ikon on his breast, and
blessini the mass of the people with the triple
and the double candelabra, would proclaim:
“ Look down from Heaven, O God, behold and
visit this vineyard which Thy Hand has planted,”
and the cl ﬂdren with their angel voices would
smg in response: ** Holy God.
““ Deacon, where is that fish ? P he heard Samoy-
lenko’s voice.

As he went back to the fire, the deacon imagined
the Church procession going along a dusty road
on a hot July day; in front the peasants carrying
the banners and the women and children the ikons,
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then the boy choristers and the sacristan with his
face tied up and a straw in his hair, then in due
order himself, the deacon, and behind him the
priest wearnng his calofte and carrying a cross,
and behind then, tramping in the dust, a crowd
of peasants --men, women, and children; in the
crowd his wife and the pricst’s wife with kerchiefs
on their heads. The choristers sing. the habies
cry, the corncrakes call, the lark carols. . . .
Then they make a stand and sprinkle the herd
with holy water. . . . They go on again, and
then knecling pray for rain. Then lunch and
talk. .

“ Aud that's nice tuo . . .”” thought the deacon

VII.

Kirilin and Atchmianuv climbed up the moun-
tain by the path. Atchmianov dropped behind
and stopped. while Kirilin went up to Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna.

' (Good-evening,” he said. touching his cap.

"* Good-evening.”

“Yes ! said Kirilin, looking at the skv and
pondering.

“Why *yes’?" asked Nadyczhda Fyodorovna
after a brief pause, noticing that Atchmianov was
watching them both.

“ And so it scems,” said the officer, slowly,
* that our love has withered before it has blos-
somed, so to speak. How do you wish me to
understand it ? Is it a sort of coquetry on your
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part, or do you look upon me as a nincompoop
who can be treated as you choose ?”’

“It was a mistake! Leave me alone!”
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna said sharply. on that
beautiful, marvellous ¢vening, looking at him with
terror and asking herself with bewilderment,
could there really have been a moment when
that man attracted her and had becen near to
her?

“So that's it!” said Kirilin; he thought in
silence for a few minutes and said: “ Well, I'll
wait till you are in a better humour, and mean-
while I venturc to assure you I am a gentieman,
and I don't allow anyonc to doubt it. Adieu!”

He touched his cap again and walked off, making
his way between the bushes.  After ashort interval
Atchmianov approached hesitatingly.

“ What a fine evening!” he said with a slight
Armenian accent.

He was nice-looking, fashionably dressed, and
behaved unaffectedly like a well-bred youtk, but
Nadyezhda Fyedorovna did not like him because
she owed his father three hundred roubles; it was
displeasing to her, too, that a shopkeeper had
been asked to the picnic, and she was vexed at
his coming up to her that evening when her heart
felt so pure. :

“ The picnic is a success altogether,” he said,
after a pause.

“ Yes,” she agreed, and as though suddenly
remembering her debt, she said carelessly: ““ Oh,
tell them in your shop that Ivan Andreitch will
come round in a day or two and will pay three
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hundred roubles. . . . I don’t remember exactly
what it is.”

‘ I would give another three hundred if you
would not mention that debt every day. Why
be prosaic ?”’

Nadyezhda I'yodorovna laughed; the amusing
idea occurred to her that if she had been willing
and sufficiently immoral she might in one minute
be free from her debt.  If she, for instance, were
to turn the head of this handsome young fool !
How amusing, absurd, wild it would be really!
And she suddenly felt a longing to make him love
her, to plunder him, throw him over, and then to
see v hat would come of it.

“ Allow me to give vou one picce of advice,’
Atchmianov said timidly. ‘‘ I beg vou to beware
of Kirilin. He says homble things about you
everywhere.”

“It doesn’t interest me to know what every
fool says of me,” Nadyezhda Fyodorovna said
coldly, and the amusing thought of playing with
handsome young Atchmianov suddenly lost its
charm.

“We must go down,” she said; ‘‘ they're
calling us.”

The fish soup was ready by now. They were
ladling it out by platefuls, and eating it with the
religious solemnity with which this is only done
at a picnic; and everyone thought the fish soup
very good, and thought that at home they had
never eaten anything so nice. As is always the
case at picnics, in the mass of dinner napkins,
parcels, usecless greasy papers fluttering in the
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“wind, no one knew where was his glass or where
his bread. They poured the wine on the carpet
and on their own knees, spilt the salt, while it
was dark all round them and the fire burnt more
dimly, and cveryone was too lazy to get up and
put wood on. They all drank wine, and even
gave Kostya and Katya half a glass each.
Nuadvezhda Fyodorovna drank one glass and then
another, got a little drunk and forgot about
Kirilin.

“A splendid picnic, an enchanting cvening,
said Lacvsky, growing lively with the wine,  ““ But
I should prefer a fine winter to all this * His
beaver collar is silver with hoar-frost.” "’

“ Everyone to his taste,” observed Von Koren.

Laevsky fclt uncomfortable; the hcat of the
camp-fire was beating upon his back, and the
hatred of Von Koren upon his breast and face:
this hatred on the part of a decent, clever man,
a feeling in which there probably lay hid a well-
grounded rcasun, humiliated him and enervated
him, and unablc to stand up against it, he said in
a propitiatory tone:

“ I am passionatcly fond of nature, and I regret
that I'm not a naturalist. I cnvy you.”

“ Well, ' don’t envy you, and don't regret it,”
said Nadyezhda Fyodorovna. “I don’t under-
stand how anyonc can seriously interest himself
in -bectles and ladybirds while the pcople are
suffering.”

Laevsky shared her opinion. He was absolutely
ignorant of natural science, and so could never
reconcile himself to the authoritative tone and
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the learned and profound air of the people who
devoted themsclves to the whiskers of ants und
the claws of beetles, and he always felt vexed
that these people, relying on these whiskers,
claws, and something they called protoplasm (he
always imagined it in the form of an oyster),
should undertake to decide questions involving
the origin and life of man. But in Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna's words he heard a not ol falsity,
and simply to contradict ber he said: “ The point
is not the ladybirds, but the deductions made
from them.”

VIII.

It was late, cleven o'clock, when they began to
get into the carriages to go home. They took
their scats, and the only ones missing were
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and Atchmianov, who
were running after one another, laughing, the other
side of the stream.

** Make haste, my friends,”” shouted Samoylenko.

“You oughtn't to give ladics wine,”” said Von
Koren in a low voice.

Lacvsky, exhausted by the picnic, by the batred
of Von Koren, and by his own thoughts, went to
meet Nadyezhda Iyodorovna, and when, gay
and happy, fecling light as a feather, breathless
and laughing, she took him by both hands and
kud her head on his breast, he stepped back and
said dryly:

* You are behaving like a . . . cocotte.”

1t sounded horribly coarse, so that he felt sorry
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for her at once. On his angry, exhausted face she
read hatred, pity and vexation with himself, and
her heart sank at once. She realized instantly that
she had gone too far, had been too free and easy
in her behaviour, and overcomc¢ with misery,
feeling hersclf heavy, stout, coarse, and drunk,
she got into the first empty carriage together with
Atchmianov. Laevsky got in with Kirilin, the
zoologist with Samoylenko, the deacon with the
ladies, and the party set off.

“ You see what the Japancse monkeys are like,"”
Von Koren began, rolling himself up in his cloak
and shutting his eyes. * You heard she doesn’t
care to take an intercst in beetles and ladybirds
because the people are suffering. That’s how all
the Japanese monkeys look upon people like us.
They're a slavish,” cunning race, terrified by the
whip and the fist for ten generations; they tremble
and burn incense only before violence; but let
the monkey into a free state where there’s no one
to take it by the collar, and it relaxes at once
and shows itsclf in its true colours. lLook how
bold they are in picturc galleries, in museums, in
theatres, or when they talk of science: they puft
themselves out and get excited, they arc abusive
and critical . . . they are bound to criticize—-it’s
the sign of the slave. You listen: men of the
liberal professions are more often sworn at than
pickpockets—that's because threc-quarters of
society are made up of slaves, of just such monkeys.
It never happens that a slave holds out his hand
to you and sincerely says ‘ Thank you' to you
for vour work.”
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“1 don’t know what you want,” said Samoy-
lenko, yawning; ‘* the poor thing, in the simplicity
of her heart, wanted to talk to you of scientific
subjects, and vou draw a conclusion from that.
You're cross with him for something or other,
and with her, too, to keep him company. She’s
a splendid woman.”

“Ah, nonsense! An ordinary kej  woman,
depraved and vulgar. Listen, Alexandr David-
itch; when you meet a simple peasant woman,
who isn’t living with her husband, who docs
nothing but giggle, vou tell her to go and work.
Why are vou timid in this case and afraid to tell
the truth 7 Simply because Nadyezhda Fyodo-
rovna is kept, not by a sailor, but by an official,”

“What am I to do with her ?” said Samoy-
.lenko, getting angry. ‘‘ Beat her or what 27

“ Not flatter vice.  'We curse vice only behind
its back, and that’s like making a long nose at it
round a corner. T am a zoologist or a sociologist,
which is the same thing; you are a doctor; society
believes in us: we ought to point out the terrible
harm which threatens it and the next gencration
from the existence of ladics like Nadyczhda
Ivanovna.”

* Fyodgrovna,” Samoylenko corrected. * But
what ought socictw to do ?”

-~ '"Society ? That’s its affair. To my thinking
the surest and most direct method is—compulsion
Manw militari she ought to be rcturned to her
husband; and if her husband won’t take her in,
then she ought to be sent to penal servitude or
- some house of correction.”

R . . .5
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*“Ouf!” sighed Samoylenko. He paused and
asked quietly: ““ You said the other day that
people like Laevsky ought to be destroyed. . . .
Tell me, if you . . . if the State or society com-
missioned you to destroy him, could you . ..
bring yourself to it ?"’

“ My hand would not tremble.”

IX.

When they got home, Laevsky and Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna went into their dark, stufiy, dull
rooms. Both were silent. Lacvsky lighted a
candle, while Nadyezhda Fyodorovna sat down,’
and without taking off her cloak and hat, lifted -
her melancholy, guilty eyes to him.

He knew that she expected an explanation
from him, but an explanation would be wearisome,
useless and exhausting, and his heart was heavy
because he had Iost control over himself and been
rude to her. He chanced to feel in his pocket
the letter which he had been intending every day
to read to her, and thought if he were to show her
that lctter now, it would turn her thoughts in-
ancther direction.

‘It is time to define our relations;” he thought. _
T will give it her; what is to be will be.”

He took out the letter and gave it her.

“ Read it. It concerns you.’

Saying this, he went into his own room and lay
down on the sofa in the dark without a pillow.
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna read the letter, and it
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secmed to her as though the ceiling were fallmg ’
and the walls were closing in on her. It seemed
suddenly dark and shut in and terrible. She
crossed herself quickly three times and said:

“Give him peace, O Lord ... give him -

ace. . . .”

And she began crying.

“ Vanya,” she called. *“ Ivan Andreitch!”

There was no answer. Thinking that Laevsky
had come in and was standing bechind her chair,
she sobbed like a child, and said:

“ Why did you not tell me before that he was
dead ? 1 wouldn’t have gone to the picnic; I

shouldn’t have laughed so horribly. . . . The
men said horrid things to me. What a sin, what
a sin! Save me, Vanya, save me. . . . [ have
been mad. . I am lost. "

Laevsky heard her sobs. He felt stifled and
his heart was beating violently. In his misery
he got up, stood in the middle of the room, groped
his way in the dark to an easy-chair by the table,
and sat down.

*This is a prison . . .” he thought. “I must
get away. . . . I can't bearit.”

. It was too late to go and play cards; there were
no restaurants in the town. He lay down again
* and covéred his ears’that he might not hear her
sobbing, and he suddenly remembered that he
could go to Samoylenko. To avoid going near
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, he got out of the window
into the garden, climbed over the garden fence,
and went along the street. It was dark. A
steamer, judging by its lights, a big passenger
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one, had just come in. . . . He heard the clank
of the anchor chain. A red light was moving
rapidly from the shorc in the direction of the
steamer: it was the Customs boat going out to it.

* The passengers are asleep in their cabins . . "
thought Laevsky, and he envied the peace of mind
of other people.

The windows in Samoylenko’s house were open.
Laevsky looked in at one of them, then in at
another; it was dark and still in the rooms.

* Alexandr Daviditch, are you asleep.?” he
called, ** Alexandr Daviditch !”

He heard a cough and an uncasy shout:

“Who's there 2 What the devil ?”

“It is I, Alexandr Daviditch; excuse me.”

A little later the-door opened; there was a glow
of soft light from the lamp, and Samoylenko’s
huge figure appearcd, all in white, with a white
nightcap on his head.

“ What now ?”’ he askel, scratching himsclf and
breathing hard from slee pmess * Wait a minute;
I'll open the deor directly.”

“ Don’t trouble; I'll get in at the window. . . ."”

Laevsky climbed in at the window, and when
he reached Samoylenko, scized him by the hand.

‘* Alexandr Daviditch,” he said in a shaking
voice, ‘*save me! I besecch you, I implore you.
Understand me ! My position is agonizing. If it
goes on for another two days I shall strangle
myself like . . , like a dog.”

“Wait a bit. . . . What are you talking about
-exactly ?”’

‘ Light a candle.”
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“Oh...oh!..." sighed Samoylenko, light
ing a candle. “ My God! My God! .- . Why,
it's past one, brother.”

“ Excuse me, but [ can't stay at home,” said
Lacvsky, feeling great comfort from the light and
the presence of Sumoylenko.  “ You are my best,
my only friend, Alexandr Daviditch. . . . You
are my only hope.  For God's sake, viaae Lo my
rescue, whether you want to ur not. I must get

away from here, come what may! ... Lend
me the money !
“Oh, my God, my God! . . .” sighed Samoy-

lenko, seratching himself. ' I was dropping asleep
and I hear the whistle of the steamer, and now
you .. Do you want much?”

“ Three hundred roubles at least. I must leave
her a hundred, and I need two hundred for the
journev. . . . I owe you about four hundred
already, but 1 will send it vou all . . . all. . . .”

Samovlenko took hold of both his whiskers in
one hand, and standing with his legs wide apart,
pondered.

“Yes ... he muttered, musing. ** Three
hundred. . .. Yes. ... But I havent got so
much. I shall have to borrow it from someone.”

" Borgow it, for God's sake!’ said Laevsky,
seeing [rom Samoylenko’s face that he wanted to
lend him the money and certainly would lend it.
“ Borrow it, and I'll be sure to pay you back.
I will send it from Petersburg as soon as I get
there.  You can set your mind at rest about that.
I'll tell you what, Sasha,”” he said, growing more
animated; ““ let us have some wine.”
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“Yes . . . we can have some wine, too.”

They both went into the dining-room.

‘““And how about Nadyezhda Fyodorovna?"
asked Samoylenko, sctting threc botiles and a
plate of peaches on the table. * Surely she'’s not
remaining ?”

“ 1 will arrange it all, I will arrange it all,”’ said
Laevsky, fecling an unexpected rush of joy, 1
will send her the money afterwards and she will
join me. . .. Then we will define our relations.
To your health, friend.”

“Wait a bit,”” said Samoylenko. ‘‘ Drink this
first. . .. This is from my vineyard. This
bottle is from Navaridze's vineyard and this one
is from Abatulov's. . . . Try all three kinds and
tell me candidly. .. . There seems a little acidity
about mine. I£h? Don’t yvou taste it 7"’

“Yes. You have coumforted me, Alexandr
Daviditch. Thank you. . . . I feel better.”

*Is there any acidity

“ Guodness only knows, I don’t know. But
you are a splendid, wonderful man !”

Looking at his pale, excited, good-natured face,
Samoylerko remembered Von Koren’s view that
men like that ought to be destroyed, and Laevsky
seemed to him a weak, defenceless child, whom
any one could injure and destroy.

“And when you go, make it up with your
mother,” he said. “ It’s not right.” .

“ Yes, yes; I certainly shall.”

They were silent for a while. When they had
emptied the first bottle, Samoylenko said:

‘“ You ought to make it up with Von Koren too.-
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You are both such splendid, clever fellows. and
you glare at each other like wolves.” '
“Yes, he’s a fine, very intelligent fellow,”
Laevsky assented, ready now to praise and forgive
eyeryone. “ He’s a remarkable man, but it's
impossible for me to get on with him. No! Our
naturces are too different.  I'm an indolent, weak,
submissive nature. Perhaps in a good minute I
might hold vut my hand to him, but he would
turn away from me . . . with contempt.”
Laevsky took a sip of wine, walked from corner

to corner and went on, standing in the middle of
the room:

“1 understand Von Koren very well. His is
a resolute, strong, despotic nature. You have
heard him continually talking of * the expedition,’
and it's not mere talk. He wants the wilderness,
the moonlit night: all around in little tents,
under the open sky, lie sleeping his sick and hungry
Cossacks, guides, porters, doctor, priest, all ex-
hausted with their weary marches, while only he
is awake, sitting like Stanlcy on a camp-stool, -
feeling himself the monarch of the desert and the
master of these men. He goes on and on and on,
his men groan and die, onc after another, and he
goes on and on, and in the end perishes himself,
but still is monarch’and ruler of the desert, since
- the cross upon his tomb can be secn by the caravans
for thirty or forty miles over the desert. I am
sorry the man is not in the army. He would
have made a splendid military genius. He would
not have hesitated to drown his cavalry in the
river and make a bridge out of dead bodies. And
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such hardihood is more needed in war than any
kind of fortification or strategy. Obh, [ under-
stand him perfectly! Tell me: why is he wasting
his substance here ? What does he want here ?”

“ He is studying the marine fauna.”

‘“No, no, brother, no ! lLaevsky sighcd. A
scientific man who was on the steamer told me
the Black Sca was poor in animal life, and that
in its depths, thanks to the abundance of sulphuric
hydrogen, organic life was impossible. Al the
serious zoologists work at the biological station
at Naples or Villefranche. But Von Koren is
independent and obstinate: he works on the Black
Sea because nobody else is working there; he is
at loggerheads with the university, docs not care
to know his comrades and other scientific men
because he is first of all a despot and only sccondly
a zoologist, \ad vou'll see he'll do suomething.
He is already dreaming that when he comes back
from his expedition he will purify our universitics
“from intrigue and mediocrity. and will make the
scientific men mind their ps and ¢s.  Despotism
is just as stroug in science as in the aimy.  And
he is spending his second summer in this stinking
little town because he would rather be first in a
village thar second in a town. Here he is a king
and an cagle; he keeps all the inhabitants under
his thumb and oppresses them with his authority.
He has appropriated everyone, he meddles in
other people’s affairs; everything is of use to
him, and everyone is afraid of him. I am slipping
out of his clutches, he feels that and hates me.
Hasn’t he told you that 1 ought to be destroyed
or sent to hard labour 2"
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“Yes,” laughed Samoylenko.

Laevsky laughed too, and drank some wine.

* His ideals are despotic too,” he said, laughing,
and biting a peach. * Ordinary mortals think of
their neighbour—me, vou, man in fact--if they
work for the common weal.  To Von Koren men
are puppets and nonentitics, too trivial to be the
object of his life. He works, will go for his ex-
pedition and break his neck there, not for the
sake of love for his neighbour, but for the sake
of such abstractions as humanity, futare genera-
tions, an ideal race of men.  He exerts himself for
the improvement of the human race, and vie are
in his vy only slaves, fuod Jor the cannon, beasts
of burden; some he would destroy or stow away
in Siberia, others he would break by discipline,
would, like Araktcheev, foree them to get up and
go to bed to the sound of the dium; would appoint
cunuchs to preserve our chastity and morality,
would order them to fire at anyone who steps
out of the cirele of our narrow conservative
nwrality; and all this in the name of the improve-
mcnt of the human race. . . . And what is the
human race 2 [llusion, mirage . . . despots have
always been illusionists. I understand him very
well, bxothu'. I appreciate him and don't dcny
his impdrtance; this world rests on men like him,
and if the world were left only to such men as us,
for all our good-nature and good intentions, we
should make as great a mess of it as the flies have
of that picture. Yes.”

Laevsky sat down beside Samoylenko, and said
with genuine feeling: ' I'm a foolish, worthless,
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depraved man. The air I breathe, this wine,
love, lifc in fact—for all that, T have given nothing
in exchange so far but lying, idleness, and coward- -
ice. Till now 1 have deceived myself and other
people; I have been miscrable about it, and my
misery was cheap and common. I bow my back
humbly before Von Koren’s hatred because at
times I hate and despise myself.”

Lacvsky began again pacing from one end of
the room to the other in excitement, and said:

“I'm glad T sec my faults clearly and am
conscious of them. That will help me to reform
and become a different man. My dear fcllow, if
only vou knew how passionately, with what
anguish, I long for such a change. And I swear
to you I'll be a man! I will! I don't know
whether it is the wine that is speaking in me, or
whether it rcally 15 so, but ii seems to me that it
is long since | have spent such pure and lucid
moments as I have just now with you.”

“It's time to slecp, brother,” said Sainoy-
len ko. .

“Yes, yes. . . . Excuse me; I'll go directly.”

Laevskv moved hurriedly about the furniture
and windows, looking for his cap.

“ Thank you,” he muttered, sighing. * Thank
you. . . . Kind and friendly words are better
than charity. You have given me new life.”

He found his cap, stopped, and looked guiltily
at Samoylenko.

‘ Alexandr Daviditch,” he said in an imploring
voice. -

" What is it 2
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‘““Let me stay the night with you, my dear
fellow !”’

‘“ Certainly. . . . Why not?”

Laevsky lay down on the sofa, and went on
talking to the doctor for a long time.

X.

Three days after the picnic, Marya Konstan-
tinovna unexpectedly called on Nadyezhda Fyo-
dorovna, and without greeting her or taking off
her hat, seized her by both hands, pressed them to
her breast and said in great excitement:

“My dear, I am deceply touched and moved:
our dear kind-hcarted doctor told my Nikodim
Alcexandritch yesterday that your husband was
dead. Tell me, my dear ... tell me, is it
true ?**

" Yos, it's truc: he is dead,” answered Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna.

“ That is awful, awful, my dear! But there’s
no evil without some compensation; your husband
was no doubt a noble, wonderful, holy man, and
such are more needed in Heaven than on earth.”

Every, line and feature in Marya Konstantin-
ovna’s face began quivering as though little
needles were jumping up and down under her
skin; she gave an almond-oily smile and said,
breathlessly, enthusiastically:

‘ And so you are free, my dear. You can hold
your head high now, and look people boldly in

.the face. Henceforth God.and man will bless
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your union with Ivan Andreitch. It’s enchanting.
I am trembling with joy, I can find no words.
My dcar, I will give you away. . . . Nikodim
Alexandritch and 1 have been so foad of you,
you will allow us to give vur blessing to your pure,
lawful union. When, when do you think of being
married 2

“1 haven't thought of it,” said Nadyezhda
Fyvodorovna, frecing her hands.

“ That's imypossible, my  dear.  You have
thought of it, you have.”

“ Upon my word, T haven't,” said Nadyozhda
Fyodorovny, laughing. ** What should we  be
married for ? 1 see no necessity for it.  We'll go
on living as we have lived.” .

“What are you saying!” crid Marya Kon-
stantinovna in horror. *‘ For God's sake, what
are vou saying !

“ Our getting marricd won’t make things any
better.  On the contrary, it will make them even
worse.  We shall lose our freedom.”

“My dear, my dear, what are you saying!"
excliimed Marya Konstantinovna, stepping back
and flinging up her hands. “ You arc talking
wildly ! Think what you are sayving. You must
scttle down !”

“* Settle down.” How do you mcan? I have
not lived yet, and you tell me to settle down.”

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna reflected that she really
had not lived. She had finished her studies in
a boarding-school and had becn married to a man
she did not love; then she had thrown in her lot
with Lacvsky, and had spent all her time with
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him on this empty, desolate coast, always cx-
pecting something better.  Was that life ?

1 ought to be married though,” she thought,
but remembering Kirilin and Atchmianov she
flushed and said:

“ No, it’s impossible. Even if Ivan Andreitch
begged me to on his knees—even then 1 would
refuse.”

Marya Konstantinovna sat on the sofa for a
minute in silence, grave and mournful, gazing
fixedly into space; then she got up and said coldly:

“ Good-bye, my dear! Forgive me for having
troubled vou. Though it’s not easy for me, it’s
my duiy to tell vou that from this day all is over
between us, and, in spite of my profound respect
for Ivan Andreitch, the door of my house is closed
to you henceforth,”

She uttered these words with great solemnity
and was herself overwhelmed by her solemn tone.
Her face began quivering again; it assumed a
soft almond-vily expression.  She held out both
hands to Nadyezhda I'yodorovna, who was over-
come with alarm and confusion, and said in an
imploring voice:

My dear, allow me if only for a moment to
be a mother or an clder sister to you! 1 will
be as ffank with you as a mother.”

Nadyezhda Fyvodorovna felt in her bosom
warmth, gladness, and pity for herself, as though
her own mother had really risen up and were
standing before her. She impulsively embraced
Marya Konstantinovna and pressed her face to
her shoulder. Both of them shed tears. They
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sat down on the sofa and for a few mmutes sobbed

without looking at one another or being able to
utter a word.

‘ My dear child,” began Marya I\omtantmovna, :

"1 wnll tell you some harsh truths, without sparmg
you.’
“ For Goud’s sake, for God’s sake, do!"”
* Trust me, my dear, You remember of all the
ladies here, I was the only une to receive you. You

horrified me from the very first day, but I had not -

the heart to treat you with disdain like all the

rest. I gricved over dear, good Ivan Andreitch .

as though he were my son—a young mox in a
strange place, inexperienced, weak, with no
mother; and I was worried, dreadfully worried. . . .
My husband was opposed to our making his ac-

quaintance, but I talked him over . . . persuaded -

him. . . . We began recciving Ivan Andreitch,.
and with him, of course, you. If we had not, .

he would have been insulted. [ have a daughter,

a son. . . . You understand the tender mind,
the pure heart of childhood . . . ‘ whoso offendeth
one of these little ones.” . . . T reccived you into

my house and trembled for my children. Oh,
when yvu become a mother, you will understand
my fears. And everyone was surprised at my
receiving you, excuse my saying so, as a respectable *
woman, and hinted to me . . . well, of course,
slanders, suppositions. . . . At the bottom of my
heart [ blamed you, but you were unhappy,
flighty, to be Pltxed and my heart was wrung with
pity for you.

“But why, why ?” asked Nadyezhda Fyodo-
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rovna, trembling all over. ‘“ What harm have I .
done anyone ?”

* You are a terrible sinner. You broke the vow
you made your husband at the altar. Youseduced -
a fine young man, who perhaps had he not met
you might have taken a lawful partner for life -
from a good family in his own circle, and would
have been like everyone else now. You have *
ruined his, youth. Don't speak, don’t speak, my
dear! I never believe that man is to blame for
our sins. It is always the woman'’s fault. Men
are frivolous in domestic life; they are guided by
their minds, and not by their hearts. There’s a
great deal they don’t understand; woman under-
stands it all. Everything depends on her. To
her much is given and from her much will be
required. Oh, my dear, if she had been more
foulish or weaker than man on that side, God
would not have entrusted her with the education
of boys and girls. And then, my dear, you entered
on the path of vice. forgetting all modesty; any
other woman in your place would have hidden
herself from people, would have sat shut up at
home, and would only have been scen in the
temple of God, pale, dressed all in black and
weeping, and everyone would have said in genuine
compassion: ‘ O Lord, this erring angel is coming
back again to Thee. . ..” But you, my dear,
have forgotten all discretion; have lived openly,
extravagantly; have seemed to be proud of your
sin; you have been gay and laughing, and I, looking
at you, shuddered with horror, and have been
afraid that thunder from Heaven would strike our
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house while you were elttmg with us. My dear,
don’t speak, ‘don't speak,” cried Marya Konstan-
tinovna, observing that Nadyezhda Fyodorovna
wanted to speak.  “ Trust me, 1 will aot deccive
vou, [ will not hide one truth from the eves of
vour soul. Listen to me, my dear. . .. God
mirks great sinners, and vou have been marked
oui: only think-- vour costumes have always been
appalling.™

Nadvezhda Fyodorovna, who had always had
the highest opinion of her costumes, left off crying
and looked at her with surprise.

“Yes, appalling,” Marva Konstantinovna went
on. “ Anvone could judge of your behaviour from
the elaboratior and gaudiness of your attire.
People laughed and shrugged their shoulders as
theyv looked wt you, and I grieved, 1 grieved. . .
And forgive me, my dear; vou are not nice in your
person ! When we met in the bathing-place, you
miule e tremble. Your vuter clothing was decent
enough, but vour petticoat, vour chemise. . . .
My dear, I blushed ! Poor Ivan Andreitch! No
on: cver tics his cravat properly, and from his
linen and his boots, poor fellow ! one can see he
hits no one at home to lovk after him.  And he is
always huugry, my darling, and of course_ if there
is no one at home to think of the samovar and the
coffce, one is forced to spend half one’s salary at
the pavilion.  And it's simply awful, awful in your
home! No one else in the town has flies, but
there’s no getting rid of them in your rooms: all
the plates and dishes are Llack with them. If you
look at the windows and the chairs, there’s nothing
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but dust, dead flics, and glasses. . . . What do
you want glasses standing about for? And, my
dear, the table’s not cleared till this time in the
day. And one’s ashamed to go into your bed-
room: underclothes flung aboul everywhere, india-
rubber tubes Langing on the walls, pails and
basins standing about. . . . My dear! A lus-
band ouglht to know nothing, and hi. wife ought
to be as neat as a little angel in his presence. I
wake up every morning before it is light, and wash
my face with cold water that my Nikodim
Alexandritch may not see me looking drowsy.”

“ That'’s all nonsense,” Nadyezhda Fyodorovna
sobbeda.  **If only 1 were happy, but I am so
unhappy !”

“Yes, ves; vou are very unhappy !’ Marya
Konstantinovna sighed, hardly able to restrain
herself from  weeping. ““ And  there’s  terrible
gricl in store for you in the future ! A solitary old
age, ill-health; and then you will have to answer
at the dicad judgment seat. . . . It’s awful,
awful. Now fate itsclf holds out 1o you a helping
hand, and you madly thrust it from you. Be
married, make haste and be married !”

“Yes, we must, we must,” said Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna; *“ but it's impossible !

“ Why?"

*It's impassible.  Oh, if only you knew !”

Nadyezhda Fyodoruvna had an impulse to tell
her about Kirilin, and how the evening before
she had met handsome young Atchmianov at the
harbour, and how the mad, ridiculous idea had
occurred to her of cancelling her debt for three

n 6
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hundred; it had amused her very much, and she
returned home late in the evening feeling that she
had sold herself and was irrevocably lost.  She did
not know herselfl how it had happened. And she
longed to swear to Marya Konstantinovna that
she would certainly pay that debt, but sobs and
shame prevented her from speaking.

“ I am going away,”’ shesaid.  ** Ivan Andreitch
may stay, but I am going.”

“ Where ?”

“ To Russia.”

“ But how will you live there ? - Why, vou have
nothing.”

“ T will do translation, or . . . or I will open a
library. . . .”

“ Doun’t let your fancy 1un away with you, my
dear. You must have money for a library.  Well,
1 will leave you now, and yvou calm yourself and
think things over, and to-morrow come and see

_me, bright and happy. That will be ¢nchanting !
Well, good-bye, mr angel.  Let me kiss you.”

Marya Konstantinovna kissed Nadyezhda Fyodo-
rovna on the forehead, made the sign of the cross
over her, and softly withdrew. It was getting
dark, and Olga lighted up in the kitchen. Still
crying, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna went into the bed-
room and lay down on the bed. She beghn to be
very feverish. She undressed without getting up,
crutnpled up her clothes at her feet, and curled
herself up under the bedelothes.  She was thirsty,
and there was no one to give her something to
drink. -

“T'll pay it back!” she said to herself, and it
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seemed to her in delirium that she was sitting
beside some sick woman, and recognized her as
herself. *“ I'll pay it back. It would be stupid
to imagine that it was for monev I . . . I willgo
away and send him the money from Petersburg.
At first a hundred . . . thenanother hundred . . .
and then the third hundred. . . .”

It was late at night when Laevsky came in.

“ At first a hundred . . . ” Nadyezhda Fyodo-
rovna said to him, ** then another hundred . . .”

“You ought to take some quinine,” he said,
and thought, “ To-morrow is Wednesday; the
steamer goes and I am not going in it. So 1 shall
have w go on living here till Saturday.”

Nadyezhda Fyoedorovna knelt up in bed.

“1 didn't say anything just now, did I?" she
asked, smiling and screwing up her cyes at the light.

* Nu, nothing. We shall have to send for the
doctor to-morrow morning. Go to sleep.”

He touk his pillow and went to the door. Ever
since he had finally made up his mind to go away
and leave Nadycezhda Fyodorovna, she had begun
to raise in him pity and a sense of guilt; he felt a
ittle ashamed in her presence, as though in the
presence of a sick or old horse whom one has
decided to kill. He stopped in the doorway and
looked rBund at her.

“I was out of humour at the picnic and said
something rude to you. Forgive me, for God's
sake !"

Saying this, he went off to his study, lay down,
and for a long while could not get to sleep.

Next morning when Samoylenko, attired, as it



84 THE TALES OF TCHEHOV

was a holiday, in full-dress uniform with epaulettes
on his shoulders and decorations on his breast,
came out of the bedroom after fecling Nadvezhda
Fyodorovna's pulse and looking at her tongue,
Laevsky, who was standing in the doorway, asked
him anxiously: " Well?  Well ?”

There was an expression of terror, of extreme
uncasiness, and of hope on his face.

“Don't worry vourself; there’s nothing danger-
ous,” said Samoylenko; “ it's the usual fever.”

“T den’t mean that.” Laevsky frowned im-
patiently.  “ Have you got the money ?7

“ My dear soul, forgive me” he whispered,
looking round at the door and overcome with
confusion. *' For God’s suke, forgive me¢! No
one has anything tospare, and I've only been able
to collect by five- and by ten-rouble notes.
Only a hundred and ten in ail.  To-day Il sp(‘.lk
to someone clse.  Have patience.”
. " But Saturday is the latest date,” whispered
Lacvsky, trembling with impatience. By all
that's sacred, get it by Saturday ! If I don’t get
away by Saturday, ncthing’s any use, nothing!
I can't understand how a doctor can be without
money !"

“Lord lave mercy on us!’ Samoylenko
whispered rapidly and mtenscly, and there was
positivelv a breaking note in his throat. * I've
been stripped of everything; I am owed scven
_thousand, and I'm in debt all round. Is it my
fault ¢

“ Then you'll get it by Saturday ? Yes ?”’

“T try.”
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I implore you, my dear fellow ! So that the
money may be in my hands by Friday morning !”

Samoylenko sat down and prescribed solution of
quinine and kalii bromati and tincture of rhubarb,
tinctura gentianw, aque foeniculi—all in one
mixture, added some pink syrup to sweeten it,
and went away.

XI.

“You look as though vou were coming to
arrest me,”" said Von Koren, seeing Samovlenko
coming in, in his full-dress uniform.

“ 1 was passing by and thought: ‘ Suppose T go
in and pay my respects to zoology,”” said Samoy-
lenko, sitting down at the big table, knocked to-
gether by the zoologist himself out of plain boards.
“ Good-morning, holy father,” he said to the
deacon, who was sitting in the window, copying
something. “ I'll stay a minute and then run
home to see about dinner. It's time. . . . I'm
not hindering vou ?”

“Not in the least,” answered the zoologist,
laying out over the table slips of paper covered
with small writing. * We are busy copying.”

“Ah} ... Oh, .my goodness, my good-
ness! . . . " sighed Samoylenko. He cautiously
took up from the table a dusty book on which
there was lying a dead dried spider, and said:
“ Only fancy, though; some little green bectle is
going about its business, when suddenly a monster
like this swoops down upon it. [ can fancy its
terror.”
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“ Yes, 1 suppose so.”

“Is poison given it to protect it from its
enemics 2"’

*“ Yes, to protect it and enable it to attack.”

“To be sure, to be sure. . . . And everything
in nature, my dear fellows, is consistent and can
be explained,” sighed Samoylenko; “ only 1 tell
you what I 'don’t understand. You'rc a man of
very great intellect, so explain it to me, please.
There are, you know, little beasts no bigger than
rats, rather handsome to look at, but nasty and
immoral in the extreme, let me tell vou.  Suppose
such a little beast is running in the woods. He
sces a bird; he catches it and devours it.  He goes
on and sees in the grass a nest of cggs; he dovs not
want to cat them -he is not hungry, but yet he
tastes onc egg and scatters the others out of the
nest with his paw. Then he meets a frog and
begins to play with it; when he has tormented the
frog he goes on licking himself and meets a beetle;
he crushes the bectle with his paw . . . and so he
spuils and destroys cverything on his way. . . .
He creeps into other beasts’ holes, teais up the
anthills, cracks the snail’'s shell. If he meets a
rat, he fights with it; if he meets a snake or a
mouse, he must strangle it; and so the whole day
long. Come, tell me: what is the use of a beast
like that 7 Why was he created ?”

“T don’t know what animal you are talking of,”
said Von Koren; *“ most likely one of the insectivora.
Well, he got hold of the.bird because it was in-
cautious; he broke the nest of eggs because the
bird was not skilful, had made the nest badly and.
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did not know how to concealit. The frog probably
had some defect in its colouring or he would not
have seen it, and so on. Your little beast only
destroys the weak, the unskilful, the careless—in .
fact, those who have defects which nature does not
think fit to hand on to posterity. Only the
cleverer, the stronger, the more careful and de-
veloped survive; and so vour little heast, without
suspecting it, is serving the great ends of perfecting
creation.”

“Yes, yes, ves. . . . By the way, brother,”
said Samoylenko carclessly, ““lend me a hundred
roubles.”

“ Very good. There are some very interesting
types among the insectivorous mammals. For
instance, the mole is said to be uscful because he
devours noxious insects. There is a story that
some German sent William 1. a fur coat made of
moleskins, and the Emperor ordered him to be
reproved for having destroyed so great a number
of useful animals. And yet the mole is not a bit
less cruel than vour little beast, and is very mis-
. chievous besides, as he spoils meadows terribly.”

Von Koren opened a box and took out a hundred-
rouble note.

“ The mole has a powerful thorax, just like the
bat,” He went on, shutting the box; * the bones
and muscles are tremendously developed, the
mouth is extraordinarily powerfully furnished. If
it had the proportions of an elephant, it would be
an all-destructive, invincible animal. It is in-
teresting when two moles meet underground; they
begin at once as though by agreement digging a
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little platform; they need the platform in order
to have a battle more convenicntly.  When they
bave made it they enter upon a ferocious stiuggle
and fight till the wceaker one falls. Take the
hundred roubles,” said Von Koien, dropping his
voice, “but only on condition that you're not
borrowing it for Lacevsky.”

“ And if it-were for Laevsky,” cried Samoylenko.
flaring up, * what is that to you ?”

“1 can’t give it to you for Lacevsky. I know
you like lending people money.  You would give
it to Kerim, the brigand. if he were to ask you;
but, excuse me, [ can’t assist vou in that dir ction.”

“Yes, it is for Lacvsky T am asking it,” said
Samoylenko, standing up and waving his right
arm. “Yes! For Laevsky! And no one, fiend
or devil, has a right to dictate to me how to dis-
pose of my own money. It docsn’t suitl you to
lend it me? No?”

The deacon began laughing.

“Don't get excited, but be reasonable,” said
the zoologist. ** To shower benefits on Mr.
Lacvsky is, to my thinking, as scnscless as to water
weeds or to feed locusts.”

“To iy thinking, it is our duty to help our
neighbours !" cried Samoylenko.

“In that case, help that hungry Turk' who is
lying undecr the fence !  He is a workman and more
useful and indispensable than your Laevsky. Give
him that hundred-rouble note! Or subscribe a
hundred roubles to my cxpedition !"

" Will you give me the money or not ? 1 ask
you!”’
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“Tell me openly: what does he want money
for 2"

“It’s not a seeret; he wants to go to l’ctm sburg
on ‘ﬂ'lturd.u

*So that is it!” Von Koren dmwlvd out,
“Aha! ... We understand. And is she going
with hini, or how is it to be ?”

* She's staying here for the time,  Tle'll arrange
his affairs in Petersburg and send her the money,
and then she'll go.”

“That’s smart !" said the zoologist, and he gave
a short tenor langh.  ** Smart, well planned.™

He went rapidly up to Sumoyvlenko, and standing
face to face with him, and looking him in the eys,
asked: “* Tell me now honestly : is he tired of her ?
Yes 2 tell me:is he tired of her 2 Yes 2"

“Yes,” Samoylenko articulated, beginning to
perspire.

“ How repulsive it is ! said Von Koren, and
from his face it could be seen that he felt repulsion.
“One of two things, Alexandr Daviditeh: either
vou are in the plot with him, or, excuse my saying
$0, vou are a simpleton.  Surely you must see
that he is t.ﬂ\mg vou in like a child in the most
shameless way > Why, it's as clear as day that he
wants to get rid of her and abandon her here.
She’ll be kft a burden on you. It is as clear as day
that vou will have to send her to Petersburg at
your expense.  Surcly your fine friend can’t have
so blinded you by his dazzling qualitics that you
can’t see the simplest thing ?"

“That's all supposition,” said Samoylenko,
sitting down.
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‘ Supposition ? But why is he going alone
instead of taking her with him? And ask him
why he doesn’t send her off first.  The sly beast 1

Overcome with sudden doubts and suspicions
about his friend, Samoylenko weakened and took
a humbler tone.

“But it’s impossible,” he said, recalling the
night Lacvsky had spent at his house. ‘* He is
so unhappy !”

““What of that ? Thieves and incendiaries are
unhappy too !”

“ Even supposing you are right . . . " said
Samoylenko. hesitating. “ Let us admit it. . . .
Still, he's a young man in a strange place . . . a
student.  We have been students, too, and there
is no one but us to come to his assistance.”

*“ To help him to do abuminable things, because
hec and yvou at different times have been at universi-
ties, and neither of you did anything there!
What nonsense !”

“ Stop; let us talk it over coolly. I imugine it
will be possibie to make some arrangement. . . .”
Samoylenko reflected, twiddling his fingers. “ I'll
give him the money, you sce, but make him
promise on his honour that within a week he’ll
send Nadyezhda Fyodorovna the money for the
journey.”

* And he’ll give you his word of honour—in fact,’
he’ll shed tears and believe in it himself; but what’s
his word of honour worth? He won't keep it,
and when in a year or two you meet him on the
Nevsky Prospect with a new mistress on his arm,
he’ll excuse himself on the ground that he has
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been crippled by civilization, and that he is made
after the pattern of Rudin. Drop him, for God’s
sake! Koeep away from the filth; don’t stir it up
with both hands !”

Samovylenko thought for a minute and said
resolutely:

* But I shall give him the money all the same,
As you please. I can’t bring mysell to refuse a
man simply on an assumption.”

“Very fine, too.  You can kiss him if you like.”

“ Give me the hundred roubles, then,” Samoy-
lenko asked timidly.

“1 won't.”

A silence followed. Samovlenko was quite
crushed; his face wore a guilty, abashed, and in-
gratiating expression, and it was strange to see
this pitiful, childish, shamefaced countenance on
a huge man wecaring epaulettes and orders of
merit.

*“ The bishop here goes the round of his diocese
on horseback instead of in a carriage,” said the
deacon, laying down his pen. ‘ It's extremely
touching to sce him sit on his horse. His sim-
plicity and humility are full of Biblical grandeur.”

*“ Is he a good man ?”’ asked Von Korcn, who was
glad to change the conversation.

“Of course ! If he hadn’t been a good man, do
you suppose he would have been consecrated a
bichop ?”

‘ Among the bishops are to be found good and
gifted men,” said Von Koren. * The only draw-
back is that some of them have the weakness to
imagine themselves statesmen. One busics him-
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self with Russification, another criticizes the
sciences, That’s not their business. They had
much better look into their consistory a little.”

*“ A layman cannot judge of bishcns.”

“ Why so, deacon ? A bishop is 2 man just the
same as you or 1.”

“The same, but not the same.” The deacon
was offended and took up his pen. “* If you had
been the same, the Divine Grace would have rested
upon you, and you would have been bishop your-
self; and since you are not bishop, if follows you
are not the same.”

“Don’t talk nonsense, deacon,” said Samoy-
lenko dejectedly.  “ Listen to what I suggest,” he
said, turning to Von Koren.  *“ Don’t give me that
hundred roubles. You'll be having your dinners
with me for three months belore the winter, so let
me have the money beforehand for three months.”

“ T won't.”

Samoylenko blinked and turned crimson; he
me hanically deew towards him the ook with the
spider on it and lovked at it, then he got up and
took his har.

Von Koren felt sorry for him.

“What it is to have to live and do with people
like this,” said the zoologist, and he kicked a paper
into the corner with indignation. “ You must
understand that this is not kindness, it is not love,
but cowardice, slackness, poison! What's gained
by reason is lost by your flabby good-for-nothing
hearts ! When I was ill with typhoid as a school-
boy. my aunt in her sympathy gave me pickled
mushrooms to cat, and I very nearly died. You,
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and my aunt too, must understand that love for
man is not to be found in the heart or the stomach
or the bowcls, hut here !’

Von Koren slapped himself on the forchead.

* Take it,” he said, and thrust a hundred-rouble
note into his hand.

“You've no need to be angry, Kolya,” said
Samovlenko mildly, folding up the note. " 1 uite
understand you, but . . . vou must put vourself
in my place.”

“You are an old woman, that's what you are.”

The deacon burst out laughing.

“ Hear my last request, Alexandr Daviditeh,”
said Von Koren hotly. ““ When you give that
scoundrel the money, make it a condition that he
takes his Jady with him, or sends lier on ahead, and
don’t give it him without. There's no nead to
stand on ceremony with him.  Tell him so, or, if
you don't, T give you my word ['ll go to his
office and kick him downstairs, and I'll break off
all acquaintance with you.  So you'd better know
it.”

“Well ! To go with her or send her on before-
hand will be more convenient for him,” said
Samoylenko.  ** He'll be delighted indeed.  Well,
good-bye.” .

He said good-bve affectionately and went out,
but before shutting the door after him, he looked
round at Von Koren and, with a ferocious face,
said:

“It’s the Germans who have ruined you,
brother! Yes! The Germans!”
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XII.

Next day, Thursday, Maryva Konstantinovna was
celebrating the birthday of her Kostya. .\ll were
invited to come at midday and cat pies, and in the
evening to drink chocolate. When Laevsky and
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna arrived in the evening,
the zoologist, who was already sitting in the
drawing-room, drinking chocolate, asked Samoy-
lenko:

“ Have you talked to him ”

" Not yet.”

** Mind now, don't stand on ceremony. I can’t
understand the insolence of these people! Why,
they know perfectly well the view taken by this
family of their cohabitation, and yet they force
themselves in here.”

“If onc is to pay attention to every prejudice,”
said Samoylenko, *“ onc could go nowhere.”

" Do you mean to say that the repugnance felt
by the masses for illicit love and moral laxity is a
prejudice ?*

“Of courseitis. It's prejudiceand hate.  When
the soldiers sce a girl of light behaviour, they laugh
and whhtle, but just ask them what they are
themselves.”

“It's not for nothing they whistle. The fact
that girls strangle their illegitimate children and
go to prison for it, and that Anna Karcnin flung
herself under the train, and that in the villages
they smear the gates with tar, and that you and I,
without knowing why, are pleased by Katya’s:
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purity, and that every one of us feels a vague
craving for pure love, though he knows there is no
such love—is all that prejudice ? That is the one
thing, brother, which has survived intact from
natural selection, and, if it were not for that
obscnure force regulating the relations of the sexes,
the Laevskys would have it all their own way,
and mankind would degencrate in two years.”

Lacvsky came into the drawing-room. greeted
everyone, and shaking hands with Von Koren,
smiled ingratiatingly. He waited for a favourable
moment and said to Samoylenko:

‘ Excuse me, Alexandr Daviditch, I must say
two wuids to you.” .

Samoylenko got up, put his arm round Lacvsky’s
waist, and both of them went into Nikodim
Alexandritch’s study.

“ To-morrow's I'riday,’” said Lacevsky, biting his
nails. ‘‘ Have you got what you promised 2"

“I've only got two hundred. I’ll get the rest
to-day or to-morrow. Don't worry yourself.”

“Thank God ... " sighed Lacvsky, and his
hands began trembling with joy. “ You are
+aving me, Alexandr Daviditch, and I swear to you
by God, by my happiness and anything you like,
I'll send you the money as soon as I arrive. And
I’ll send $ou my old debt tvo.”

“Look here, Vanya . . . " said Samoylenko,
turning crimson and taking him by the button.
“ You must forgive my meddling in your
private affairs, but . . . why shouldn’t you take
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna with you ?"’

“You queer fellow. How is that possible ?
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One of us must stay, or our creditors will raise an
outcry. You see, I owe seven hundred or more
to the shops.  Only wait, and I will send them the
money. 'l stop their mouths, and then she can
come away.”

“Isee. . .. But why shouldn’t you send her
on first ?”

“ My goodness, as though that were possible !
Laevsky was horriied.  * Why, she’s @ woman;
what would she do there alone 2 What doces she
know ubout it 2 That would only be a loss of
timne and a uwseless waste of money.”

* That’s reasonable . . . " thought Samoylenko,
bul remembering his conversation with Von Koren,
he looked down and said sullenly: “ I can't agree
with you. FEithier go with her or send her first;
otherwise . . . otherwise T won’t give vou the
money.  Those are my last words. . . ."

He staggered back, lurched backwards against
the door, and went into the drawing-room, crimson,
and overcome with confusion.

“JYriday . . Friday,” thought Lacvsky, gumg
back into the drawing-room. ‘* Friday.

He was handed a cup of chocolate; he burnt his
lips and tongue with the scalding chocolate and
thought: “ Friday . . . Friday. . . .”

Yor some reason he could not get tue word
“Friday ” out of his head; he could think of
nothing but Friday, and the only thing that was
clear to him, not in his brain but somewhere in his
heart, was that he would not get off on Saturday.
Before him stood Nikodim Alexandritch, very neat,
with his hair combed over his temples, saying:
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*“ Pleasc take something to cat. . . .

Marya Konstantinovna showed the visitors
Katya's school report and said, drawling: Y

“It’s very, very difticult to do well at school
nowadays!  So much is expected . . "

“ Mamma ! groaned Katva, not knowing where
to hide her confusion at the praises of the company.

Lacvsky, too, looked at the repoit and praised
it. Neripture, Russian language, conduct, fives
and fours, danced before his eves, and all this,
mixed with the haunting refrain of ©* Iriday,”” with
the carcfully combed locks of Nikodim Alexan-
dritch and the red checks of Katya, prodw-ed on
him a sensation of such immense overwhelming
boredom that he almost shricked with despair and
asked himsell: “ Is it possible, is it possible I shall
not get away ?”

They put two card tables side by side and sat
down to play post.  Lacvsky sat down too.

“Triday . . . Fuday . . . " he kept thinking,
as he smiled .md took a pu neil out of his pucket.
“ I'riday.

He wanted to think over his pusition, and was
afraid to think. It was terrible to him to realize
that the doctor had detected him in the deception
which he had so long and carcfully concealed from
himself* Every time he thought of his future he
would not let his thoughts have full rein. He
would get into the train and sct off, and thercby
the problem of his life would be solved, and he did
not let his thoughts go farther. Like a far-away
dim liglti in the fields, the thought sometimes
flickered in his mind that in one of the side-streets
L 7
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of Petersburg, in the remote future, he would have
to have recourse to a tiny lie in order to get rid of
-Nadyezhda Fyodorovna and pay his debts; he
would tell a lie only once, and then a completely
new life would begin. And that was right: at the
price of a small lie he would win so much truth.
Now when by his blunt refusal the doctor had
crudely hinted at his deception, he began to under-
stand that he would nced deception not only in
the remote future, but to-day, and to-morrow,
and in a month’s time, and perhaps up to the
very end of his life. In fact, in order to get away
he would have to lic to Nadyezhda Fyvodorovna,
to his creditors, and to his superiors in the Service;
then, in order to get money in Petersburg, he
would have to lie to his mother, to tell her that
he had alrcady broken with Nadyezhda Fvodo-
rovna; and his mother would not give him more
than five hundred roubles, so he had already
deceived the doctor, as he would not be in a
pusition to pay him back the money within a
short time. Afterwards, when Nadyezhda Fyo-
dorovna came to Petersburg, he would have to
resort to a regular series of deceptions, little and
big, in order to get free of her; and again there
would be tears, boredom, a dlbgustlng existence,
remorse, and so there would be no new life.
Deception and nothing more. A whole mountain
of lies rose before Laevsky’s imagination. To
leap over it at one bound and not to do his lying
piecemeal, he would have to bring himself to
stern, uncompromising action; for instance, to
getting up without saying a word, putting on his
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hat, and at once setting off without money and
without explanation. But Laevsky felt that was
impossible for him.

* Friday, Friday . ..” he thought. ** Friday...."”
., They wrote little notes, folded them in two,
and put them in Nikodim Alexandritch’s old
top-hat. When there were a sufficient heap of
notes, Kostya, who acted the part of postman,
walked round the table and delivered them. The
deacon, Katya, and Kostya, who received amusing
notes and tried to write as funnily as they could,
were highly delighted.

“We must have a little talk,” Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna read in a little note; she glanced at
Marya Konstantinovna, who gave her an almond-
oily smile and nodded.

“Talk of what?” thought Nadyezhda Fyo-
dorovna. “If onc can’t tell the whole, it's no
use talking.”

Before going out for the evening she had tied
Laevsky’s cravat for him, and that simple action
filled her soul with tenderness and sorrow. The
anxiety in his face, his absent-minded looks, his
pallor, and the incomprehensible change that had
taken place in him of late, and the fact that she
had a tegrible revolting sccret from him, and the
fact that her hands trembled when she tied his
cravat—all this secmed to tell her that they had
not long left to be together. She looked at him
as though he were an ikon, with terror and peni-
tence, and thought: *“ Forgive, forgive.”

Opposite her was sitting Atchmianov, and he
never took his black, love-sick eyes off her. She
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was stirred by passion; she was ashamed of herself,
and afraid that even her misery and sorrow would
not prevent her from yielding to impurc desire to-
morrow, if not to-dav—and that, like a drunkard,
she would not have the strength 1o stop herself.

She made up her mind to go away that she might
not continue this life, shameful for herself, and
humiliating for Lacvsky. She would beseech him
with tears to let her go; and if he opposed her, she
would go away sceretly.  She would not tell him
what had happened; Jet him keep a pure memory
of her.

I love you, I love vou, 1 love you,” she read.
It was from Atchmianov.

She would live in some far remote place, would
work and send Laevsky, * anonymously,” moncy,
embroidercd shirts, and tobacco, and would return
to him only in old age or if he were dangerously
ill and nceded a nurse. When in his old age he
learned what were her reasons for leaving him and
refusing to be his wife, he would appreciate her
sacrifice and forgive.

“You’ve got a long nose.”  That must be from
the devacon or Kostya.

Nadyezhda I'yodorovna imagined how, parting
from laevsky, she would embrace him warmly,
would kiss his hand, and would swear to love him
_all her life, all her life, and then, living in obscurity
" among strangers, she would every day think that
somewhere she had a friend, someone she loved—
a pure, noble, lofty man who kept a pure memory
of her.

‘“If you don’t give me an interview to-day, 1
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shall take measures, I assure you on my word of
honour. You can’t treat decent people like this;
you must understand that.” That was from
Kirilin.

XIII.

Laevsky received two notes; he -:poned one and
read: " Don't go away, my darling.”

“\Who could have written that ?°* he thought.
*“ Not Samovlenko, of course.  And not the deacon,
for he doesn’t know I want to go away. Von
Koren, perhaps 2"

1ne zoologist bent over the table and drew a
pyramid. Lacvsky fancied that his eves were
smiling.

" Most likely Samoylenko . . . has been gossip-
ing,” thought Lacvsky.

In the other note, in the same disguised angular
handwriting with long tails to the letters, was
writlen: * Somebody won't go away on Saturday.”

“ A stupid gibe,” thought Laevsky. “ Friday,
Friday. . . ."”

Something rose in his throat. He touched his
collar and coughed, but instead of a cough a
laugh broke from his throat.

" Hd*ha-ha !” he laughed. ‘““ Ha-ha-ha! What
am I laughing at ? Ha-ha-ha!”

He tried to restrain himself, covered his mouth
with his hand, but the laugh choked his chest and
throat, and his hand could not cover his mouth.

“ How stupid it is!” he thought, rolling with
laughter. * Have I gone out of my mind ?”
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The laugh grew shriller and shriller, and became
something like the bark ‘of a lap-dog. Lacvsky,
tried to get up from the table, but his legs would
not obey him and his right hand was strangely,
without his volition, dancing on the table, con-
vulsively clutching and crumpling up the bits
of paper. He saw looks of wonder, Samoylenko’s
grave, frightened face, and the cyes of the zoologist
full of cold irony and disgust, and rcalized that he
was in hysterics.

‘“How hidcous, how shameful ! he thought,
feeling the warmth of teais on his face. . . . Oh,
oh, what a disgrace! It has never happened
to me. . . .”

They took him under his arms, and supporting
his head {rom. behind, led him away; a glass
gleamed before his ¢yes and knocked against his
teeth, and the water was spilt on his breast; he
was in a little room, with two beds in the middle,
side by side, covered by two snow-white quilts.
Hc dropped on one of the beds and sobhed.

“ It’s nothing, it’s nothing,” Samoylenko kept
saying; ‘it does happen . . . it does happen. .. ."”

Chill with horror, trembling all over and dread-
ing something awful, Nadyczhda Fyodorovna
stood bv the bedside and kept asking:

“What is it? What is it? For God's sake,
tell me.”

“Can Kirilin have written him something ?"’
she thought.

“It’s nothing,” said Laevsky, laughing and
crying; “ go away, darling.”

His face expressed neither hatred nor repulsion:
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so he knew nothing; Nadyezhda Fyodorovna was
somewhat reassured, and she went into the draw-
ing-room.

* Don’t agitate yourself, my dear!” said Marya
Konstantinovna, sitting down beside her and
taking her hand. “ It will pass. Men are just
as weak as we poor sinners.  You are both going
through a crisis. . . . One can so well under-
stand it! Well, my dear, I am waiting for an
answer. Let us have a little talk.”

** No, we are not going to talk,” said Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna, listening to ILaevsky’s sobs. “ 1T
fecl depressed. . . . You must allow me to go
hoine.”

“What do you mecan, what do you mean, my
dear ?”’ cried Marya Konstantinovna in alarm.
“ Do you think I could let you go without supper ?
We will have something to eat, and then you may
go with my blessing.”

“1 feel miserable . . ."” whispered Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna, and she caught at the arm of the
chair with both hands to avoid falling.

“ He's got a touch of hysterics,” said Von Koren
gaily, coming into the drawing-room, but sceing
Nadyezhda TFyodorovna, he was taken aback
and retreated.

When the attack was over, Laevsky sat on the
strange bed and thought.

*“ Disgraceful ! I've been howling like some
wretched girl! I must have been absurd and
disgusting. I will go away by the back stairs. . . .
But that would seem as though I took my hysterics
too seriously. I ought to take it as a joke. . . .”

»
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He looked in the looking-glass, sat there for
some time, and went back into the drawing-
room.

“Here 1 am,” he said, smiling; he felt agoniz-
ingly ashamed, and he felt others were ashamed
in his presence. “ Fancy such a thing happen-
ing,” he said, sitting down. ‘[ was sitting here,
and all of a sudden, do vou know, I felt a terrible
picicing pain m my side . . . unendurable, my
nerves could not stand it, and . . . and it led
to this silly performance  This is the age of
nerves; there is no help for it.”

At supper he drank some wine, and, from time
to time, with an abrupt sigh rubbed his side as
though to suggest that he still felt the pain.
And no one, .except Nadyezhda Fyvodorovna,
believed him, and he saw that.

After nine o’clock thev went for a walk on the
boulevard. Nadyezhda IFFyvodorovna, afraid that
Kirilin would speak to her, did her best to keep
all rhe time bevide Marya Konstantinovna and the
children. She felt weak with fear and misery,
and felt she was going to be feverish; she was
exhausted and her legs would hardly move, but
she did not go home, because she felt sure that she
would be followed by Kirilin or Atchmianov or
both at once. Kirilin walked behund hér with
Nikodim Alexandritch, and kept humming in an
undertione:

“I don't al-lew people to play with me! I
don’t al-low it.”

From the boulevard they went back to the
pavilion and walked along the beach, and looked
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for a long time at the phosphorescence on the
water. Von Koren began telling them why it
looked phosphorescent.

XIV.

“It's time 1 went to my vind. . They will
be waiting for me,” said Laevsky. * Good-bye,
my friends.”

“TI'll come with vou; wait a minute,” said
Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, and she took his arm.

They said good-bye to the company and went
away. Kirilin took leave too, and saying that
he was going the same way, went along beside
them.

“What will be, will be,” thought Nadyczhda
Fyodorovna. ““ So be it.

And it scemed 1o her tlnat all the cvil memories
in her head had taken shape and were walking
beside her in the darkness, breathing heavily,
while she, like a fly that had fallen into the inkpot,
was crawling painfully along the pavement and
sinirching laevsky's side and arm with blackness.

If Kirilin should do anything horrid, she thought,
not he but she would be to blame for it. There
was a témc when no man would have talked to
her as Kirilin had done, and she had torn up her
security like a thread and destroyed it irrevocably
—who was to blame for it ? Intoxicated by her
passions she had smiled at a complete stranger,
probably just because he was tall and a fine figure.
After two meetings she was weary of him, had
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thrown him over, and did not that, she thought
now, give him the right to treat her as he
chose ?

*“ Here I'll say good-bye to yon, darling,” said
Laevsky. ‘‘ llya Mihalitch will sce you home.”

He nodded to Kirilin, and, quickly crossing the
boulevard, walked along the street to Sheshkov-
sky’s, wherc there were lights in the windows, and.
then they heard the gate bang as he went in.

*“ Allow me to have an explanation with vou,”
said Kirilin. “* I'm not a boy, not some Atchkasov
or Latchkasov, Zatchkasov. . . . I demand seri-
ous attention,”

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna’s heart began beating
violently. She made no reply.

“ The abrupt change in vour bchaviour to me
I put down at first to coquetry,” Kirilin went on;
“now I sce that you cdon’t know how to behave
with gentlemanly people.  You simply wanted to
play with me, as you are playing with that wretched
Armenian bey; but I'm a gentleman and I insist
on being treated like a gentleman. And so 1 am
at your service. . . .” '

“ I'in miserable,” said Nadyezhda Fyodorovna
beginning to cry, and to hide her tears she turned
away.

““I’'m miserable too,” said Kirilin, *‘ but what
of that ?”

Kirilin was silent for a space, then he said
distinctly and emphatically:

1 repeat, madam, that if you do not give me "
an interview this evening, I'll make a scandal
this very evening.”
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“Let me off this evening,’” said Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna, and she did not recognize her own
voice, it was so weak and pitiful.

“1 must give you a lesson. . . . Excuse me
for the roughness of my tone, but it’s necessary
to give you a lesson.  Yes, I regret to say I must
give you a lesson. 1 insist on two intervicews—
to-day and to-morrow. After 1o nwriow you
are perfectly free and can go wherever vou like
with anyone you choose.  To-day and to-morrow.’”

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna went up to her gate
and stopped.

“ Let me go,” she murmured, trembling a1l over
and sccing nothing before her in the darkness but
his white tunic. * You're right: I'm a horrible
woman. . . . I'm to blame, but let me go . . .
I beg vou.” She touched his cold hand and
shuddered. “ I beseech you. . . .”

“ Alas!” sighed Kirilin, “ alas ! it’s not part of
my plan to let you go; 1 only mean to give you a
lesson and make you realize. And what’s mure,
madam, I've too little faith in women.”

“ I'm miserable. . . .”

: Nadyezhda Fyodorovna listcned to the cven
splash of the sca, looked at the sky studded with
stars, and longed to make haste and end it all,
and get®away from the cursed sensation of life,
with its sea, stars, men, fever.

“Only not in my home,” she said coldly
Take me somewhere else.”

“ Come to Muridov’s. That’s better.”

“ Where’s that ?”

" Near the old wall.”
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She walked quickly along the strect and then
turned into the side-street that led towards the
mountains. It was dark. There were pale
streaks of light here and there on the pavement,
from the lighted windows, and it scemed to her
that, like a ily, she kept falling into the ink and
crawling out into the light again. At once point
he stumbled, almost fell down and burst out

laughing.
* He's drunk,” thought Nudyvezhda IFyvodorovna.
“Nevermind. . .. Nevermind. . . . Sobeijt.”

Atchmianov, too, soon took leave of the party
and followed Nadyezhda Fyodorovna to ask her
to go for arow. He went to her house and looked
over the fence: the windows were wide open, there
were no lights.

“ Nadyezhda Fyodorovna ! he called

* A moment passed, he called again.

““Who's there ?” he heard Olga’s voice.

“ Is Nadyezhda Fyedorovna at home ?*

‘* No, she has noi come in yet.”

“ Strange . . . very strange,” thought Atch-
mianov, feeling very uncasy. ‘*She  went
home. . . .”

He walked along the boulevard, then along the
street, and glanced in at the windows of Sheshkov-
sky's. Laevsky was sitting at the table without
his coat on, looking attentively at his cards.

" Strange, strange,”’ muttered Atchmianov, and
remembering Lacvsky’s hysterics, he felt ashamed,
““ If she is not at home, where is she ?”’ )

He went to Nadyezhda Fyodorovna’s lodgings
again, and looked at the dark windows.
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“It’s a cheat, a cheat . ..” he thought,
remembering that, mecting him at midday at
Marya Konstantinovna's, she had promised to
go in a boat with him that evening.

The windows of the house where Kirilin lived
were dark, and there was a policeman sitting
asleep on a little beneh at the gate,  Everything
was clear to Atchmianov when he looked at the
windows and the policeman. He made up his
mind to go home, and set off in that direction, but
somehow  found himself near Nadyezhda Fvo-
dorovna’s lodgings again.  He sat down on the
beneh near the gate and took off his hat, fecling
that lus hiead was burning with jealousy and
resentment.

The clock in the town church only struck twice
in the twenty-four hours—at midday and mid-
night. Soon after it struck midnight he heard
hurried footsteps.

* To-morrow cvening, then, again at Muridov'’s,”
Atchmianov heard, and he recognized Kirilin's
voive. “ At cight o'clock; good-bye!”

Nadyezhda Fyodvrovna made her appearance
near the garden. Without noticing that Atch-
mianov was sitting on the bench, she passed beside
him like a shadow, opened the gate, and leaving
it open,*went into the house. In her own room
she lighted the candle and quickly undressed,
but instead of getting into bed, she sank on her
knees before a chair, flung her arms round it, and
rested her head on it.

It was past two when Laevsky came home,
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XvV.

Having made up his mind to lic, not al! at once
but piccemeal, Laevsky went soon after one o’clock
next day to Samoylenko to ask for the money that
he might be-sure to get off on Saturday. After
his hysterical attack, which had added an acute
feeling of shame to his depressed state of mind, it
was unthinkable to remain in the town. Tf
Samoylenko should insist on his conditions, he
thought it would be possible to agree to them and
take the money, and next day, just as he was
starting, to say that Nadyezhda Fyodorovna
refused to go. He-would be able to persuade her
that cvening that the whole arrangement would
be for her benefit. If Samoylenko, who was
obviously under the iniluence of Von Koren,
should refuse the money ultogether or make fresh
conditions, then be, Laevsky, would go off that
very evening in a cargo vessel, or even in a sailing-
boat, to Novy Athon or Novorossiisk, would send
from there an humiliating telegram, and would
stay there till his mother sent him the money for
the journey.

When he went into Samoylenko’s, he found
Von Korcn in the drawing-room. The zoologist
had just arrived for dinner, and, as usual, was
turning over the album and scrutinizing the
gentlemen in top-hats and the ladies in caps.

** How very unlucky !”’ thought Laevsky, seeing
him. ‘He may be in the way. Good-morning.”
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‘* Good-morning,” answered Von Koren, with-
out looking at him.

‘ Is Alexandr Daviditch at home ?”’

“ Yes, in the kitchen.”

Laevsky went into the kitchen, but seeing
from the door that Samoylenko was busy over
the salad, he went back into the drawing-room and
sat down. He always had a feeling of awkward-
ness in the zoologist's presence, and now he was
afraid there would be talk about his attack of
hysterics. There was more than a minute of
silence  Von Koren suddenly raised his eyes to
Laevsky and asked:

* How do you feel after yesterday ?”

“Very well indeed,” said Lausl\v, flushing.
““ It really was nothing much. . . .”

“ Until yesterday I thought it was only ladies
who had hysterics, and so at first I thought you
had $t. Vitus’s dance.”

Laevsky smiled ingratiatingly, and thought:

“ How indelicate on his part ! He knows quite
well how unpleasant it is for me. . . .”

“Yes, it was a ridiculous performance,” he
said, still smiling. “ I've been laughing over it
the whole morning. What's so curious in an

attack of hysterics is that you know it is absurd,
and are faughing at it in your heart, and at the
same time.you sob. In our neurotic age we are
the slaves of our nerves; they are our masters
and do as they like with us. Civilization has
"done us a bad turn in that way. . . .”

As Laevsky talked, he felt it disagreeable that
Von Koren listened to him gravely, and looked
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at him steadily and attentively as though studying
him; and he was vexed with himself that in spite
of his dislike of Von Koren, he could not banish
the ingratiating smile from his face. .

I must admit, though,”” he added, ** that there
were immediate canses for the attack, and quite
sufficient vnes too. My health has been terribly
shaky of late. To which one must add boredom,
constantly being hard up . . . the absence of
people and general interests. . . . My position
is worse than a governor’s.”

* Yes, your position is a fiopeless one,”” answered
Von Koren.

These calm, cold words, implying something
between a jeer and an uninvited prediction,
offcnded Laevsky. He recalled the zoologist's
cyes the evening before, full of mockery and disgust.
He was silent for a space an:d then asked, no longer
smiling:

“ How do you know anything of my position ?”

“You were only just speaking of it yourself.
Besides, your friends take such a warm interest
in you, that I am hearing about you all day long.”

“What friends ? Samoylenko, I suppose ?”

“Yes, he too.”

“1 wonld ask Alexandr Daviditch and my
friends in general not to trouble so muc¢h about
me."” .

“ Here is Samoylenko; you had better ask him
not to trouble so much about you.”

“1 don't understand your tome,” Laevsky
muttered, suddenly feeling as though he had only
just rcalized that the zoologist hated and despised
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him, and was jeering at him, and was his bitterest
and most inveterate cnemy.

“ Keep that tone for somcone else,” he said
softly, unable to speak aloud for the hatred with
which his chest and throat were choking, as they
had been the night before with laughter.

Samoyvlenko came in in his shirt-sleeves, crimson
and perspiring from the stifling kitchen,

“Ah, vou here ?” he said.  “ Good-morning,
my dear boy. Have you had dinner? Don't
stand on ceremony.  Have you had dinner 27

“ Alexandr Daviditeh,” said Laevsky, standing
up, “ though 1 did appeal to you to help me in a
privitc matter, it did not follow that I released
vou from the obligation of discretion and respect
for other people’s private affairs.”

“ What's this ?”" asked Samoylenko, in astonish-
ment.

*“If you have no money,” Laevsky went on,
raising his voice and shifting from one foot to
the other in his excitement, “ don’t give it; refuse
it. But why spread abroad in every back street
that my position is hopeless, and all the rest of
it? I can't endure such benevolence and friend'’s
assistance where there’s a shillings-worth of talk
for a ha'p’orth of help! You can boast of your
benevotence as much as yvou please, but no one
has given you the right to gossip abeut my private
affairs 1"

" What private affairs ?”’ asked Samoylenko,
puzzled and beginning to be angry. “ If you've
comc here to be abusive, you had better clear out.
You can come again afterwards!”

n 8
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He remembered the rule that when one is angry
with one’s neighbour, one must begin to count
a hundred, and one will grow calm again; and he
begnn rapidly counting.

‘I beg you not to trouble yourself about me,’
Laevsky went on. “ Don’t pay any attention
to me, and whose business is it what I do and how
Ilive? Yés, I want to go away. Yes, I get into
debt, I drink, I am living with another nan's wife,
I'm hysterical, I'm ordinary. I am not so pro--
found as some people, but whose business is that ?
Respect other people’s privacy.”

‘* Excuse me, brother,” said Samoylenko, who
had counted up to thirty-five, “ but . . .”

“ Respect other people’s individuality !” inter-
rupted Laevsky.- * This continual gossip about
other people’s affairs, this sighing and groaning
and cverlasting prying, this ecavesdropping, this
friendly sympathy . . . damnitall! Theylend me
money and make conditions as though I were a
schoolboy! I am treated as the devil knows what !
1 don't want anything,”” shouted Lacvsky, stagger-
ing with cxcitement and afraid that it might
end in another attack of hysterics. “I shan’t
get away on Saturday, then,” flashed through
his mind. *““I want nothing. All I ask of you
is to spare me your protecting care. - I'm not
a boy, and I'm not mad, and I beg you to leave
off looking after me.”

The deacon came in, and seeing Laevsky pale
and gesticulating, addressing his strange speech to
the portrait of Prince Vorontsov, stood still by
the door as though petrified.
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* This continual prying into my soul,” Laevsky
went on, ‘‘is insulting to my human dignity, and
I beg these volunteer detectives to give up their
spying! Enough!”

““What’s that . . . what did you say ?” said
Samoylenko, who had counted up to a hundred.
He turned crimson and went up to Laevsky. .

“It’s enough,” said Laevsky, breathing hard
and snatching up his cap.

“I'm a Russian doctor, a nobleman by birth,
and a civil councillor,” said Samoylenko emphatic-,
ally. ““I've never been a spy, and I allow no
one to insult me ! he shouted in a breaking voice,
emphaz.izing the last word.  * Hold your tongue !”’

The deacon, who had never scen the doctor so
majestic, so swelling with dignity, so crimson and
so ferocious, shut his mouth, ran out into the
entry and there exploded with laughter.

As though through a fog, Lacvsky saw Von
Koren get up and, putting his hands in his trouser-
pockets, stand still in an attitude of expectancy,
as though waiting to sce what would happen. This
calm attitude struck Laevsky as insolent and in-
sulting to the last degree.

“ Kindly take back your words,” shouted
Samoylenko.

* Laevsleyy, who did not by now remember what
his words were, answered:

. " Leave me alone! I ask for nothmg Al I
ask is that you and German upstarts of Jewish
origin should let me alone! Or I shall take
steps to make you! I will fight you!”

** Now we understand,” said Von Koren, coming
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from bcehind the table. ** Mr. Laevsky wants to
amuse himsclf with a duel before he gocs away.
I can give him that pleasure. Mr. Laevsky, I
accept vour challenge.”

A challenge,” said Laevsky, in a low voice,
going up to the zoologist and looking with hatred
at his swarthy brow and curly hair. ** A challunge ?
By «li means! 1 hate vou! 1 hate you!”

“ Delighted.  To-monrow morning  carly necar
Kerbalay's. 1 leave all details to your taste.
And now, elear out !

“1 hate you,” Lacvsky said softly, breathing
hard. I have bated vou a long while! A
duel ! Yoes!”

“ Get rid of him, Alexandr Daviditch, or clse
I'm going,”” said Von Keren.  “ He'll bite me.”

Von Korcn's cool tone calmed the doctor; he
scemed suddenly to come to himself, 1o recover his
reason; he put both arms round Lacvsky's waist,
an, leading him away thom the zoologist, muttered
in a friendly voire that shook with emotion:

“"My friends . . . dear, good . . . you've lost
your tewmpers and that’s enough . . . and that’s
enough, my friends.”

Hearing his soft, fricndly voice, Lacvsky felt
that somecthing unheard of, monstrous, had just
happened to him, as though he had been ncarly
run over by a train; he almost burst into tears,
waved his hand, and ran out of the room.

“ To feel that one is hated, to exposce oncself
beforc the man who hates one, in the most pitiful,
contemptible, helpless state. My God, how hard
it is!” he thought a little while afterwards as
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he sat in the pavilion, feeling as though his body
were scarred by the hatred of which he had just
been the object.

" How coarse it is, my God !"

Cold water with brandy in it revived him. He
vividly pictured Von Koren's calm, haughty face;
his eves the day before, his shirt like a rug, his
voice, his white hand; and heavy, passionate,
hungry hatred rankled in his breast and clamoured
for satislaction. In his thoughts he felled Von
Koren to the ground, and trampled him under-
foot. He remembered to the minutest detail all
that had happened, and wondered how he could
have smiled ingratintingly to that insignificant
man, and how he could care for the opinion of
wretched  petty  people whom  nobody  knew,
living in a miserable litte town which was not, it
scened, even on the map, and of which not one
decent person in Petersburg had heard. 11 this
wretched little town suddenly fell into ruins or
caught fire, the telegram with the news would be
read in Russia with no more interest than an
advertisement of the sale of second-hand furniture.
Whether he killed Von Koren next day or left him
alive, it would be just the same, equally useless
and uninteresting.  Better to shoot him in the leg
or hand, wound him, then laugh at him, and let
him, like an inscct with a broken leg lost in the
grass—Ilet him be lost with his obscure sufferings
in the crowd of insignificant people like himself.

Laevsky went to Sheshkovsky, told him all
about i, and asked him to be his second; then
they both went to the supcrintendent of the
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postal telegraph department, and asked him, too,
to be a second, and stayed to dinner with him.
At dinner there was a great dealof jokingand laugh-
ing. Laevsky made jests at his own expense, say-
ing he hardly knew Low to fire off a pistol, calling
himself a royal archer and William Tell.

“We must give this gentleman a lesson . .
he said.

After dinner they sat down to c'trds Laevsky
played, drank wine, and thought that duelling
was stupid and senscless, as it did not decide the
question but only complicated it, but that it was
sometimes impossible 10 get on without it. In
the given case, for instance, one could not, of
course, bring an action against Von Koren. And
this duel was so far good in that it made it im-
possible for I.aevsky to remain in the town after-
wards. He got a little drunk and interested in
the game, and felt at casc.

But when the sun had set and it grew dark, he
was possessed by a fecling of uneasiness. It was
not fear at the thought of death, because while
he was dining and playing cards, he had for
some reason a confident helief that the ducl would
end in nothing; it was dread at the thought of
somethmg unknown which was to happen next
morning for the first time in his life, ald dread
of the coming night. . . . He knew that the-
night would be long and sleepless, and that he
would have to think not only of Von Koren and
his hatred, but also of the mountain of lies which
he had to get through, and which he had not
strength or ability to dispense with. It was
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as though he had been taken suddenly ill; all at
once he lost all interest in the cards and in people,
grew restless, and began asking them to let him
go home. He was eager to get into bed, to lie
without moving, and to prepare his thoughts for
the night. Sheshkovsky and the postal super-
intendent saw him home and went on to Von
Koren's to arrange about the duel.

Near his lodgings Lacvsky met Atchmianov.
The young man was breathless and excited.

“I am looking for you, Ivan Andreitch,” he
said. “‘1 beg you to come quickly. . . .”

“ Where ?”

“ Someone wants to see you, somcone you don't
know, about very important business ;- he carnestly
begs you to come for a minute. He wants to
speak to you of something. . .. For him it's
a question of life and death. . . "

In his excitement Atchmianov spoke in a strong
Armenian accent.

“Who is it ?”" asked Laevsky.

* He asked me not to tell you his name.”

“ Tell him I'm busy; to-morrow, if he likes. . . .

"“How can you!” Atchmianov was aghast.
“ He wants to tell you something very important
for you ... very. important! If you don't
come, Something dreadful will happen.”

‘ Strange . . .” muttered Laevsky, unable to
understand why Atchmianov was so excited and
what mysterics there could be in this dull, useless
little town.

** Strange,” he repeated in hesitation. ‘‘ Come
along, though; I don’t care.”
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Atchmianov walked rapidly on ahcad and
Lacvsky followed him. They walked down a
street, then turned into an alley.

“What a bure this is ! said Laevsky.

“ One minute, one minute . . . it’s near.”

Near the old rampart they went down a narrow
alley between two empty enclosures, then they
came into a sort of large vard and went towards
a small house.

“ That's Muridov's, isn't it 2" asked Laevsky.

“Yus.”

“ But why we've come by the back vaids 1
don’t understand.  We might have come by the
street; it's nearer. .Y

* Never mind, never mind. . ..

It struck Lacviky as strange, too, that Atch-
mianov led him-to a back entrance, and motioned
to him as though bidding him go quictly and hold
his tongue.

“This way, this way . . ." said Atchmianov,
cautiously opening thu door and going imwo the
passage on tiptoc. Ulll(.tl), quietly, 1 bLg
you . . . they may hear.’

He llstcncd drew a deep breath and said in a
whisper:

‘ ()pcn that door, and goin . . . don’t be afraid.”

Laevsky, puzzled, opened the door and went into’
a room with a low ceiling and curtained windows.

There was a candle on the table.

“What do you want ?’* asked someone in the
next room. ‘' Is it you, Muridov ?”

Lacvsky turned into that room and saw Kirilin,
and beside him Nadyezhda Fyodorovna.
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He didn’t hear what was said to him; he stag-
gered back, and did not know how he found
himself in the street.  IHis hatred for Von Koren
and his uncasiness- all had vanished from his
soul.  As he went home e waved his right arm
awkwardly and looked carcefully at the ground
under his feet, trving to step where it was smooth.
At home in his study he walked baeckwards and
forwards, 1ubbing his hands, and awkwardly
shugging his shoulders and neck, as though his
jacket and shirt were too tight: thon he lighted
a candle and sat down to the table. . ..

XVIL.

“The humane stwldics * of which you speak
will only satisfy human thought when, as they
advance, they meet the exact scienees and progress
gide by side with them.  Whether they will meet
under a new microscope, or in the monologues of
a new Hamlet, or in a new religion, I do not
know, but 1 expect the carth will he covered with
a crust of ice before it comes to pass. Of all
humane learning the most durable and living is,

,of cowse, the teaching of Christ; but look how
differeiftly even that is interpreted ! Some teach
that we must love all our neighbours but make
an exception of soldiers, criminals, and lunatics.
They allow the first to be killed in war, the
second to be isolated or executed, and the third
they forbid to marry., Other interpreters teach
.that we must love all our ncighbours without
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exception, with no distinction of plus or minus.
According to thcir teaching. if a consumptive or
a murdercr or an cpileptic asks your daughter
in marriage, you must let him have her. If
crélins go to war against the physically and
mentally healthy, don’t defend yourselves.  This
advocacy of love for love's sake, like art for art’s
sake, if it could have power, would bring mankind
in the long run to complete extinction, and so
would become the vastest crime that has ever been
committed upon carth. There are verv many
interpretations, and since there are many of them,
serious thought is not satisfied by any one of them,
and hastens to add its own individual interpreta-
tion to the mass. For that reason vou should
never put a question on a philosophical or so-called
Christian basis; by so doing you only remove
the question further from solution.”

The deacon listened to the zoologist atientively,
thought a little, and asked:

‘“Have the philosophers invented the moral
law which is innate in every man, or did God
create it together with the body ?”'

“1 don't know. But that law is so universal
among all peoples and all ages that I fancy we
ought to recognize it as organically connected with
man. It is not invented, but exists and will
exist. 1 don't tell vou that onc day it will be
seen under the microscope, but its organic connec-
tion is shown, indeed, by evidence: serious affec-
tions of the brain and all so-called mental diseases,
to the best of my belief, show themselves first
of all in the perversion of the moral law.”
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" Good. So then, just as our stomach bids us
eat, our moral scnse bids us love our neighbours.
Is that it ? But our natural man through self-
love opposes the voice of conscience and reason,
and this gives rise to many brain-racking questions.
To whom ought we to turn for the solution of those
questions if you forbid us to put them on the
philosophic basis ?*

“Turn to what little exact science we have,
Trust to evidence and the logic of facts. It is
true it is but little, but, on the other hand, it is
less fluid and shifting than philosophy. The moral
law, let us suppose, demands that you love your
neighbour. Well? Love ought to show itself
in the removal of everything which in one way
or another is injurious to men and threatens them
with danger in the present or in the future. Our
knowledge and the evidence tells us that the morally
and physically abnormal are a menace to humanity.
If so you must struggle against the abnormal; if
you are not able to raise them to the normal
standard, you must have strength and ability to
render them harmless—that is, to destroy them.”

“ So love consists in the strong overcoming the
weak.”

** Undoubtedly.” .

‘“Buf you know the strong crucified our Lord
Jesus Christ,” said the deacon hotly.

* The fact is that those who crucified Him were
not the strong but the weak. Human culture
weakens and strives to nullify the struggle for
existence and natural selection; hence the rapid
advancement of the weak and their predominance
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over the strong. Imagine that you succeeded in
instilling into Dbees humanitarian ideas in their
crude and elementary form. What would come
of it 2 The drones who ought to be killed would
remain alive, woulld devour the honey, would
corrupt and stifle the bees, resulting in the pre-
dominance of the weak over the strong and the
degeneration of the latter. The same process is
taking place now with humanity; the weak are
oppressing the strong.  Among savages untouched
by civilization the strongest, cleverest, and most
moral takes the lead; heis the chief and the master.
But we civilized men have erucified Christ, and
we go on crucifying Him, so there is something
Iucking in us. . .. And that something one
ought to raisc up in ourselves, or there will be no
«nd to these enors.”

* But what criterion have vou to distinguish the
strong from the weak ?”

*Knowledge and ciidence. The tuberculous
and the scrofulous are recognized by their discases,
and the insane and the immoral by their actions,”

“ But mistakes miay be made "

“Yes, but it’s no use to be afraid of getting
your feet wet when you are threatened with the
deluge V'

“ That's philosophy,” laughed the deacen.

“ Not a bit of it.  You are so corrupted by your
seminary philosophy that you want to sce nothing
but fog in everything. The abstract studies with
which your .youthful head is stuffed ave called
abstract just because they abstract your minds
from what is obvious. Look the devil straight
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in the eye, and if he’s the devil, tell him he’s the
devil, and don’t go calling to Kant or Hegel for
explanations.”

The zoologist paused and went on:

“Twice two's four, and a stone’s a stone.
Here to-morrow we have a duel. You and 1 will
say it's stupid and absurd, that the duel is out of
date, that there is no real difference between the
aristocratic duel and the drunken brawl in the
pot-house, and yet we shall not stop, we shall go
there and fight.  So there is some force stronger
than our reasoning.  We shout that war is plunder,
robbery, atrocity, fratricide; we cannot louk upon
bloud without fainting; but the Lrench or the
Germans have only to insult us for us to feel at
once an exaltation of spirit; in the most genuine
way we shout * Hurrah !’ and rush to attack the
foec.  You will invoke the blessing of God on our
weapons, and our valour will arouse universal and
general enthusiasm.  Again it follows that there
is a force, if not higher, at any rate stronger, than
us and our philesophy. We can no more stop it
than that cloud which is moving upwards over
the sea.  Don't be hypocritical, don’t make a long
nose at it on the sly; and don't say, ‘ Ah, uld-
fashioned, stupid! Ah, it’s inconsistent with
Scripture " but look it straight in the face, recog-
nize its rational lawfulness, and when, for instance,
it wants to destroy a rotten, scrofulous, corrupt
race, don't hinder it with your pilules and mis-
understood quotations from the Gospel. Lcskov
has a story of a conscientious Danila who found a
leper outside the town, and fed andwarmed him
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in the name of love and of Christ. If that Danila
had really loved humanity, he would have dragged
the leper as far as possible from the town, and would
have flung him in a pit, and would have gone to
save the healthy. Christ, I hope, taught us a
rational, intelligent, practical love.”

* Whar a [ellow you are !” laughed the deacon.
“ You don't believe in Christ. Why do you mention
His name so often ?”

“Yes, I do believe in Him. Only, of course, in
my own way, not in yours. Oh, deacon, deacon !”
laughed the zoologist; he put his arm round the
deacon’s waist, and said gaily: *“ Well? Are you
coming with us to the duel to-morrow #”

My orders don’t allow it, or clse I should come.”

* What do you mean by * orders ’ 2"

“ T have been consecrated. 1 am in a state of
grace.”

“ Oh, decacon, deacon,” repeated Von Koren,
laughing, ““ I love taiking to you.”

““You say you have faith,” said the deacon.
“What sort of faith is it? Why, 1 have an
uncle, a priest, and he believes so that when in
time of drought he goes out into the ficlds to pray
for raun, he takes his umbrella and leather over-
coat for fear of getting wet through on his way -
home. That’s faith! When he speaks of Christ,.
his face is full of radiance, and all the peasants,
men and women, weep floods of tears. He would
stop that cloud and put all those forces you talk
about to flight. "Yes . . . faith moves mountains.”

The deacon laughed und slapped the zoologist
on the shoulder.
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“Yes . . ."” he went on; “ here you are teaching
all the time, fathoming the depths of the ocean,
dividing the weak and the strong, writing books
and challenging to duels—and everything remains
as it is; but, behold! some feeble old man will
mutter just one word with a holy spirit, or a new
Mahomet, with.a sword, will gallop from Arabia,
and everything will be topsy-turvy, and in Furope
not one stone will be left standing upun another.”

“Well, deacon, that’s on the knees of the
gods.” :

*“ Faith without works is dead, but works
without faith are worse still—mere waste of time
and nothing more.”

The doctor came into sight on the sea-front.
He saw the deacon and the zoologist, and went up
to them.

“1 believe everything is ready,” he said,
breathing hard. “ Govorovsky and Boyko will
be the seconds. They will start at five o’clock in
the morning. How it has clouded over,” le said,
looking at the sky. “* One can sce nothing; there
will be rain directly.”

“1 hope you are coming with us?” said the
zoologist.

“ No, God preserve me; I'm worried enough as
dt is. Uistimovitch is going instead of me. I've
spoken to him already.”

Far over the sea was a flash of lightning, followed
by a hollow roll of thunder. :

‘*“ How slifling it is before a storm !” said Von
Koren. I bet you've been to Laevsky already
and have been weeping on his bosom.”

”
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“Why should I go to him?" answered the
doctor in confusion. *“ What next 2"

Before sunset he had walked several times along
the boulevard and the street in the hope of mecting
Lacvsky. He was ashamed of his hastiness and
the sudden outburst of triendliness which had
followed it.  He wanted to apologize to Lacvsky
in a joking tone, to give him a good talking to, to
soothe him and to tell him that the duel was a
survival of medieval barbarism, but that Provi-
dence itself bad brought them to the duel as a
means of reconciliation; that the next day, both
being splendid and highly intelligent puople, they
would, after exchanging shots, appreciate each
other’s noble qualitics and would become friends.
But he could not come across Lacvsky.

“ What should T go and sce him for ?* repeated
Samaylenko. ' I did not insult him: he insulted
me.  Tell me, please, why he attacked me.  What
harm had I done him? I go into the drawing-
room, and, all of a swdden, without the least
provocation: *Spy ! There’s a nice thing ! Tell
me, how did it begin?  What did you say to
him ?"

“I told him his position was hopeless. And
T was right. It is only honest men or scoundrels
who can find an escape from any position, but
onc who wants to be at the sume time an honest
man and a scoundrel—it is a hopeless position.
But it’s eleven o'clock, gentlemen, and we have to
be up carly to-morrow.”

There was a sudden gust of wind; it blew up
the dust on the sea-front, whirled it round in
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'eddles. with a howl that drowned the roar of thq
sea.

‘A squall,” said the deacon. “ We must g0:
in, our eyes are getting full of dust.”

As they went, Samoylenko sighed and, holdmg
" his hat, said:

“ I suppose I shan’t sleep to-night.”

“Don’t you agitate wvourself,” laughed the-_
zoologist. “ You can set your mind at rest;
the duel will end in nothing. Laevsky will
magnnimously fire into the air-—he can do
nothing elsc; and I dare say I shall not firc at all.
To be arrested and lose my time on Laevsky's
account-—the gam.’s not worth the candle. By.
the way, what is the punishmont for dueclling ?”* '

“ Arrest, and in the case of the death of your
oppon:nt a maximum of threc years’ imprison-
ment in the fortress.”

* Tne fortress of St. Peter and St. Paul ?”*

* No, in a military fortress, I believe.””

* Though this fine gentleman ought to have a
lesson !” ’
. Behind them on the sea, there was a flash of
lightning, which for an instant lighted up the.
.roofs of the houses and the mountains. Tha
‘friends parted ncar the boulevard. When the
"doctor disappeared in the darkness and his steps
.had died away, Von Koren shouted to him: '

‘1 only hope the weather won't interfere w1th
.us to-morrow !’ )
“ *“Very likely it will! Please God it may !"

* Good-night !” -

' What about the night ? What do you say ?”’:<

3 . Foaw’ AF

.
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In the roar of the wind and the sea and the
crashes of thunder, it was difficult to hear.

“It’s nothing,” shouted the zoologist, and
hurried home.

XVII.

* Upon my mind, weighed down with woe,
Crowd thoughts, a heavy multitude:
In silence memory unfolds
Her long, long scroll before my eyes.
Lcathing and shuddering 1 curse
And bitterly lament in vain,
And Dbitter though the tears 1 weep
1 do not wash those lines away.”’
Pusnkis.
Whether they killed him next morning. or
mocked at him—that is, left him his life—he was
ruined, anyway. Whether this disgraced woman
killed herself in her shame and despair, or dragged
on her pitiful existence, she was ruined, anyway.
So thought Laevsky as he sat at the table late
in the evening, still rubbing his hands. The
windows suddenly blew open with a bang; a
violent gust of wind burst into the room, and the
papers fluttered from the table. Lacvsky closed
the windows and bent down to pick up the papers.
He was aware of something new in his body, a
sort of awkwardness he had not felt before, and
his movements were strange to him. He moved
timidly, jerking with his elbows and shrugging
his shoulders; and when he sat down to the table .
again, he again began. rubbing his hands. His
body had lost its suppleness.
On the eve of death one ought to write to one’s
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nearest relation. Laevsky thought of this. He
took ‘a pen and wrotc with a tremulous hand:

* Mother !’

He wanted to write to beg his mother, for the
sake of the merciful God in whom she believed,
that she would give shelter and bring a little
warmth and kindness into the life of the unhappy
woman who, by his doing, had l:cen disgraced
and was in solitude, poverty, and wvakness,
that she would forgive and forget everything,
everything, cverything, and by her sacrifice
atone to some extent for her son’s terrible sin.
But he remembered how his mother, a stout,
heavily-built old woman in a lace cap, used to go
out into the garden in the morning, followed by
her companion with the lap-dog; how she used
to shout in a peremptory way to the gardener
and the servants, and how proud and haughty
her face was— -hie remembered all this and scratched
out the word he had written.

There was a vivid flash of lightning at all three
windows, and it was followed by a prolonged,
deafening roll of thunder, beginning with a hollow
1umble and ending with a crash so violent that
all the window-panes rattled. Laevsky got up,
went to the window, and pressed his forchead
"againsf thc pane. There was a fierce, magni-
ficent storm. On the horizon lightning-flashes
were flung in white streams from the storm-clouds
into the sca, lighting up the high, dark waves over
the far-away expanse, And to right and to left,
and, no doubt, over the house too, the lightning
flashed.
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Thz, storm !”’ whispered Laevsky; he had a long--f
ing to pray to someone or to something, if only to
the lightning or the storm-clouds. * Dearstorm!”

He remembered how as a boy he used to run
out into the garden without a hat on when there
was a storm, and how two fair-haired girls with
blue eyes used to run after him, and how they got
wei through with the rain; they laughed with
delight, but when there was a loud peal of thunder,
the girls used to ncstle up to the boy confidingly,
while he crossed himself and made haste to repeat:
“ Holy, holy, holy. . ..” Oh, where had they
vanished to! In what sca were they drowned,
those dawning days of pure, fair lifc? lHe had
no fear of the storm, no love of nature now; he
had no God. All the confiding girls he had ever
known had by now been ruined by him and those
like him. All his life he had not planted one tree
in his own garden, nor grown onc blade of grass;
and living among the hiving, he had not saved one
fly; he had done nothing but destroy and ruin,
and lie, lie. . . .

 What in my past was not vice ?” he asked him-
self, trying to clutch at some bright memory as a
man {alling down a precipice clutches at the hushes

School ? The university ? But that was a.
sham. He had neglected his work and forgotten
what he had learnt. The service of his country ?
That, tvo, was a sham, for he did nothing in the
Service, took a salary for doing nothing, and it was*
an abominable swindling of the State for which
one was not punished. .

He had no craving for truth, and had not-
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'sought it; spellbound by vice and lymg. his-
conscience had slept or been silent. Like a
stranger, like an alien from another planet, he
had taken no part in the common life of men,
had been indifferent to their sufferings, their ideas,
their religion, their sciences, their strivings, and
their struggles.  He had not said one good word,
not written one line that was not useless and
vulgar; he had not done his fellows one ha’p’orth of
service, but had eaten their bread, drunk their
wine, seduced their wives, lived on their thoughts,
and to justify his contemptible, parasitic life in
their eves and in his own, he had always tried
to assume an air of being higher and better than
thev. Lies, lies, lies. . . .

He vividly remeinbered what he had seen that
evening at Muridov’s, and he was in an insufferable
anguish of loathing and misery. Kirilin and
Atchimianov were loathsome, but'they were only
continuing what he had begun; they were his
accomplices and his disciples. This young weak
woman had trusted him more than a brother,
and he had deprived her of her hushand, of her

" friends and of her country, and had brought her

here-—to the heat, to fever, and to boredom;

and from day to day she was bound to reflect, like

a mirrdr, his idleness, his viciousness and falsity—

~and that was all she had had to fill her weak, "
listless, pitiable life. Then he had grown sick of
her, had begun to hate her, but had not had the

" pluck to abandon her, and he had tried to entangle
her more and more closely in a web of lies. . . .’
.These men had done the rest.

Cers
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Laevsky sat at the table, then got up and went to
-the window; at one minute he put out the candle
and then he lighted it again. He cursed himself
aloud. wept and wailed, and asked forgiveness;
several times he ran to the table in despair, and
wrote:

‘ Mother !”

Except his mother, he had no relations or near
friends; but how could his mother help him?
And where was she? He had an impulse to run
to Nadyczhda Fyodorovna, to fall at her feet, to
kiss her hands and feet, to beg her forgivencss;
but she was his victim, and he was afriid of her
as though she were dead.

“ My life is ruined,” hec repeated, rubbing his
hands. “ Why-am T still alive, my God! . ..”

He had c:ast out of heaven his dim star; it had
fallen, and its track was lost in the darkness of
night. It would never return to the sky again,
becausc life was given only once and never came
a second time. If he could have turned back the
days and ycass of the past, he would have replaced
the falsity with truth, the idleness with work, the
boredom with happiness; he would have given
back purity to those whom he had robbed of it.
He would have found God and goodness, but that
was as impossible as to put back the fallen star
into the sky, and because it was impossible he
‘'was in despair.

When the storm was over, he sat by the open
window and thought calmly of what was befere
him.” Von Koren would most likely kill him. The
man’s clear, cold theery of life justified the
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destruction of the rotten and the useless; if itf
chariged at the crucial moment, it would be the
hatred and the repugnance that Laevsky inspired
in him that would save him. If he missed his
aim or, in mockery of his hated opponent, only
wounded him, or fired in the air, what could he
do then?  Where could he go?

“Go to Petersburg ?”’ Laevsky asked limself,
But that would mcan beginning over again the
old life which he cursed. And the man who seeks
salvation in change of place like a migrating bird
would find nothing anywhere, for all the world is
alike to him. Scck salvation in men? In whom
and how ?  Samoylenko’s kindness and génerosity
could no more save him than the deacon’s laughter
or Von Koren's hatred. He must look for salva-
tion in himsclf alone, and if there were no finding
it, why waste time ? He must kill himself, that
was all. . .. .

He heard the sound of a carriage. It was getting
light. The carriage passed by, turned, and
crunching on the wet sand, stopped near the house.
There were two men in the carriage.

“ Wait a minute; I'm coming directly,” Laevsky
said to them out of the window. ** I’'m not asleep.
Surely it’s not time yet ?” )

‘' Ygs, it's four o’clock. By the time we get
there . . .”

Laaevsky put on his overcoat and cap, put some
cigarettes in his pocket, and stood still hesitating.
He felt as though there was something else he
must do. In the street the seconds talked in
low voices and the horses snorted, and this sound
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ﬁgn the damp, early morning, when everybody
~was asleep and light was hardly dawning in the
sky, filled Laevsky’s soul with a disconsolate
feeling which was like a presentiment of evil. He
stood for a little, hesitating, and we'lt into the
bedroom.

Nadyezhda Fyodorovna was lying stretched out
on the bed, wrapped from head to foot in a rug.
She did not stir, and her whole appearance,
especially her head, suggisted an  Egyptian
mummy. Looking at her in silence, Laevsky
mentally asked her forgivencss, and thought that-
if the heavens were not empty and there really
were a Gud, then He would save her; it there were
no God, then she had better perish-—therc was
.nothing for her.to-live for.

All at once she jumped up, and sat up in bed.
Lifting her pale face and looking with horror

at Laevsky, she asked: -
“Isit you? Isthestorm over?”
" Yes ”»

She remembered; put both her hands to her
head and shuddered all over. .

" How miserable I am!” she said. “If only
you knew how miscrable I am! I cxpected,”
she went on, half closing her eyes, ** that you would
“kill me or turn me out of the house into the rain
and storm, but you delay . . . delay .

*Warmly and impulsively he put his arms round
her and covered her knees and hands with kisses.

“Then when she muttered something and shuddered
with:the thought of the: past, he stroked her hair,
and'looking into her face, realized that this un-
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happy, sinful woman was the onc creature near
and dear to him, whom no-one could replace.
When he went out of the house and got into the
carriage he wanted to return Lome alive.

XVIII.

The deacon got up, dressed, took his thick
gnarled stick and slipped quietly out of the house.
It was dark, and for the first minute when he
went into the street, he could not even see his
white stick. There was not a single star in the
sky, and it looked as though there would be rain
again. There was a smell of wet sand and sea.

“It’s to be hoped that the mountaineers won’t
attack us,” thought the deacon, hearing the tap
of the stick on the pavement, and noticing how
loud and lonely the taps sounded in the stillness
of the night.

When he got out of town, he began to sce hoth
the road and his stick. Here and there in the
black sky there were dark cloudy patches, and soon
a star peeped out and timidly blinked its one eye.
The deacon walked along the high rocky coast and
did not see the sea; it was slumbering “below, and
s unsegn waves bfoke languidly and heavily on
the shore, as though sighing * Ouf!” and how
_slowly ! One wave brokc—the deacon had time
" to count eight steps; then another broke, and six
steps; later a third. As before, nothing could be
seen, and in the darkness one could hear the
languid, drowsy drone of the sea. One could
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hear the infinitely far-away, inconceivable time
when God moved above chaos.

The deacon felt uncanny. He hoped God would
not punish him for keeping company with infidels,
and even going to look at their duels. The duel
would be nonsensical, bloodless, absurd, but
however that might be, it was a heathen spectacle,
and it was altogether unseemly for an ecclesiastical
person to be present at it. He stopped and
wondered- should he go back? But an intense,
restless curiosity triumphed over his doubts, and
he went on.

“Though they are infidels, they are good
people, and will be saved,” he assured himself.
“They arc sure to be saved,” he said aloud,
lighting a cigarette.

By what standard must one measure men's
qualities, to judge righily of them ? The deacon
remembered his eneniy, the inspector of the clerical
school, who believed in God, lived in chastity, and
did not fight duels; but he used to feed the deacon
on bread with sand in it, and on one occasion
almost pulled off the deacon’s ear. If human
life was so artlessly constructed that everyone
respected this cruel and dishonest inspector who
stole the Government flour, and his health and
salvation were prayed for in the schools, was it
just to shun such men as Von Koren and Laevsky,
simply because they were unbelievers? The
deacon was weighing this question, but he recalled
how absurd Samoylenko had looked yesterday,
and that broke the thread of his ideas. What
fun they would have next day! The deacon
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.imagined how he would sit under a bush and look
on, and when Von Koren began boasting next
day at dinner, he, the dcacon, would begin laughing -
and telling him all the details of the duel.

“ How do you know all about it ?*’ the zoologist
would ask.

“ Well, there you are! I stayed at home, but
I know all ahout it.”

It would be nice to write a comic description
of the ducl. His father-in-law would read it
and laugh. A good story, told or written, was
more than meat and drink to his father-in-law.

The valley -of the Yellow River opened before
him. The stream was broader and fiercer for
the rain, and instead of murmuring as before, it
was raging. It began to get light. The grey,
dingy morning, and the clouds racing towards the
woest to overtake the storm-clouds, the mountains
girt with mist, and the wet trees, all struck the
deacon as ugly and sinister. He washed at the
brook, repcated his morning prayer, and felt a
longing for tea and hot rolls, with sour cream,
which werc served every morning at his father-in-
law’s. He remembered his wife and the '‘ Days
past Recall,” which she played on the piano.
What sort of woman was she ? His wife had been
fntrodueed, betrothed, and married to him all
in one week: he had lived with her less than a
month when he was ordered here, so that he had
not had time to find out what she was like. All
the same, he rather missed her.

* I must write her a nice letter . . .” he thought.

The flag on the duhan hung limp, soaked by
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the rain, and the dwhan itself with its wet roof.
s¢emed darker and lower than it had been before.
. Near the door was standing a cart; Kérbalay, with
.two mountaineers and a young Totar woman in
trousers—no doubt Kerbalay’s wife or danghter-—.
were bringing sacks of something out of the duhan,
and putting them on maize straw in the cart.

Near the cart stood a pair of asses hanging their
heads. When they had put in all the sucks, the
mountaincers and the Tatar woman began cover-
ing them over with straw, while Kerbalay began
hurricdly harnessing the asscs.

** Smuggling, perhaps,” thought the deacon. .

Here was the fallen tree with the dried pine--
needles, here was the blackened patch from the
fir,: ' He renrembered the picnic and all its
incidents, the fire, the singing of the mountaineers, '
his sweet dreams of hccoming a bishop, and of
the Church procession. . . . The Black River
had grown blacker and broader with the rain.
The deacon walked cautiously over the narrow:
bridge, which by now was reached by the topmost
crests of the dirty water, and went up through the
little copse to the drying-shed.

“A splendid head.” he thought, stretching
himseli on the straw, and thinking of Von Koren.
“ A fine head—God grant him health; orly thert
is cruelty in him. . . . .

Why did he hate Laevsky and Laevsky hate
him? Why were they going to fight a duel?
If from their childhood they had known poverty
as the deacon had; if they had been brought up
among ignorant, hard-hcarted, grasping, coarse
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and ill-mannered people who g'rudged you ‘a crust
of bread, who spat on the floor and hiccoughed
at dinner and at praycrs; if they had not been
‘spoilt from childhood by the pleasant surroundings
sand the select circle of friends they lived in—
how they would have rushed at cach other, how
readily they would have overlooked cach other’s
shortcomings and would have prized cach nther’s
strong points! Why, how few even outwardly
decent people there were in the world! It was
true that Lacvsky was flighty, dissipated, queer,
but he did not steal, did not spit loudly on the
floor; he did not abuse his wife and say, ““ You'll
cat il you burst, but you don’t want to work;”
he would not beat a child with reins, or give his
servants stinking meat to cat—surely this was
rcason cnough to be indulgent to him ? Besides,
he was the chief sufferer from his failings, like a
‘sick man from his sores.  Instead of being led by
buredom and some sort of misunderstanding to
look for degenceracy, extinction, heredity, and other
such incomprehensible things in cach other, would
they not do better to stoop a little lower and turn
their hatred and anger where whole streets re-
sounded with moanings from coarse ignorance,
greed, scolding, impurity, swearing, the shricks
Yf women. . . .

The sound of a carriage interrupted the deacon’s
thoughts. He glanced out of the door and saw a
carriage and in it three persons: Laevsky, Shesh-
kovsky, and the superintendent of the post-
.office.

. ' Stop !"" said Sheshkovsky.
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All three got out of the carriage and looked at
one another.

“They are not here yet,” said Sheshkovsky,
shaking the mud off. “Well? Till the show
begins, let us go and find a suitable spot; there's
not room to turn round here.”

They went further up the river and soon vanished
from sight. The Tatar driver sat in the carriage
with his head resting on his shoulder and fell
asleep.  After waiting ten ‘minutes the deacon
came out of the drying-shed, and taking off his
black hat that he might not be noticed, he began
threading his way among the bushes and strips
of maize along the bank, crouching and looking
about him. The grass and maize were wet, and
big drops fell on his head from the trees and
bushes. “ Disgraceful I he muttered, picking
up his wet and muddy skirt.  ““ Had I realized
it, I would not have come.” '

Soon he heard veices and caught sight of them.
Laevsky was walking rapidly to and fre in the
small glade with bowed back and hands thiust in
his -sleeves, his scconds were standing at the
water’s vdge, rolling cigarettes.

‘“ Strange,” thought the deacon, not recognizing
Lacvsky’s walk; ‘‘ he looks like an old man. . . .”

" How rude it is of them!” said the superi-
tendent of the post-office, looking at his watch,
“ It may be learned manners to be late, but to
my thinking it’s hoggish.”

Sheshkovsky, a stout man with a black beard,
listened and said: ’

‘“ They're coming !”
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XIX.

“It’s the first time in my life I've seen it !
How glorious !’ said Von Koren, pointing to the
glade and stretching out his hands to the east.
* Look: green ravs!”

In the cast behind the mountaius rose two
green streaks of light, and it really was beautiful.
The sun was rising. .

*“ Good-morning 1" the zoologist went on, nod-
ding to Lacvsky's seconds. “ I'm not late am
[ ?’l

He was followed by his seronds, Bovkn and
Govorovsky, two very voung officers of the same
height, wearing white tunics, and Ustimovitch,
the thin, unsociable doctor; in one hand he had
a bag of some sort, and in the other had, as usual,
a cance which he held behind him. Laying the
bag on the ground and greeting no one, he put
the other hand, too, behind his back and began
pacing up and down the glade.

Laevsky felt the exhaustion and awkwardness
of a man who is soon perhaps to die, and is for
that recason an object of general attention. He
wanted to be killed as svon as possible or taken
home. “He saw the sunrisc now for the first
time in his life; the early morning, the green rays
of light, the dampness, and the men in wet boots,
seemed to him to have nothing to do with his life,
to be superfluous and embarrassing. All this
had no connection with the night he had been
through, with his thoughts and his feeling of
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-‘gullt and so he would have gladly gone away ;

without waiting for the duecl.

S Na

Von Koren was noticeably excited ‘and tried .

to conceal it, pretending that he was more inter-

ested in the grcen light than anything. The’
seconds were confused, and looked at one another™
as though wondering why they were here and what

they were to do.

“ 1 imagine, gentlemen, there is no need for us

to go further,” said Sheshkovsky. ‘‘ This place
will do.”

*“Yes, of course,” Von Koren agreed.

A silence followed. Ustimovitch, pacing to
and fro, suddenly turned sharply to Lacvsky and
said in a low voice, breathing into his face:

*“ They have very likely not told you my terms

yet. Each side is to pay me fiftcen roubles, and -

in the case of the death of one party, the survivor
is to pay thirty.”

Laevsky was already acquainted with the man,
but now fur the first time he had a distinct view

of his lustreless eyes, his stiff moustaches, and

wasted, consumptive neck; he was a money-
grubber, not a doctor ; his breath had an unpleasant
smell of beef.

“ What people there are in the world !” thought .'

Lacvsky, and answered: * Very good.” *

The doctor nodded and began pacing to and’

fro again, and it was cvident he did not need
the moncy at all, but simply asked for it from

hatred. Everyone felt it was time to begin, or’
to end what had been be cgun, but instead of begin-.
ning or ending, they stood about, moved to and-
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fro and smoked. The young oﬁ‘icers. who were .
present at a duel for the first time in their lives,
and even now hardly believed in this civilian and, '
to their thinking, unnecessary duel, looked critic-
ally at their tunics and stroked their sleeves.
Sheshkowsky went up to them and said softly:

‘ Gentlemen, we must use every effort to prevent -
this duel; they ought to be reconciled.”

He flushed crimson and added:

.- " Kirilin was at my rooms last night complaining
that Lacvsky had found him with Nadyezhda
Fyodorovna, and all that sort of thing.”

“ Yes. we know that too,” said Boyko.

“ Well, you sec, then . . . Laevsky’s hands are
trembling and all that sort of thing . . . he can
scarcely hold a pistol now. To fight with him is
as inhuman as to fight a man who is drunk or
who has typhoid. If a reconciliation cannot be
arranged, we ought to put off the duel, gentlemen,
or something. . . . It’s such asickening business,
I can’t bear to see it.”

* Talk to Von Koren.”

T don’t know the rules of duelling, damnation

:take them, and I don’t want to either; perhaps
he’ll imagine Laevsky funks it and has sent me

- t9 him, but he can think what he likes—I'll speak

B to him."”

- Sheshkovsky hesitatingly walked up to Von
'Koren with a slight limp, as though his leg had
gone to sleep; and as he went towards him, clear-
-ing his throat, his whole figure was a picture of
.ghdolence
A %Ehere ] somethmg I must say to you. SII'-, "he

a4
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began, carefully scrutinizing the- ﬂowers on the’_
zoologist’s shirt. “It's confidential. I don’t
know the rules of duelling, damnation take them,
and I don’t want to, and 1 look on the matter not
as a second and that sort of thing, but as a man, ’
and that’s all about it.”

“Yes. Well?”

“ When' sceonds suggest reconciliation they are
usually not listened to; it is looked upon as a
formality. Amour propre and all that. But I’
humbly beg you to look carefully at Ivan Andre-
itch. He’s not in a normal state, so to speak,
to-day—not in his right mind, and a pitiable
object. He has had a misfortunc. 1 can’t endure
gossip. . . ."” :

Sheshkovsky flushed crimson and looked round.

“ But in view of the duc], I think it necessary
to inform you, Lacvsky found his madam last night
at Muridov’s with . . . another gentleman.”

‘“ How disgusting !"" muttered the zoologist; he’
turned pale, frowned, and spat loudly. * Tfoo !”

His lower lip quivered, he walked away from
Sheshkovsky, unwiiling to hear more, and as though-
he had accidentally tasted something bitter, spat’
loudly again, and for the first time that morning
looked with hatred at Lacvsky. His excitement’
and awkwardness passed off; he tossed *his head
and said aloud:

‘ Gentlemen, what are we waiting for, I should
like to know ? Why don’t we begin ?"'

Sheshkovsky glanced at the officers and shrugged
his shoulders.

‘ Gentlemen,” he said aloud, addressing no
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one in particular, Gentlemen we propose that
you should be reconciled.”

“ Let us make hastc and get the formalities
‘over,”” said Von Koren. ‘‘ Reconciliation has
been discussed alrcady. What is the next formal-
ity # Make haste, gentlemen, time won’t wait
for us.”

“ But we insist on reconciliation all the same,”
said Sheshkovsky in a guilty voice, as a man
compclled to interfere in another man’s business;
he flushed, laid his hand on his heart, and went
on: “ Gentlemen, we sec no grounds for assoriat-
ing th offence with the duel. There’s nothing
in common between duclling and offences
against one another of which we are sometimes
guilty through human wcakness. You arc uni-
versity men and men of culture, and no doubt
you see in the duel nothing but a foolish and out-of-
date formality, and all that sort of thing. That’s
how we look at it ourselves, or we shouldn't
have come, for we cannot allow that in our presence
men should fire at one another, and all that.”
Sheshkovsky wiped the perspiration off his face
and went on: *“ Make an end to your misunder-
standing, gentlemen; shake hands, and let us go
home and drink to peace. Upon my honour,
gentlement 1

Von Koren did not spcak. Laevsky, sceing that
they were looking at him, said:

“I have nothmg against Nikolay Vassilitch;
if he considers I'm to blame, I'm ready to apologize
to him.”

Von Koren was offended.
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L It ev:dent gentlemen," he said, * you ‘want”

- Mr. Laevsky to return home a magnanimous and*

chivalrous figure, but I cannot give you and him

- that satisfaction. And there was no need to get’
-up early and drive eight miles out of town simply-

_ to drink to peace, to have breakfast, and to exp]am

to me that the duel is an out-of-date formality.”
A duel is a duel, and there is no need to make it
more false and stupid than it is in reality. I
want to fight !”’ .
A silence followed. Boyko took a pair of pistols
out of a box; one was given to Von Koren and .
one to Laevsky, and then there followed « difficulty
which afforded a brief amusement to the zoologist
and the sccunds. It appceared that of all the®
people present ot one had ever in his life been at’
a duel, and no one knew precisely how they ought
to stand, and what the scconds ought to say and
do. But then Bovko remembered and began, -
with a smile, to explain. :
* Gentlemen, who remembers the description
in -Lermontov ?”’ asked Von Koren, laughing.
“In Turgenev, too, Bazarov had a duel with
someocne. . . ."” -
* There's no need to remember,” said Ust:mo—.;
vitch impatiently. ' Measure the distance, that’s*

.. all M "!

And he took three steps as though to show hovu
to measure it. Boyko counted out the stepﬁ
while his companion drew his sabre and scratched.’,

- the earth at the extreme points to mark the
-barrier. In complete silence the opponents toolc '

', their places.
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74 Moles,” the deacon thought, sitting in the
.bushes. -
- Sheshkovsky said something, Boyko explained
‘something again, but Laevsky did not hear—or
rather heard, but did not understand. He
cocked his pistol when the time came to do so,
and raised the cold, heavy weapon with the barrel
upwards. He forgot to unbutton his overcoat,
and it felt very tight over his shoulder and under
his arm, and his arm rosc as awkwardly as though
the slceve had been cut out of tin. He remembered
the hatred he had felt the night before for the
swarthy brow and curly hair, and felt that cven
yesteraay at the moment of intense hatred and
anger he could not have shot a man. TFearing
that the bullet might somehow hit Von Koren
by accident, he raised the pistol higher and higher,
and felt that this too obvious magnanimity was
indelicate and anything but magnanimous, but
"he did not know how else to do and could do nothing
else. Looking at the pale, ironically smiling face
of Von Koren, who evidently had been convinced
from the beginning that his opponent would fire
in the air, Laevsky thought that, thank God,
-everything would be over directly, and all that
"he had to do was to press the trigger rather
“hrd. . ..
" He felt a violent shock on the shoulder; there
was the sound of a shot and an answering echo
“in the mountains: ping-ting !
Von Koren cocked his pistol and looked at
Ustimovitch, who was pacing as before with his
_}l?:gdilzehund his back, taking no notice of anyone. .
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“ Doctor,” said the zoologist, *“ be so good as
not to move to and fro like a pendulum. You
make me dizzy.”

The doctor stood still. Von Korcn began to
take aim at Laevsky.

“It’s all over!” thought Lacvsky.

The barrel of the pistol aimed straight at his
face, the expression of hatred and contempt in
Von Koren's attitude and whole figure, and the
murder just about to Le committed by a decent
man in broad daylight. in the presence of decent
men, and the stillness and the unknown force
that compelled Laevsky to stand still und not te
run-—how mysterivus it all was, how incom-
prehensible and terrible !

The moment while Von Kuren was taking aim
seemed to Laevsky longer than a night: he glanced
imploringly at the scconds; they were pale and
did not stir.

** Make haste and tire,” thought L.u\sl\\', and
fclt that his pale, quivering, and pitiful {uce must
arvuse even greater hatred in Von Koren.

“I'll kil him directly,” thought Von Koren,
aiming at his forchcad, with his finger already
on the catch.  * Yes, of course I'll kill him. . . .”

“HJ N kil him!’ A despairing shout was
suddenly heard somewhcre very closc a® hand.

A shot rang out at once. Seeing that Laevsky
remained standing where he was and did not
fall, they all looked in the direction from which
the shout had come, and saw the deacon. With
palc face and wet hair sticking to his forehead and
his cheeks, wet through and muddy, he was
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standing in the maize on the further bank, smiling
rather-queerly and waving his wet hat.  Sheshkov-
sky laughed with joy, burst into tears, and moved
away. . . .

XX

A little while afterwards, Von Koren and the
deacon met near the little bridge  The deacon
was excited; he breathed hard, and avoided
looking in people’s faces. -He felt ashamed both
of his terror and his muddy, wet garments,

T thought you meant to kill him . ."” he
muttered. ' How contrary to human natuve it
is! How utterly unnatural it is!” ’

“But how did you come here?” asked the
zoologist.

“Don’t ask,’ said the deacon, waving his hand.
* The evil one tempted me, saying: * Go, go. . . .
So T went and almost died of fright in the maize.

But now, thank God, thank God. ... 1 am
awfully pleased with vou,” muttered the deacon.
" Old Grandad Tarantula will be glad. . . . It's

funny, it's too funny! Only I beg of vou most
earncestly don’t tell anvbody I was there, or I may
get into hot water with the authoritics. They will
.say: ‘ The deacon was a sccond.’”

“ Gentlemen,” said Von Koren, ‘“ the deacon
asks you not to tell anyone you’ve scen him here.
He might get into trouble.”

“ How contrary to hunman natureit is!"’ sighed the
deacon. " Excuse mysaying so, but your face wasso
dreadful that [ thought you were going to kill him."
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1 was very much tempted to put an end to'
that scoundrel,” said Von Koren, “but you
shouted close by, and I missed my aim. The whole
procedure is revolting to anyone who is not used
to it, and it has exhausted me, deacon. I feel-
awfully tired. Come along. . .."”
** No, you must let me walk back. I must get
dry, for I am wet and cold.” ’
“* Well, as you like,” said the zoologist, in a’
weary tone, feeling dispirited, and, getting into
the carriage, he closed his eyes. “As you
like. . . .
While they were moving about the rarriages
and taking their seats, Kerbalay stood in the road,
and,*laying his hands on his stomach, he bowed
low, showing his tecth; he imagined that the
gentry had come to ¢njoy the beauties of nature
and drink tea, and could not understand why they
were getting into the carriages. The party set
off in complete silence and only the deacon was
left by the duhan.
“Come to the duhan, dunk tea,” he said to
Kerbalay. “ Me wants to cat.’ .
Kerbalay spoke guod Russian, but the deacon
imagined that the Tatar would understand him
better if he talked to him in broken Russian.
* Cook omelette, give chcese. . . .
. “Come, come, father,” said Kerbalay, bowmg :
*“TI'll give you everything. ... ['ve cheese’
and wine. . . . Eat what you like.”

_"““What is * God ’ in Tatar ?"" asked the deacon,"
going into the duhan.

“Your God and my God are the same,” said

“’lrf
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jKerbalay, not understandmg him. “ God is the
same for all men, only men are different. Some
are Russian, some are Turks, some arc English—
thiere are many sorts of men, but God is one.”

“ Very good. If all men worship the same God,
‘why do you Mahomedans look upon Christians
as your cverlasting cnemies ?”'

“ Why are you angry ?” suid Kerbalay. laying
both hands on his stomach. * You are a priest;
I am a Mussulman: you say, ‘I want to eat '—
I give it vou. . . . Only- the rich man distin-
guishes your God from my God; for the poor man,

« it is all the same. Tf you please, it is ready.”
While this theological conversation was taking
place at the duhan, Lacvsky was driving home
" thinking how dreadful it had been driving there
_at daybreak, when the roads, the rocks, and the
mountains were wet and dark, and the uncertain
future seemed like a terrible abyss, of which one’
_ could not see the bottom; while now the raindrops
.hanging on the grass and on the stones were
sparkling in the sun like diamonds, nature was
smiling joyfully, and the terrible future was left
behind. He looked at Sheshkovsky’s sullen,
tear-stained face, and at the two carriages ahead
of them in which Von Koren, his seconds, and the
sloctor yere sitting, and it seemed to him as though
they were all coming back from a graveyard in
which a wearisome, insufferable man who was a
barden to others had just been buried.
" " Everything is over,” he thought of his past,
cautiously touching his neck with his fingers.
- On the right side of his neck was a small swelling,
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of the length and breadth of his little finger, and
he felt a pain, as though someone had passed a
hot iron over his neck. The bullet had bruised it.

Afterwards, when he got home, a strange, long,
sweet day began for him, misty as forgetfulness.
Like a man released from prison or from hospital,
he stared at the long-familiar objccts and wondered
that the tables, the windows, the chairs, the light,
and the sea stirred in him a keen, childish delight
such as he had not known for long, long years.
Nadvezhda Fyvodorovna, pale and haggard, could
.not understand his gentle voice and strange
movements ; she made haste to tell him everything
that had bappened to her. . .. It secued to
her that very likely he scarcely heard and did not
understand ler,.and that if he did know everything
he would curse her and kill her, but he listcned to
her, stroked her face and hair, looked into her

eyes and said:

1 have nobody but vou. . .

Then they sat along while in thv garden, huddled
close together, saying notling, or dreaming aloud
of their happy life in the future, in brief, broken
sentences, while it seemed to him tiat he had
never spoken at such length or so cloquently.

XXI.

More than threc months had passed.

The day came that Von Koren had fixed on for
his departure. A cold. heavy rain had been falling
from early morning, a north-east wind was blowing,*
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and the waves were high on the sea. It was said’
that the stcamer would hardly be able to come into
the harbour in such weather. By the time-table
it should have arrived at ten o’clock in the morning,
but Von Korcen, who had gone on to the sca-fiont
at midday and again after dinner, could see nothing
through the ficld-glass but grey waves and rain
covering the horizon.

Towards the end of the day the rain ceased and
the wind began to drop perceptibly.  Von Koren
had alrcady made up his mind that he would not
be able to get off that day, and had settled down
to play chess with Samovlenko; but atter dark,
the orderly ammounced that there were lights on
the sea and that a rocket had been seen.

Von Koren made haste. He put his satchel
over his shoulder, and kissed Samoylenko and the
deacon. Though there was not the slightest
necessity, he went through the rooms again, said
good-bye to the orderly and the cook, and went
out into the strect, fecling that he had left some-
thing behind, cither at the doctor’s or his lodging.
In the street he walked beside Samoylenko, behind
them came the deacon with a box, and last of
all the orderly with two portmanteaus. Only
Samoylenko and the orderly could distinguish the
dimdights on the sea. The others gazed into the
darkness and saw nothing. The steamer had
stopped a long way from the coast.

‘“ Make haste, make haste,” Von Koren hurried
them. “I am afraid it will set off.”

As they passed the little house with three
* windows, into which Laevsky had moved soon after
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..... Ehes '“
“the duel Von Koren could not resist peepix;lg in at;
.the window. Laevsky was sitting, writing, bent '
“over the table, with his back to the window.

“ I wonder at him!” said the zoolngist softly.
*“ What a screw he has put on himself t"

* Yes, one may well wonder,” said Samoylenko.

"* He sits from morning till night, he’s always
al work. He works to pay off his debts. And he .
lives, brother, worse than a beggar !”

Half a minute of silence followed. The zoologist,
the doctor, and the deacon stood at the window
and went on looking at Laevsky.

“ So he didn’t get away from here, poor fellow,”

“said Samouylenko. ‘ Do you remember how hard
he tried ?”

“Yes, he has put a screw on himsclf,” Von
Koren repeatcd. * His marriage, the way he

-works all day long for his daily bread, a new
expression in his face, aind even in his walk—it’s
all so extraordinar_v that I don’t know what to
call it.

The zoologist 0ok Samoylenko's sleeve and went
on with emotion in his voice:

“You tell him and his wife that when I went
away I was full of admiration for them and wished
_them all happiness . . . and I beg him, if he can,’
not to remember evil against me. He knowr me.
.He knows that if I could have foreseen this
- change, then I might have become his best friend.”

“Go in and say good-bye to him.” e

*“No, that wouldn’t do.”

“Why ? God knows, perhaps you'll never see
,him again.”
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4 "l'hé."%ologist reflected, and said: o
" “That’s true.” .
_Samoylenko tapped softly at the window.
Laevsky started and looked round. .

*“ Vanya, Nikolay Vassilitch wants to say gcod-
bye to you,” said Samoylenko. “He is just
going away."” )

Lacvsky got up from the table, and went into-
the passage to open the door. Samoylenko, the
zoologist, and the deacon went into the house.

“T can only come for one minute,” began the
zoologist, taking off his goloshes in the passage,
and already wishing he had not given way to his
fecliigs and come in, uninvited. ‘It is as though
I were forcing myself on him,” he thought, ““ and.
that’s stupid.”

* Forgive me for disturbing you,” he said as he
went intu the room with Laevsky, ““ but I'm just
going away, and 1 had an impulse to sce you.
God knows whether we shall ever meet again.”

“I am very glad to sce you. . . . Pleasc come
in,” said Lacvsky, and he awkwardly set chairs
for his visitors as though he wanted to bar their
way, and stood in the middle of the room, rubbing
his hands.

» *“I should have done better to have left my
audiepce in the street,” thought Von Koren, and
he said firmly: *“ Don’t remember evil against me,
-Ivan Andreitch. To forget the past is, of course,
. impossible—it is too painful, and I've not come
" here to apologize or to declare that I was not to
‘blame. I acted sincerely, and I have not changed -
my conviction since then. ... It is true that.
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I see, to my great delight, that 1 was mlstaken
in regard to you, but it’s easy to make a false
‘step cven on a smooth road, and, in fact, it’s the
natural human lot: if one is not mistaken in the
-main, one is mistaken in the details. Nobody
knows the real truth.”

‘ No, no onc knows the truth,”” said Laevsky.

“ Well, good-bye. . . . God give vou all happi-
ness.”’

Von Koren gave Laevsky his hand; the latter
took it and bowed.

“Don’t remember evil against me,” said Von
Koren. * Give my greetings to your wife, and
say [ am very sorry not to say good-bye to her.”

' She is at home.” )

Laevsky went te the door of the next room, and
said:

“ Nadya, Nikolay Vassilitch wants to say good-
bye to you.”

Nadyezhda Fyodorovra came in; she stopped
near the doorway and looked shyly at the visitors.
There was a lock of guilt and dismay on her face,
and she held her hands like a schoolgirl receiving
a scolding.

“ I'm just going away, Nadyezhda Fyodorovna,'’
said Von Koren, *“ and have come to say good-bye."”

She héld out her hand uncertainly while Laevsky
bowed.

““What pitiful figures they are, though!”
thought Von Koren. “ The life they are living
does not come easy to them. I shall be in Moscow
-and (;’etersburg, can I send you anything ?” he
aske
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“Oh!” said Nadyezhda Fyodorovna, and she
looked anxiously at her husband. ““I "don't
think there’s anything. . . .”

“ No, nothing . . .” said Laevsky, rubbing his
hands. * Our grectings.”

Von Koren did not know what he could or ought |
to say, though as he went in he thought he would
suy a very great deal that would be warm and good
and important. He shook hands with Laevsky
and his wife in silence, and left them with a
depressed fecling.

“ What people ! said the deacon in a low voice,
as he walked behind them. My God, what
peopie ! Of a truth, the right hand of God has
planted this vine! Lord! Lord! One man
vanquishes thousands and another tens of thou-
sands. Nikolay Vassilitch,” he said ecstatically,
“let me tell you that to-day you have conquered
the greatest of man’s enemivs---pride.”

“ Hush, deacon! Fine conquerors we are!

Conquerors ought to look like cagles, while he's
a pitiful figure, timid, crushed; he bows like a
Chinese idol, and I, I am sad. . . .”
. They heard steps behind them. It was Lacevsky,
hurrving after them to sce him off. The orderly
was standing on the quay with the two port-
" manteaus, and at a little distance stood four
_boatmen.

“ There is a wind, though. . . . Brrr!” said

Samoylenko. *“ There must be a pretty stiff
- storm on the sea now! You are not going off
" at a nice time, Kolya.”

“I'm not afraid of sea-sickness.”
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%at s not thé point. .
als won’t upset you. You ought to have
rossed in the agent’s sloop. Wherc’s thg agent id
gloop ?” he shouted to the boatmen. T ;‘g
rt“ “Tt has gone, Your Excellency.” = -° = .3
* And the Customs-house boat ?” 5.
** That’s gone, too.” N
“ Why didn’t you let us know ?” said Samoy-
‘lenko angrily. “ You dolts !” R
& “It’s all the same, don’t worry yourself .
hsald Von Koren. * Well, good-bye. God keep,
-you.’
. Samoylenko embraced Von Koren and made the
"sjgn of the cross over him three times. ) 7
“Don’t forget us, Kolya. . .. Wnte. e
“We shall look out for you next spring.” a
. ““Good-byc, deacon,” said Von Koren, shaking
“hands with the deacon. “ Thank you for your:
company and for your plcasant conv t.rsauon
“Think about the expedition.”
% “Oh Lord, yes! to the ends of the earth,”
‘laughed the deacon. “I've nothing agamst
1t N
"Von Koren recognized Laevsky in the da.rkncss. T
and held out his hand without speaking. The!
boatmen were by now below, holding the boat,
vhich was beating against the piles, though thﬁ
water screened it from the breakers. Von:
"Koren went down the ladder, jumped into the‘,}‘;
f)nat and sat at the helm.
o " Write 1” Sa.moylenko shouted to him. *“ Tal;,q :
Meof yourself.”
"N% gone knows the real ‘Fltll » t T %
{3 TSN L e P A
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Laevsky, turning up the collar of his coat and
thrusting his hands into his sleeves.

The bout turned briskly out of the harbour into
the open sea. [t vanished in the waves, but at
once from a decp hollow glided up on to a high
breaker, s0 that they could distinguish the men
and even the oars.  The boat moved three vards
forward and wias sucked two vards ba k.

“Write I shouted Samovlenko; ““it's devilish
weather for you to go in.”

“Yes, no one knows the real truth o, "¢
thought Lacvsky, looking wearily at the dark,
restless sea.

“At llings the boat back,” he thought; ' she
makes two steps forward and one step back; hut
the boatmen are stubboin, they work the oars
unceasingly, and are not afraid of the high waves,
The boat goes on and on. Now she is out of sight,
but in half an hour the boatmen will see the steamer
lights distinetly, and within an hour thev will be
by the steamer ladder. So it is in life. . . . In
the search for truth man makes two steps forwm d
and onc step back.  Sutfering, mistakes, and
weariness of life thiust them back, but the thirst
for truth and stubborn will drive them on and on.
And who knows ?  Perhaps they will reach the
rél truth at last.”

“ Go—o--od-by —¢," shouted Samovlenko.

“ There's no sight or sound of them,” said the
deacon. ‘' Good luck on the journey !”

It began to spot with rain.

1 IT
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EXCELLENT PEOPLE

ONcE upon a time there lived in Moscow a man
called Viadimir Semyonitch Liadovsky. He took
his degree at the university in the faculty of law
and had a post on the board of management of
some railway; but if you had asked him what his
work was. he would look candidly and openly
at vou with his large bright eyes through his gold
pincenez, and would answer in a soft, velvety,
lisping baritone:

“ My work is litcrature,

After completing his course at the university,
Viadimir Semyonitch had had a paragraph of
theatrical criticism accepted by a newspaper.
TFrom this paragraph he passed on to reviewing,
and a vear later he had advanced to writing a
weekly article on litcrary matters for the same
paper. But it does not follow from these facts
that he was an amatcur, that his literary work
Was of an cphemeral, haphazard character.
Whenever I saw his neat spare figure, his high
forchead and long mane of hair, when I listened
to his speeches, it always seemed to me that his
writing, quite apart from what and how he wrote,
was something organically part of him, like the
beating of his heart, and that his whole literary
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programme must have becn an integral part of
his brain while he was a baby in his mother’s
womb. Even in his walk, his gestures, his manner
of shaking off the ash from his cigarctte, 1 could -
read this whole programmec from A to Z, with
all its claptrap, dulness, and honourable sentiments.
He was a literary man all over when with an in-
spired face "he laid a wreath on the coflin of some
celebrity, or with a grave and solemn face collected
signatures for some address; his passion for making
the acquaintance of distinguished literary men,
his faculty for finding talent cven where it was
absent, his perpetual enthusiasm, his pulse that
went at one hundred and twenty a minute, his
ignorance of life, the genuinely feminine flutter
with which he threw himself into concerts and
literary evenings for the benefit of destitute
students, the way in which he gravitated towards
the young--all this would have created for him
the reputation of a writer even if he had not
written his articles.

Hc was one of those writers to whom phrases
like “ We are but few,” or ** What wonld life be
without strife? Forward!” were pre-eminently
becoring, though he never strove with anyone
and never did go forward. It did not even sound
mawkish when he fell to discoursing ofs ideals’
Every anniversary of the university, on St.
Tatiana’s Day, he got drunk, chanted Gawdeamus
out of tune, and his beaming and perspiring
countenance seemed to say: ‘“See, I'm drunk;
I'm Keeping it up!” But even that suited him.

Vladimir Semyonitch had genuine faith in his
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literary vocation and his whole programme. He
had no doubts, and was evidently very well
pleased with himself. Only one thing grieved
him-—the paper for which he worked had a limited
circulation and was not very influential. But
Vladimir Scmyonitch believed that sooner or
later he would succeed in getting on to a solid
magazine where he would have seope and could
display himself--and what little distress he felt
on {his score was pale beside the brilliance of his
hopes.

Visiting this charming man, I made the ac-
quaintance of his sister, Vera Semyonovna, a
wuan doctor. At first sight, what struck me
about this woman was her look of exhaustion and
extreme ill-health.  She was young, with a good
figure and regular, rather large features, but in
comparison with her agile, clegant, and talkative
brother she seemed angular, listless, slovenly,
and sullen. There was something strained, cold,
apathetic in her movements, smiles, and words;
she was not liked, and was thought proud and not
very intelligent.

In realty, 1 fancy, she was resting.

“My dear friend,” her brother would often
say to me, sighing and flinging back his hair in
his pigturesque literary way, * one must ncver
judge by appearances! Look at this book:
it has long ago been read. 1t is warped, tattered,
and lies in the dust uncared for; but open it,
and it will make you weep and turn pale. My
sister is like that book. Lift the cover and peep
into her soul, and you will be horror-stricken.
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Vera passed in some three months through experi-
ences that would lm'o been ample for a whole
lifetime !”

Viadimir '\(‘m)omt( h looked round him, took
me by the sleeve, and began to whisper:

“ You know, after taking herdegree she married,
for love, an architect. It's a complete tragedy !
Thev had ‘hardlv been married @ month when—
whew - -her husband died of typhus.  But that
was not all.  She caught typbus from him, and
when, on her recovery, she learnt that her Ivan
was dead, she took a good dose of morphia,  If
it had not been for vigorous measures iaken by
her friends, my Vera would have been by now in
Paradise. Tell me, isn't it a tragedy ? And is
not my sister like an ingénuc who has playved
alveady all the five acts of her life 2 The audience
may stay for the farce, but the fmgénue must go
home to rest.”

After three months off misery Vera Semyonovna
livl come to live with her brother.  She was not
fitted for the practice of medicine, which ex-
hausted her and did not satisfy her; she did not
give one the impression of knowing her subject,
and I never once heard her say anything referring
to her mudical studies.

She gave up medicine, and, silent and un-*
occupied, as though she were a prisoner, spent the
remainder of her youth in colourless apathy, with
bowed head and hanging hands. The only thing
to which she was not completely indifferent, and
which brought some brightness into the twilight
of her life, was the presence of her brother, whom
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she loved. She loved him himself and his pro-
gramme, she was full of reverence for his articles;
ancd when she was asked what her brother was
doing, she would answer in a subdued voice as
though afraid of waking or distracting him: “ He
is writing. . . . Usually when he was at work
she used to sit beside him, her eyes fixed on his
writing hand. She used at suel pwoments to
look like a sick animal warming itself in the
sun. .

One winter cvening Viadimir Semyonitch was
sitting at his table wiiting a critical article for
his newspaper: Vera Semyonovna was  sitting
Desude him, staring as usual at his writing hand.
The eritic wrote rapidly, without erasures or
corrections.  The pen scratched and squeaked.
On the table near the writing hand there lay open
a freshly-cut volume of a thick magazine, contain-
ing a story of peasant life, signed with two initials.
Vladimir Semyonitch was enthusiastic; he thought
the author was admirable in his handling of the
subject. suggested Tuargenev in his descriptions of
nature, was truthful, and had an excellent know-
ledge of the life of the peasantry. The critic
himself knew nothing of peasant life except from
books and hearsay,. but his feelings and his inner
tonvictions forced him to Dbelieve the story.
He foretold a brilliant future for the author,
assured him he should await the conclusion of the
story with great impatience, and so on.

“Fine story !” he said, flinging himself back in
his chair and closing his eyes with pleasure.  ““ The
tone is cxtremely good.”
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Vera Semyonovna looked at him, yawned aloud,
and suddenly asked an unexpected question. In
the evening she had a habit of yawning nervously
and asking short, abrupt questions, not always
relevant.

“Volodva,” she asked, “ what is the meaning
of non-resistance to evil ?”

" Non-resistance to evil " r(-pcat(-d her brother,
opening his eves.

“Yes. What do you und(hmnd by it #”

“You sce, my dear, imagine that thicves or
bn ands attack you, and vou, mstmd of .. "

* No, give me a Jogical definition.”

* Alogical definition 7 Um! Well.” Viadimir
Semvonitch pondered.  ** Non-resistance to evil
means an attitude of non-interference with regard
to all that in the sphere of morality is called evil.”

Saying this, Vliadimir Semyonitch bent over the
table and took up a novel. This novel, written by
a woman, dealt with the painfulness of the irregulnr
pusition of a society lady who was living under the
same roof with her lover and her illegitimate child.
Vladimir Semyonitch was pleased with the excel-
lent tendency of the story, the plot and the pre-
sentation of it. Making a bricf summnary of the
novel, he selected the best passages and added
to them in his account: “ How true to geality!
how living, how picturesque! The author is not
merely an artist; she is also a subtle psychologist
who can sce into the hearts of her characters.
Take, for example, this vivid description of the
emotions of the heroine ¢n meeting her husband,”
and so on.
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‘“ Volodya,” Vera Semyonovna interrupted his
critical effusions, ** I've been haunted by a strange
idea since yesterday. 1 keep wondering where we
should all be if human life were ordered on the
basis of noun-resistance to evil ?”

* In all probability, nowhere.  Non-resistance to
evil would give the full rein to the criminal will,
and, to say nothing of civilization. this would
leave not one stone standing upon another any-
where on carth.” _

“ What would be left 2"

“ Bashi-Bazouke and Dbrothels. JTn my next
article I'll talk about that perhaps. Thani: you
for reounding me.”

And a week later my friend kept his promise.
That was just at the period—in the cighties—
when people were beginning to talk and write
of non-resistance, of the right to judge, to punish,
to make war; when some people in our set were
beginning to do without servants, to retire into
the country, to work on the land, and to renounce
animal food and carnal love.

After reading her brother’s article, Vera Scmyo-
novna pondered and hardly perceptibly shrugged
her shoulders.

“Very nice !” she said. * But still there's a
%great deal 1 don’t understand. For instance, in
Leskov's story ‘ Belonging to the Cathedral’
there is a queer gardener who sows for the henefit
of all—for customers, for beggars, and any who
care to stcal. Did he behave sensibly ?"”

From his sister’s tonc and expression Viadimir
Semyonitch saw that she did not like his article,
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and, almost for the first time in his life, his vanity
as an author sustained a shock. With a shade
of irritation he answered:

“Theft is immoral. To sow for thieves is to
recognize the right of thieves to existence.  What
would vou think if T were to establish a newspaper
and, dividing it into sections, provide for black-
weiling as well as for liberal ideas 2 Following
the example of that gardener, 1 ought, logically,
toprovide aseetion for blackmailers, the intellectual
scoundrels 7 Yes.”

Vera Semyonovne made no answer.  She got
up trom the table, moved languidly 1o the sofa
and lay dowu.

“1 don’t know, I know nothing about it,” she
said musinglv. “* You are probably right, but
it seems to e, 1 feel somchow, that there's some-
thing false in our resistance to evil, as though there
were something concealed or unsaid.  God knows,
perhaps our methods ot resisting evil belong to
the category of prejucdices which have become so
deeply rooted in us that we are incapable of
parting with them, and therefore cannot form a
correct judgment of them.”

" How do you mean ?”

* T don’t know how to explain to you. Perhaps
man is mistaken in thinking that he is obliged to
resist evil and has a right to do so, just as he is
mistaken in thinking, for instance, that the heart
looks like an ace of hearts. It is very possible
in resisting evil we ought not to use force, but to
use what is the very opposite of force—if you, for
instance, don’t want this picture stolen from you,
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you ought to give it away rather than lock it
up. . . .”

P That's clever, very clever! If I want to
marry a rich, vulgar woman, she ought to prevent
me from such a shabby action by hastening to
make me an offer herself 1

The brother and sister talked il midnight
without understanding cach other. I any out-
sider had overheard them he would hardly have
been able to make out what cither of them was
driving at.

They usually spent the evening at home.  There
were no friends’ houses to which  thev could
go, and they felt no need for friends; they only
went to the theatre when there was a new play
—such was the custom in literavy circles---they
did not go to concerts, for thev did not care for
music.

* You may think what vou like,” Vera Semyo-
novni began again the next day, “ but [or me the
question is to a great extent settled, L am firmly
convineed that 1 have no grounds for resisting evil
directed against me personally.  If they want to
kill me, let them. My defending myself will not
make the murderer better. All 1T have now to
decide is the second half of the question: how
¥ ought to behave to evil directed against my
neighbours ?”

“Vera, mind you don’t become rabid!” said
Vladimir Semyonitch, laughing. “1 see non-
resistance is becoming your 1idée fixe I”

He wanted to turn off these tedious conversations
with a jest, but somehow it was beyond a jest; his
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smile was artificial and sour. His sister gave up
sitting beside his table and gazing reverently at’
his writing hand, and he felt every cvening that
behind him on the sofa lay a person who did not
agree with him.  And his back grew stitf and numb,
and there was a chill in his soul. An author’s
vanity iy vindictive, implacable, incapable of
loigiveness, and his sister was the first and only
person who had laid bare and disturbed that un-
easy feeling, which is like a big box of crockery,
casy to unpack but impossible to pack up again as
it was hefore.

Weeks and months passed by, and his sister
clung to her ideas, and did not sit down by the
table. One spring cevening Viadimir Semyonitch
was sitting at his table writing an article. He
was reviewmng a novel which described how a
village schoolmistress refused the man whom she
loved and who loved her, @ man both wealthy and
intellectual, simply because marriage made her
work as a schoolmistress impossible. Vera
Semyonovna lay on the sofa and brooded.

“ My God, how slow it is !"" she said, stretching,
“ How insipid and empty life is! 1 don’t know
what 1o do with myself, and you are wasting your
best years in goodness knows what. Like some
alchemist, you are rummaging in old rubbish
that nobody wants. My God !”

Vladimir Semyonitch dropped his pen and slowly
looked round at his sister.

“It's depressing to look at you!" said his
sister. “* Wagner in ‘'Faust’ dug up worms,
but he was looking for a treasure, anyway, and
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you are looking for worms for the sake of the
worms. "

** That’s vague !”

“ Yes, Volodya; all these days I've been think-
ing. I've been thinking painfully for a long time,
and I bave come to the conclusion that vou are
hopelessly reactionary and conventional. Come,
ask vourself what is the object of your zealous,
conscientivus work ? - Tell me, what is it 27 Why,
evervthing has long ago been extracted that can
be extracted from that rubbish in which you are
always 1ummaging.  You may pound water in a
mortar and analyze it as long as you like, you'll
make nothing more of it than the chemists have
made already. . . .’

“ Indeed !’ drawled Viadimir Semyonitch, get-
ting np. “ Yes, all this is old rubbish because
these ideas are cternal; but what do you consider
new, then ?”

“ " You undertake to work in the domain of
thought; it is for you to think of something new.
It's not for me to teach vou.”

* Me-—-un alchemist ! the critic cried in wonder
and indignation, screwing up his eyes ironically.
“ Art, progress—-all that is alchemy ?”

“ You see, Volodya, it seems to me that if all
" you tainking people had set yourselves to solving
great problems, all these little questions that you
fuss about now would solve themselves by the
way. If you go up in a balloon to sec a town,
you will incidentally, without any effort, sec the
fields and the villages and the rivers as well.
When stearine is manufactured, you get glycerine
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as a by-product. It scems to me that contempo-
rary thought has settled on one spot and stuck to
it. It is prejudiced, apathetic, timid, afraid to
take a wide titanic flight, just as veu and T are
afraid to climb on a high mountain; it is conscerva-
tive."”

Such conversations could not but leave traces,
The relations of the brother and sister grew more
and more strained every day. The brother
became unable to work in his sister’s presence,
and grew irritable when he knew his sister was
lying on the sofa, looking at his back; while the
sister  frowned nervously  and  stretehed when,
tryving to bring back the past, he attempted to
share his enthusiasms with her. Every evening
she complained ol Deing bored, and talked about
independence of mind and those who are in the
rut of tradition.  Carried away by her new ideas,
Vera Semyonovna proved that the work that her
brother was so engrosacd in was conventional,
that it was a viin ctlort of conservative nunds to
preserve what had already served its turn and was
vanishing from the scene of action.  She made
no cnd of comparisons.  She  compared  her
brother at one time to an alchemist, then to a
musty Oid Believer who would sooner die than
listen to reason. By degrees there was g per--
ceptible change in her manner of life, too.  She
was capable of lving on the sofa all dav long
doing nothing but think, while her face wore
a cold, dry expression such as one sees in one-
sided people of strong {aith. She began to refuse
the attentions of the servants, swept and tidied
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her own room, cleaned her own boots and brushed
lier own clothes.  Her brother could not help
looking with irritation and even hatred at her cold
face when she went about her menial work,
In that work, which was always performed with
a certain solenmity, he saw something  strained
wnd falze, he saw something both pharisaical and
aifccted. And knowing he could nor touch her
by persuasion, he carped at her and teased her
like a schioolboy.

* You won't resist evil, but you resist my having
servamts ' he taunted her, I servants are an
evil, why doyouopposeit 2 That's inconsi stem 1

He suifered, was mdignant and even ashanmed.
He felt ashamed when his sister began doing odd
things before strangers.

“It's awlul, my dear fellow,” he sidd to me in
private, waving his hands in despair. It seems
that our ingénie has remained to play a part in
the faree, oo, She's become morbid 1o the
marrow of her bones ! 've washed my hands of
her, let her think as she likes; but why does she
talk, why does she excite me?  She ought to
think what it means for me to listen to her. Whet
I feel when in my presence she has the etfrontery
1o support her errors by blasphemously quoting
Jhe teaching of Christ U It chokes me ! It makes
me hot all over to hear my sister propounding
her doctrines and trving to distort the Gospel to
suit her, when she purposely refrains from mention-
ing how the monev-changers were driven out of
the Temple.  That’s, my dear fellow, what comes
of being half educated, undeveloped! That's

11 12
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what comes of medical studies which provide no
general culture!”

One day on coming home from the office,
Vladimir Semyonitch found his sister crying. She
was sitting on the sofa with her head bowed,
wringing her hands, and tears were flowing freely
down her cheeks.  The critic’s good heart throbbed
with pain. Tears fell from his cves. too, and he
longed to pet his sister, to forgive her, to beg her
forgivencss, and to live as they used to before. . . .
He knelt down and kissed her head, her hands,
her shoulders. . . . She smiled, smiled bitterly,
unaccountably, while he with a cry of joy jumped
up. secized the magazine from the table and said
warmly':

“ Hurrah ! We'll live as we used to, Verotchka !
With God’s blessing! And I've such a surprise
for you here ! Instead ot celebrating the occasion
with chanipagne, let us read it together! A
splendid, wonderful thing !

“Ohno, no ! cried Vera Semyonovna, pushing
away the bcok in alarm. " I've read it alrcady !
I don’t want it, I don’t want it !”

“ When did you read it ?"”

‘A year . . . two ycars ago. . .. I read it
Jong ago, and I know it, I know it !"

“Hm!... Youre a fanatic!” her krother:
said coldly, flinging the magazine on to the table.

*“No, you arc a fanatic, not I'! You!” And
Vera Semyonovna dissolved into tears again.
Her brother stood before her, looked at her quiver-
ing shoulders, and thought. He thought, not of
the agonies of loneliness endured by anyone who
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begins to think in a new way of their own, not of
the inevitable sufferings of a genuine spiritual
revolution, but of the outrage to his programme,
the outrage to his author’s vanity.

TFrom this time he treated his sister coldly, with
careless irony, and he cndured her presence in
the room as one endures the piescace of old
women that are dependent on one.  Yor her part,
she left off disputing with him and met all his
arguments, jeers, and attacks with a condescend-
ing silence which irritated him more than ever.

Onc summer morning Vera Semyonovna, dressed
for lLiavelling with a satchel over her shoulder,
went in to her brother and coldly kissed him on
the forchead.

“ Where are you going ?"" he asked with surprise.

“ To the province of N. to do vaccination work.”

Her brother went out into the street with her.

“So that's what you've decided upon, you
queer girl,” he muttered. “ Don’t you want
sume moncey ?"

‘“ No, thank you. Good-bye.”

, The sister shook her brother’s hand and set off.

““Why don’t you have a cab?” cried Vladimir
Semyonitch.

She did not answer. Her brother gazed after
her, watched her rusty-looking waterproof, the
swaying of her figure as she slouched along, forced
himself to sigh, but did not succeed in rousing
a feeling of regret. His sister had become a
stranger to him. And he was a stranger to her.
Anyway, she did not once look round.

'Gbing back to his room, Vladimir Semyonitch at
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once sat down to the table and began to work at
his article.

I never saw Vera Semyonovna again, Where
she is now 1 do not know.  And Viadimir Semyo-
nitch went on writing his articles, laying wreaths
on coffins, singing Gaudeamus, busying himsclf
over the Mutual Aid Society of Moscow Journalists.

ile fell il with inflammation of the lungs; he
was ill in bed for three months —at fitst at home,
and  afterwards in the Golitsyn  Hospital.  An
abscess developed in his knee. People said he
vught to be sent to the Crimea, and began getting
up a collection for him.  But he did not go to
the Crimea--he died. We buried him in the
Vagankovsky Cemetery, on the left side, where
artists and literary men are buried.

Oune dav we writers were sitting in the Tatas’
vestawrant, I memioned that I had lately bean
in the Vagankoveky Cemetery and  had seen
Viadimir Semvomtel’s grave there, [t was uttaly
neglected and almost indistinguishable from the
rest of the ground, the cross had fallen; it was
necessiy to colleet a few roubles to put it in
ord: r.

But they listened to what I said unconeernedly,
made no answer, and I could not collect a farthing.
No one remembered Viadimir Semyonitch. e
was utterly forgotten.
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GRACEFULLY swaying in the saddle, a young man
wearing the snow-white tunic of an officer rode
into the great yard of the vodka distillery belong-
ing to the heirs of M. E. Rothstein. The sun
smiled carclessly on the licutenant’s little stars, on
the white trunks of the birch-trees, on the heaps
of broken glass scattered here and there in the
yard. The radiant, vigorous beauty of a summer
day lay over ceverything, and nothing hindered
the sappy young green leaves from dancing gaily
and winking at the clear blue sky. Even the
dirty and soot-begrimed appearance of the brick-
sheds and the stifling fumes of the distillery
did not spoil the general good impression. The
lieutenant sprang gaily out of the saddle, handed
over his horse to a man who ran up, and stroking
with his finger his dclicate black moustaches,
eswent jn at the front door. On the top step of
the old but light and softly carpeted staircase
_ he was met by a maidservant with a haughty, not
very youthful face. The lieutenant gave her his
card without speaking.
As she went through the rooms with the card,
" the maid could see on it the name * Alexandr
183
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Grigoryevitch Sokolshy.” A minute later she
came back and told the licutenant that her mistress
could not sce him, as she was not leeling quite
well. Sokolsky looked at the ceiling and thiust
out his lower lip.

“ How vexatious ! hesaid,  “* Listen, my dear,”
he said cagerly.  * Go and tddl Susanna Moiseye-
i that it is very necessaty for me to speak Lo her
--very. L owill only keep her one minute,  Ask
Ler to excuse me.”

The maid shrugged one shoulder and went oft
lavguidly (o her mistress,

“Very well 1 she sighed, returning after a brief
interval.  “ Please walk in!”

The licutenant went with her through five or
six  large. luxuriously funished  rooms and  a
cotridor, and finally fourd himselfl in o large and
lofty squaie room, in which from the fitst step he
was impressed by the abundance of flowers and
plants and the sweet, almost revaoltinglv heavy
fragrance of jasmine.  Flowers were trained to
trellis-work along the walls, serecning the windows,
hung from the cciling, and were wreathed over
the corners, so that the room was more like a
greenhouse than a place to live in. - Tits, canarics,
and goldfinches chirruped among the green leaveg
and fluttered against the window-panes.

“ Torgive me for receiving you here,”” the licu-
tenant heard in a mellow feminine voice with a
burr on the letter 7 which was not without chaim,
“ Yesterday I had a sick headache, and I'm trying
to kecp still to prevent its coming on again..
What do you want ?"
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Exactly opposite the entrance, he saw sitting in
a big low chair, such as old men use, a woman in
an exponsive Chinese  dressing-gown,  with  her
head  wrapped  up, leaning back on a  pillow.
Nathing could be seen belind the woollen shawl
in which she was mafiled but o pale, long, pointed,
sonewhat aquiline nose, and one large dark eye.
Her ample diessing-gown comeestied - her ligare,
but judging from her beautiful hand, from her
voiee, her nose, aned her eve, she might be twenty-
siX or twenty-cight.

“Forgive me for being so peisistent L
beeran the lieutenant, elinking his spurs. ** Allow
me to introduce mysell: Sokolshy ! 1 come with
4 message from oy cousing your neighhour,
Alexey Ivanoviteln Keyukov, who . 0"

1 know ! interposed Susanna Moiseyevna,
1 know Krvukov, St down: I don’t like any-
thing big standing before me.”

“ My cousm eclunges me to ask vou a favour,”
the licutenant wemt on, clinking his spurs once
mote and sitting down. ** The fact is, your late
father made a purchase of oats from my cousin
last winter, and a small sum was left owing.  The
pavment only beconus due next week, but my

JCousin begs you most particularly to pay him-—-if
pussilAe, to-day.”

As the licutenant talked, he stole side-glances
about him.

* Surely I'm not in her bedroom 2 he thought.

In nne corner of the room, where the foliage was
thickest and tallest, under a pink awning like a
funeral canupy, stood a bed not yet made, with
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the bedclothes still in disorder. Close by on two
armchairs lay heaps of crumpled feminine garments.
Petticoats and sleeves with rumpled lace and
flounces were trailing on the carpet, on which
here and there lay bits of white tape, cigarctte-
ends. and the papers of caramels. . . . Under
the Led the toes, pointed and square, of slippers
of all kinds peeped out in a long tow. And it
seemed to the lieutenant that the scent of the
jasmine came not from the flowers, but from the
bed and the slippers.

** And what is the sum owing ?"" asked Susanna
Moiseyevna.

“ Two thousand three hundred.”

“Oho !’ said the Jewess, showing another large
black eye. ** And you call that—a small sum !
However, it's just the same paying it to-day or
paying it in « week, but I've had so many payments
to make in the lust two months since my father’s
death. . . . Such a lot of stupid business, it
makes my head go round ! A nice idea! I want
to go abroad, and they keep forcing me to attend
to these silly things. Vodka, oats .. .” she
muttered, half closing her eyes, “oats, bills,
percentages, or, as my head-cldrk says, ‘pre-
centage.” . . . It's awful. Yesterday 1 simply
turned the excise officer out.  He pesters me withe
his Tralles. I said to him: * Go to the devil with
your Tralles! I can’t sce anyone! He kissed
my hand and went away. I tell you what:
can’t your cousin wait two or three months ?"

“ A-cruel question!” laughed the lieutenant.
‘* My cousin can wait a year, but it’s I who cannot
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wait! You see, it’s on my own account I'm
acting, I ought to tell you. At all costs I must
have moncy, and by ill-luck my cousin hasn't
a rouble to spare. I'm forced to ride about und
collect debts. I've just been to sce a peasant, our
tenant; here I'm now calling on you; from here
I shall go on to somewhcre clse, and keep on like
that until 1 get together five thousand roubles.
1 nced money awfully !

“ Nonsense ! What does a voung man want
with money 7 Whims, mischief. Why, have you
been going in for dissipation 7 Or losing at cards ?
Or are you getting married ?”

“ Vau've guessed ! laughed the licutenant, and
rising slightly from his scat, he clinked his spurs.
*“T really am going to be married.”

Susanna Moiseyevna looked intently at her
visitor, made a wry face, and sighed.

“I can't make out what possesses people to
get married ! she said, looking about her for her
pocket-handkerchief.  *“ Life is so short, one has
so little freedom, and they must put chains on
themselves !

*“ Everyone has his own way of looking at

things. . . .”
“ Yes, yes, of course; everyonc has his own way
of lookmg at things. . . . But, I say, arc you

really guing to marry someone¢ poor ? Are you
passionately in love? And why must you have
five thousand ? Why won’t four do, or three ?”

“ What a tongue she has!” thought the lieu-
tenant, and answered: ‘‘ The difficulty is that an
officer is not allowed by law to marry till he is
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twenty-eight; if you choose to marry, you have
to leave the Secrvice or else pay a deposit of five
thousand.”

‘ Ah, now I understand. Listen. You said
just now that everyone has his own way of looking
at things. . . . Perhaps your fiancée is someone
special and remarkable, but ... but 1 am
utterly unable to understand how any decent man .
can live with a woman. I can't for the life of me
understand it. 1 have lived, thank the ILord,
twenty-seven years, and I have never yet scen
an endurable woman. They're all affected minxes,
immoral, liars: . . . The only ones I can put
up with are cooks and housemaids, but so-called
ladies I won’t let come within shooting distance of
me. But, thank God, they hate me and don’t
force themselves on me! If one of them wants
money she sends her husband, but nothing will
induce hcr to come herself, not from pride—no,
but from cowardice; she’s afraid of my making a
scene.  Oh, I understand their hatred very well !
Rather! T openly display what they do their
very utmost to conceal from God and man. How
can they help hating me ? No doubt you’ve heard
bushels of scandal about me already. . . .” .

* I've only arrived here so lately . . .” ’

“Tut, tut, tut! ... I see from yoyr eyes,
But your brother’s wife, surely she primed you .,
for this expedition? Think of letting a young
man come to see such an awful woman without
warning him—how could she? Ha, hat!...
But tell me, how is your brother ? He’'s a fine
fellow, such a handsome man!... I've seen’
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him secveral times at mass. Why do you look at
me like that ? 1 very often go to church! We
all have the same God. To an educated person
externals matter less than the idea. . . . That's
so, isn't it ?”

“ Yes, of course . . ."” smiled the lieutenant.

“ Yes, theidea. . . . But you are not a bit
like your brother. You are handsome, tuo, but
your brother is a great deal better-looking. There’s
wonderfully little likeness 1"

* That’s quite natural; he’s not my brother, but
my cousin.”

‘““ Ah, to besure ! So you must have tle inoncy
to-day ? \Why to-day ?”

My furlough is over in a few days.”

“Well, what’s to be done with you!” sighed
Susanna Moiseyevna. ‘‘ So be it. I'll give you
the money, though I know you’ll abuse me for
it afterwards. Youll quarrel with your wife
after you are married, and say: ‘ If that mangy
Jewess hadn’t given me the money, 1 should perhaps
have been as free as a bird to-day!” Is your
fiancée pretty ?”

“Ohyes. ..."”

“Hm!... Anyway, better something, if
it’s only beauty, than nothing. Though howcver
beautiful a woman is, it can never make up to
her husband for her silliness.”

“That’s original!”" laughed the lieutcnant.
“ You are a woman yourself, and such a woman-
hater !”’

“A woman . ..” smiled Susanna. “It’s not

my fault that God has cast me into this mould,
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“is it? I'm no more to blame for it than you are

. for having moustaches. The violin is not re-
sponsible for the choice of its case I am very
fond of myself, but when anyone reminds me that
I am a woman, I begin to hate myself. Well,
you can go away, and I'll dress. Wait for me in
the drawing-room."”

The lieutenant went out, and the first thing he
did was to draw a deep breath, to get rid of the
heavy scent of jasmine, which had begun to irritate
his throat and to make him feel giddy.

“ What a strange woman !”” he thought, look-
ing about him. * She talks fluently, but . . .
far too much, and too freely. She must be

- neurotic.” .

The drawing-room, in which he was standing
now, was richly furnished, and had pretcnsions
to luxury and style. There were dark bronze
dishes with patterns in relief, views of Nice and
the Rhine on the tables, old-fashioned s~onces,
Japanese statuettes, but all this striving after
luxury and style only emphasized the lack of

* taste which was glaringly apparent in the gilt
cornices, the gaudy wall-paper, the bright velvet
table-cloths, the common oleographs in heavy

" frames. The bad taste of the general effect was
the more complete from the lack of finish and the

-overcrowding of the room, which gave one a feeling
that something was lacking, and that a great deal
‘gshould have been thrown away. It was evident

-'that the furniture had not been bought all at once,

-but bad been picked up at auctions and other

Iavourable opportunities. L e z;;.;;
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Heaven knows what taste the lieutenant could
boast of, but even he noticed one characteristic
peculiarity about the whole place, which no luxury
or style could efface—a complete absence of all
trace of womanly, careful hands, which, as we all
know, give a warmth, poetry, and snugness to
the furnishing of a room. There was a chilliness
about it such as one finds in waiting-rooms at
stations, in clubs, and foyers at the theatres.

There was scarcely anything in the room
definitely Jewish, except. perhaps, a big picture
of the meeting of Jacob and Esau. The lieu-
tenant looked round about him, and, shrugging his
shoulders, thought of his strange, new acquaint-
ance, of her free-and-easy manners, and her way
of talking. But then the door opened, and in the
doorway appeared the lady herself, in a long
black dress, so slim and tightly laced that her
figure looked as though it had been turned in
a lathe. Now the licutenant saw not only the
nose and eyes, but also a thin white face, a head
black and as curly as lamb’s-wool. She did not
attract him, though she did not strike him as
ugly. He had a prejudice against un-Russian
faces in gencral, and he considered, too, that the
lady's white face, the whiteness of which fer some
reason spggested the cloying scent of jasmine, did
not go well with her little black curls and thick
eyebrows; that her nose and ears were astoundingly
white, as though they belonged to a corpse, or
had been moulded out of transparent wax. When
she smiled she showed pale gums as well as her
teeth, and he did not like that either.
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‘ Anzmic debility . . .”” he thought; ‘“she’s
probably as nervous as a turkey.”

“ Here I am! Come along !” she said, going on
rapidly ahead of him and pulling off the ycllow
leaves from the plants as she passed.

“I'll give you the moncy directly, and if you
like I'll give you some lunch. Two thousand-
three hundred roubles ! After such a good stroke
of business youll have an appetite for your
lunch. Do you like my rooms? The ladies
about here declare that my rooms always smell of
garlic. With that culinary gibe their stock of
wit is exhausted. 1 hasten to assure you that
I've no garlic, even in the cellar. And one day
when a doctor came to see me who smelt of garlic,
1 asked him to take his hat and go and spread
his fragrance elsewhere. [Chere is no smell of
garlic here, but the place does smell of drugs. My
father lay paralyzed for a year and a half, and the
whole house smelt of medicine. A year and a half |
1 was sorry to lose him, but I'm glad he's dead:
he suffered so !”

" She led the officer through two rooms similar to
the drawing-room, through a large reception hall,”
and came to a stop in her study, where there was
a lady's writing-table covered with little knick-
knacks. On the carpet near it several books lay
strewn about, opened and folded back. Through
a small door leading from the study he saw a table
laid for lunch.

Still chatting, Susanna took out of her pocket a
bunch of little keys and unlocked an ingeniously
made cupboard with a curved, sloping lid. When
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the lid was raised the cupboard emitted a plaintive

"note which made the lieutenant think of an
Zolian harp. Susanma picked out another key
and clicked another lock.

“ 1 have underground passages here and secret
doors,” she said, taking out a small morocco

- portfolio. “It's a funny cupboard, isn’t it?
And in this portfolio I have a quarter of my
fortune. Louk how podgy it is! You won’t
strangle me, will yon ?”

Susanna raised her eyes to the licutenant and
laughed good-naturedly. The lieutenant laughed
too. .

" she’s rather jolly,” he thought, watching the
keys flashing between her fingers.

* Here it is,” she said, picking out the key of
the portfolio. * Now, Mr. Creditor, trot out the
IOU. What a silly thing money is really! How
paltry it is, and yet how women love it! I am
a Jewcss, you know, to the marrow of my bones.
I am passionatcly fond of Shmuls and Yankels,
but how I loathe that passion for gain in our
Semitic blood. They hoard and they don’t know
:what they arc hoarding for. One ought to live
and enjoy oneself, but they're afraid of spending
an extra farthing. In that way I am more like

* gn hussar than a Shmul. I don’t likec money
to be Ecpt long in one place. And altogether 1
fancy I'm not much like a Jewess. Does my
accent give me away much, eh ?”

 What shall I say ?”” mumbled the lieutenant.
*“ You speak good Russian, but you do roll your
n.ll

1 . 13

ey
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Susanna laughed and put the lttle key n the
lock of the portfoho The lieutenant took out
of hus pocket a hittle 101l of IOUs and laid them
with a notebook on thc table

* Nothing betzays a Jew as much as his accent,”
Susanna went on, looking gaily at the heutenant
* However much he twists himsclf into a Russian
v 1 lrenchman, ash him to say fcatha and he
will say ‘fedda’.  but I ponounce 1t cor-
rectly  Ireather ! feather ! feathur t

Both laughed

“ By Jove shus very jolly ! thought Soholshy

Susanna put thr poitfolio on a chur took a
st(p towards the hicutenant and bunging ha face
close to lue went on gaily

* Next to the Jews I love no people so much as
the Russiin and the kiench I did not do much
at school and I know no history but it scems to
me that the fate of the wotld Lies 1n the hands ot
those two nation> Ilived a long time abroad
I spent six maonths 1 Madnd Ive gand
my fll at tne public and the conclusion I ve come
to 15 that theie are no decnt puoples except the
Rustuan and the Franch  lake the languages,
fo. 1mstance The Guman language 15 like
the naghing of hoises, as for the Enghsh you
cent imagmne anything stupider Fight—feet—
foot' Itahan 1s only plcasant when they speak
it slowly If you lsten to Itahans gabbling,
you get the effect of the Jewish jaigon And the
Polecs ? Mercy on us'! Theres no language so
disgusting ! ‘ Nie pieinz, Pietrze, piepizem wieprza,
bo molesz przepiepirzyé wieprza picprzem’ That
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.means: ‘ Don’t pepper a sucking pig with pepper, -
Pyotr, or perhaps you'll over-pepper the sucking
pig with pepper.’ Ha, ha, ha!” _

¢ Susanna Moiseyevna rolled her eyes and broke
into such a pleasant, infectious laugh that the '
licutenant, looking at her, went off into a loud.
and merry peal of laughter. She took the visitor .
by the button, and went on:

“ You don't like Jews, of course . . . they've
many faults, like all nations. I don’t dispute
that. But are the Jews to blame for it ? No,
it's not the Jews who are to blame, but the Jewish
women! They are narrow-minded, greedy;
there’s no sort of poetry about them, they're
dull. . . . You have never lived with a Jewess,
s0 you don’t know how charming it is !"’ Susanna
Moiseyevna pronounced the last words with
deliberate emphasis and with no eagerness or
laughter. She paused as though frightened at
her own openncss, and her face was suddenly
distorted in a strange, unaccountable way. Her
eyes stared at the lieutenant without blinking,
her lips parted and showed clenched teeth. Her

t whole face, her throat, and even her busom,

. seemed quivering with a spiteful, catlike expres-
sion. Still keeping her eyes fixed on her visitor,
sshe rapidly bent to one side, and swiftly, like a

" cat, snatched something from the table. All this
was the work of a few seconds. Watching her

, movements, the lieutenant saw five fingers crumple

{ up his IOUs and caught a glimpse of the white

“ rustling paper as it disappeared in her clenched

. fist. Such an extraordinary transition from good-

.
[ N N
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natured laughter to crime so appalled lnm that
he turned pale and stepped back. .

And she, still keeping her fnghtcned searching
eyes upon him, felt along her hip with her clenched
fist for her pocket. Her fist struggled convulsively
for the pocket, like a fish in the net, and could not
find the .opening. In another moment the 10Us
would have vanished in the recesses of her feminine
garments, but at that point the licutcnant uttered
a faint cry, and, moved more by instinct than
reflection, seized the Jewess by her arm above the
clenched fist. Showing her teeth more than ever,
she struggled with all her might and pulled her
hand away. Then Sokolsky put his right arm
firmly round her waist, and the other round her
chest, and a struggle followed. Afraid of out-
raging her sex or hurting her, he tried only to
prevent her moving. and to get hold of the fist
with the I0Us; but she wriggled like an eel in
his arms with her supple, flexible body, struck
him in the chest with her clbows, and scratched
him, so that he could not help touching her all
over, and was forced to hurt her and disregard
her modesty.

“ How unusual this is! How strange!” he
thought, utterly amazed, hardly able to believe
his senses, and feeling rather sick from the scent
- of jasmine.

In silence, breathing heavily, stumbling against
the furniture, they moved about the room.
Susanna was carried-away by the struggle. She
flushed, closed her eyes, and forgetting herself,
once even pressed her face against the face of.
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the lieutenant, so that there was a sweetish taste
left on his lips. At last he caught hold of her
clenched hand. ... Forcing it open, and not
finding the papers in it, he let go the Jewess. With
flushed faces and dishevelled hair, they looked at
one another, breathing hard. The spiteful, cat-
like expression on the Jewess’s face was gradually
replaced by a good-natured smilc. She burst
out laughing, and turning on one foot, went towards
the room wherc lunch was ready. The lieutenant
moved slowly after her.  Shesat down to the table,
and, still flushed and breathing hard, tossed off
half a glass of port.

** Listen ""—the lieutenant broke the silence—
“ I hope you are joking ?”’

“Not a bit of it,”” she answered, thrusting a
piece of bread into her mouth.

“H'm! ... How do you wish me to take all
this ¢

“ As you choose. Sit down and have lunch !”

“But . . . it's dishonest !”

“ Perhaps. But don’t trouble to give me a
.sermon; [ have my own way of looking at
4 things.”

*Won't you give them back ?”

“Of course not! If you werc a poor un-
fortungte man, with nothing to eat, then it would
be a different matter. But—he wants to get
married I”

“It's not my money, you know; it's my
cousin’s !”

* And what does your cousin want with money ?
To get fashionable clothes for his wife? But I

. e



S AR, M 7 ea, Ny
198 .':THE TALES OF TCHEHOV ~ I
-really don’t care whether your belle-seur has
.dresses or not.”

The lieutenant had ceased to remember that he
was in a strange house with an unknown lady, and
did not trouble himself with decorum. He strode .
up and down the room, scowled and nervously "

‘fingered his waistcoat. The fact that the Jewess .
had lowered herself in his eyes by her dishonest .

action made him feel bolder and more frce-and-
eas

L

. : N
he devil knows what to make of it!” he
muttered. ‘‘ Listen. I shan’t go away from here -
until 1 get the 10Us !I”

“ Ah, so much the better,” laughed Susanna.’
* If you stay here for good, it will make it livelier
for me.” :

Excited by the struggle, the lieutenant looked
at Susanna'’s luughing, insolent face, at her munch-
ing mouth, at her heaving bosom, and grew bolder

*and more audacious. Instead of thinking about
the 10Us he began for some reason recalling
with a sort of relish his cousin’s stories of the-
Jewess’s remantic adventures, of her free way of
life, and these reminiscences only provoked him to-
greater audacity. Impulsively he sat down beside;
the Jewess and thinking no more of the IOUs!
began to eat. . . . . ¢

*“ Will you have vodka or wine ?”* Susanna
with a langh. “ So you will stay till you get the
IOUs? Poor fellow! How many days and.
nights you will have to spend with me, waiting for.
those IOUs ! Won't your fiancée have something

. to say about it ?”’ g



MIRE

bk
WA

C-190

I1.

Five hours had passed. The lieutcnant’s cousin,
:Alexey Ivanovitch Kryukov, was walking about
-the rooms of his country-house in his dressing-
gown and slippers, and looking impatiently out of
window. He was a tall, sturdy man, with a
large black beard and a manly face; and as the
. Jewess had truly said, he was handsome, though
* he had reached the age when men are apt to grow
too stout, puffy, and bald. By mind and tempera-
ment he was onc of those natures in which the
Russian intellectual classes are so rich: warm-
-hearted, good-natured, well-bred, having some
- knowledge of the arts and sciences, some faith, and
the most chivalrous notions about honour, but
. indolent and lacking in depth. He was fond of
good eating and drinking, was an ideal whist-
- player, was a connoisseur in women and horses,
but in other things he was apathetic and sluggish
- as a seal, and to rouse him from his lethargy
something extraordinary and quite revolting was
:needed, and then he would forget everything in

i+ the world and display intense.activity; he would
. fume and talk of a duel, write a petition of seven
:“pageseto a Minister, gallop at breakneck speed
+ about the district, call someone publicly “a
"_ scoundrel,” would go to law, and so on.

* How is it our Sasha’s not back yet 2"’ he kept
askmg his wife, glancing out of window. “ Why,

;. it's dinner-time 1”

i?f . -After waltmg for the heutena.nt tlll six o clock

Vg pevbar v
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they sat down to dinner. When supper-time
came, however, Alexcy Ivanovitch was listening
to every footstep, to every sound of the duor, and
kept shrugging his shoulders.

“Strange ! he said. * The rascally  dandy
must have stayed on at the tenant'’s.”

As he went to bed after supper, Kryukov made
up his mind that the licutenant was being enter-
tained at the tenant's, where after afestive evening
he was staying the night.

Alexawdr Grigorveviteh only returned next morn-
ing. He looked extremely ecrumpled and coniused.

“ [ want 1o speak to vou alone . . "' he said
mysteriously to his cousin.

They went into the studv. The lieutenant
shut the door, and he paced for a long time up
and down belore he began to speak.

* Something's happend, my dear fellow,” he
began, “* that I don’t hnew how to tell you about.
You wouldn't believe it . . ."

And  blushing, [altering, not looking at his
cousin, he told what had happened with the
I0Us.  Kiyvukov, standing with his fcet wide
apart and his head bent, listened and frowned.

“ Are you joking 2" he asked.

*“ How the devil could I be joking? [t’s no
joking matter !"” .

“I don’t understand!” muttered Kryukov,
turning crimson and tlinging up his hands. ““ It’s
positively . . . immoral on your part. Before
your very cyes a hussy is up to the devil knows
what, a serious crime, plays a nasty trick, and you
go and kiss her !"
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“But I can’t understand myself how it
happened !” whispered the licutenant, blinking
guiltily. * Upon my honour, 1 don’t understand
it! It’s the first time in my life I've come across
such a monster! It's not her beauty that does
for you, not her mind, but that . . . you under-
stand . . . insolence, cynicism. . . "7

“ Insolence,  cynicism . . . it's unclean ! If
yvou've such a longing for insolence and cynicism,
you might have picked a- sow out of the mire
amd have devoured her alive. Tt would have been
cheaper, anyway ! Instead of two thousand three
hundrod 1

“You do express yourself clegantly ! said the
licutenant, frowning.  “* I’ll pay you back the two
thousand three hundred !

“ I know you'll pay it back, but it's not a ques-
tion of money! Damn the money! What re-
volts me is vour being such a limp rag . . . such
filthy  feebleness ! And  engaged!  With  a
fiancée 1’

“Don't speak of it . . ."” said the licutenant,

blushing. “ 1 loathe myself as it is. I should
like to sink into the carth. It's sickening and
vexatious that I shall have to bother my aunt
for that five thousand. . . .”
" Kryukov continued for some {time longer
expressing his indignation and grumbling, then,
«s he grew calmer, he sat down on the sofa and
began to jeer at his cousin.

“ You young officers !"’ he said with contemptu-
ous irony. * Nice bridegrooms.”

Suddenly he leapt up as though he had been
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stung, stamped his foot, and ran about the
study.

*“No, I'm not going to leave it like that!” he
said, shaking his fist. ‘I will have those TOUs,
I'will! I'llgiveit her! One doesn’t beat women, |
but I'll break cvery bhone in her body. . . . T'll
pound her to a jelly! I'm not a licutenant !
You won't touch me with insolence or cynicism !
No-0-0, damn her! Mishka ! he shouted, “ run
and tell them to get the racing droshky out for
me!"

Kryukov dressed rapidly, and, without heeding
the agitated licutenant, got into the droshky, and
with a wave of his hand resolutely raced off to
Susanna Moisevevna. For a long time the licu-
tenant gazed out of window at the clouds of dust
that rolled after his cousin’s droshky, stretched,
yawned, and went to lus own room. .\ quarter
of an hour later he was sound asleep.

At six o'clock he was waked up and summoned
1o dinner.

* How nice this is of Alexey!” his cousin’s
wife greeted him in the dining-room. ** e keeps
us waiting for dinner.”

' Do you mean to say he’s not come back yct ?”
yawned the licutenant. “H'm! ... he’s prob-
ably gone round to sce the tenant.” . '

But Alexey Ivanovitch was not back by supper
either. His wifc and Sokolsky decided that he
was playing cards at the tenant’s and would most
likely stay the night there. What had happened
was not what they had supposed, however.

Kryukov returned next inorning, and without
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greeting anyone, without a word, dashed into his
study.

“Well ?” whispered the licutenant, gazing at
him round-eyed.

Kryukov waved his hand and gave a snort.

“Why, what's the matter? What are you
laughing at ?”

Kryukov flopped on the sofa, thrust Lis head in
the pillow, and shook with suppressed laughter.
A minute later he got up, and looking at the
surprised licutenant, with his cyes [ull of tears
from laughing, said:

“ Close the dvor. Well . . . she s a fe-c-male,
1 beg to inform you !”’

“ Did you get the 10Us 2”

Kryukov waved his hand and went off into a
peal of laughter again.

“Well ! she is a temade ' he went on. “* Mered
for the acquaintance, my bov! She's a devil
in petticoats. 1 arrived; I walked in like such
an avenging Jove, you know, that 1 felt almost
afraid of myself. . .. 1 frowned, I scowled,
even clenched my fists to he more awe-inspiring. . . .
‘ Jokes don’t pay with me, madam ! said I, and
more in that style. And I threatened her with
the law and with the Governor. To hegin with
she burst into tears, said she’d been joking with
you, and cven took me to the cupboard to give

me the moncy. Then she began arguing that the

future of Europe lies in the hands of the French
and the Russians, swoie at women. . . . Like
you, I listened, fascinated, ass that I was. . . . She
kept singing the praises of my beauty, patted me
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on the arm near the shoulder, to see how strong
I was, and . . . and as you see, I’ve only just got
away from her! IHa, ha! She's enthusiastic
about you!”

“You're a nice fellow ! laughed the licutenant.
“ A married man ! highly respeeted. . .. Well,
aren't you ashamed ?  Disgusted ? Joking apart,
though, old man. vou've got vour Ouvcn Tamara
in your own neighbourhood.

“In my own nughbuurlum«l ! Why, wvou
wouldn‘t find another such chameleon in the whele
of Russia! T've never seen anvthing like it in
my life, thougl I know a good hit about women,
too. T have known regular devils in my time,
but I never met anything like this. It is, as you
say, by insolenee and cynicism she gets over you,
What is so altractive in her is the diabolical
suddenness, the quick tranaitions, the swift shifting
bues. . .. Brrrt And the IOU--phew ! Write
it off for lost. We are both great sinners, we'll
go halves in our zin. [ shall put down to vou
not two thousand three hundred, but half of it.
Mind, tell my wile I was at the tenant’s.”

Kryukov and the licutenant buried their heads
in the pillows, and broke into laughter; they raised
their heads, glanced at one another, and again
subsided into their pillows.

“ Engaged ! A licutenant ! l\ryul\m, ]uored

* Married ! rctorted Sokolsky. ‘* Highly re-
spected ! IFather of a family !”

At dinner they talked in veiled allusions,
winked at one another, and, to the surprise of
the others, were continually gushing with laughter
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into their dinner-napkins. After dinner, still in
the best of spirits, they dressed up as Turks, and,
running after one another with guns, played at
soldiers with the children. In the evening they
had a long argument.  The licutenant maintained
that it was mean and contemptible to aceept a
dowry with your wife, even when there was
passionate love on both sides.  Kryuhov thumped
the table with his fists and declared that this was
absurd, and that a husband who did not like his
wife to have property of her own was an cgoist
and a despot.  Both shouted, boiled over, did not
understand cach other, drank a good deal, and
in the end, picking up the skirts of their dressing-
gowns, went to their bedrooms.  They soon fell
asleep and slept soundly.

Life went on as before, even, sluggish and free
from sorrow. The shadows lay on the carth,
thunder pealed from the clouds, from time 1o
time the wind moaned plaintively, as though to
prove that nature, too, could lament, but nothing
troubled the habitual tranquillity of these people.
Of Susanna Moisevevna and the IOUs they said
nothing. Both of them felt, sumechow, ashamed to
speak of the incident aloud.  Yet they remembered
it and thought of it-with pleasure, as of a curious
*farce,owhich life hid unexpectedly and casually
played upon them, and which it would be pleasant
1o recall in old age.

On the sixth or seventh day after his visit to
the Jewess, Kryukov was sitting in his study
in the morning writing a congratulatory letter
to his aunt. Alexandr Grigoryevitch was walking
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to and fro near the table in silence. The lieutenant
had slept badly that night; he woke up depressed,
and now he felt bored. He paced up and down,
thinking of the end of his furlough, of his fiancée,
who was expecting him, of how people could live
all their lives in the country without fecling bored.
“otanding at the window, for a long time he stared
at the trees, smoked three cigarettes one after
another, and suddenly turned to his cousin,

*“1 have a favour to ask you, Alyvesha,” he
said. " Let me have a suddle-horse for the
day. .. .”

Kryukov looked scarchingly at him and con-
tinued his writing with a frown.

“You will, then ?”’ asked the licutenant.

Kryukov looked at him agaiu, then deliberately
drew out a drawer in the table, and taking out
a thick roll of notes, gave it to his cousin.

‘ Here's live thousand . . ."” he said. ** Though
it’s not my moncey, yct, God bless you, it's all the
same. I advisc you to send for post-horses at
once and go away. Yes, really !”

The lieutenant in his turn lovked searchingly
at Kryukov and laughed.

“You've guessed right, Alyosha,” he said,
reddening. ‘It was to her [ meant to ride.
Yesterday evening when the washerwoman gave:
me that damned tunic, the one I was wearing
then, and it smelt of jasmine, why . . . I felt I
Juust go!”

“ You must go away.”

“ Yes, certainly. And my furlough’s just over.
I really will go to-day ! Yes, by Jove! However



MIRE 207

long one stays, one has to go in the end. . . .
['m going !

The post-horses were brought after dinner the
same day; the licutenant said good-bye to the
Kryukovs and set off, followed by their good wishes.

Another week passed. It was a dull but hot
and heavy day. From carly moming Kryukov
walked aimlessly about the house, luvking out
of window, or tuming over the leaves of albums,
though he was sick of the sight of them already.
When he came across his wife or children, he began
grumbling crossly. It secmed to him, for some
reason that day, that his children’s manners were
revoiung, that his wife did not know how to look
after the servants, that their expenditure was quite
disproportionate to their income.  All this meant
that ** the master ” was out of humour.

After dinner, Kryukov, feeling dissatisfied with
the soup and the roast meat he had caten, ordered
out his racing droshky. He drove slowly out of
the courtyard, drove at a walking pace for a
quarter of a mile, and stopped.

“Shall T ... drive to her . . . that devil ?”
he thought, looking at the lcaden sky.

And Kryukov positively laughed, as though it
were the first time that day he had asked himself
othat question. At once the load of boredom was
lifted from his heart, and there rose a gleam of
pleasure in his lazy eyes, He lashed the horse. . . .

All the way his imagination was picturing how_

- surprised the Jewess would be to see him, how he
would iaugh and chat, and come home feeling
refreshed. . . .
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“ Once 2 month one needs something to brlghtm
oneup . . . something out of the common round,
he thought, “ something that would give thc
stagnant organism a good shaking up, a reaction

. whetherit’s a drinking bout, or . . . Susanna.
Onc can’t get on without it.”

It was getting dark when he drove into the yard
of tiwe vodka distillery.  From the open windows
of the owner's house came sounds of laughter
and singing:

“ 1 Drighter than lightning, more burning than flame. . . "’

sang a powerful, mellow bass voice,

“ Aha ! she has visitors,” thought Kryukov.

And he was annoyed that she had visitors.

*Shall I go back 7 he thought with his hand
on the bell, but he rang all the same, and went up
the familiar staircase.  From the entry he glanced
into the reception hall. There were about five
men  there--all landowners and officials of his
acquaintance; one, a iall, thin gentleman, was
sitting at the piano, singing, and striking the keys
with his long, thin fingers. The others were
listening and grinning with enjoyment.  Kryukov
looked himself up and down in the looking-glass,
and was about to go into the hall, when Susanna
Moiseyeyna herself darted into the entry, in high.
spirits and wearing the same black dress. . . .
Sceing Kryukov, she was petrified for an instant,
then she uttered a little scream and beamed with
delight.

“Is it you?" she said, clutching his hand.
*“ What a surprise !’
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“Here she is!” smiled Kryukov, putting his
arm round her waist. “* Well ! Doces the destiny
of Europe still lie in the hands of the French and
the Russians ¢

“I'm so glad,” langhed the Jewess, cantiously
removing his aim. * Come, go into the hall;
they're all friends there. . .0 I'll go and tell
them to bring you some tea. Yeur niune's
Alexey, isn't itz Well, go in, I'll come
divectly. "

She blew him a Kiss and ran out of the entry,
leaving behind her the same sickly siell of jasmine.
Kryvukov raised his head imd walked into the hall.
He was on termis of {riendly intimacy with all
the men in the room, but searcely nodded to them;
they, too, scarcely responded, as though the place
in which they met were not quite decent, and as
though they were in tacit agreement with one
another that it was more suitable for them not
to recognize one another,

From the hall Kryukov walked into the drawing-
room, and from it info a second drawing-room.
On the way he met three or four other guests,
also men whom he knew, though they barely
recognized him.  Their faces were flushed with
drink and merriment.  Alexey Ivanovitch glanced
durtively at them and marvelled that these men,
respectable heads of families, who had known
sorrow and privation, could demean themsclves
to such pitiful, cheap gaiety ! He shrugged his
shoulders, smiled, and walked on.

““There are places,” he reflected, * where a
sober man feels sick, and a drunken man rejoices.

n 4
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I remember I never could go to the operetta or
the gipsies when I was sober: wine makes a man
more good-natured and reconciles him with
viee. . .7

Suddenly he stood still, petrified, and caught
hold of the door-post with both hands. At the
writing-table in Susanna’s study was sitting
Lieutcnant Alexandr Grigorvevitch. He was dis-
cussing somcthing in an undertone with a fat,
flabby-looking Jew, and sccing his cousin, flushed
crimson and looked down at an album.

The sense of decency was stirred in Kiyukov
awd the blood rushed to his head.  Overwhelmed
with amazement, shame, and anger, he walked
up to the table without a word. Sokolsky's
head sank lower than ever.  His face worked with
an expression of agonizing shame.

“Ah, it's you, Alyesha!™ he articulated,
making a desperate efort to raise his eves and to
smile. “I called here to say good-bye, and, as
vou see. ... But to-morrow I am certainly
going.”

“What can [ say to him? What " thought
Alexcy Ivanovitch. “ How can I judge him since
I’'m here myself ?”

And clearing his throat without uttering a word,
he went out slowly. .

¢+ Call her not heavenly, and leave her on earth. . . ." 3
* The bass was singing in the hall. A little

while -after, Kryukov’s racing droshky was bump-
ing along the dusty road.
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vorr MmaLmrcn IvasmN was sery much out
of llumour: his sister, a voung girl, had gone away
1o live with Vlassitch, o marricd man. To shake
off the despondency and depression which pursued
him at home and in the fields, he called to his aid
his <ense of justice, his genuine and noble ideas—
he had always defended free-love ---but this was
of nu avail, and he always came back to the same
conclusion as their foolish old nurse. that his sister
had acted wrongly and that Vlassitch had ab-
ducted his sister. And that was distressing.

His mother did not leave her room all day long;
the old nurse kept sighing and speaking in whispers ;
his aunt had been on the puint of taking her
departure every day, and her trunks were continu-
ally being brought down to the hall and carried up
again to her room. In the house, in the yard, and
in the gurden it was as still as though there were
someonce dead in the house.  His aunt, the servants,
and geven the peasants, so it seemed to Pyotr
Mihalitch, looked at him cnigmatically and with
perplexity, as though they wanted to say, *“ Your
sister has been sceduced; why are you doing
nothiug ?”” And he reproached himself for in-
activity, though he did not know precisely what
action he ought to have taken.

213
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So passed six days. On the seventh—it was
Sunday afternoon—a messenger on horseback
brought a letter. The address was in a familiar
feminine handwriting: *‘ Her Excy. Anna Niko-
lacvna Ivashin.” Pyotr Mihalitch fancied that
there was somcthing defiant, provocative, in the
handwriting and in the abbreviation “ Excy.”
And advanced ideas in women are obstinate,
ruthless, cruel,

* She'd rather die than make any concession to
her unhappy mother, or beg her forgiveness,”
thought Pyotr Mihaliteh, as he went to his mother
with the letter,

His mother was lyving on her bed, dressed.  See-
ing her son, she rose impulsively, and straightening
her grey hair, which had fallen from under her
cap, asked quickly:

“What is it ? What is it ?"

“ This has come . . ."” said her son, giving her
the letter.

Zina's name, and cven the pronoun “ she,”
was -0t uttcred in the house. Zina was spoken
of impersonally: * this has come,” ** Gone away,”
and so on. ... The mother recognized her
daughter's handwriting, and her face grew ugly
and unpieasant, and her grey hair escaped again
from her cap. .

“No!” she said, with a motion of her hands,
as though the letter scorched her fingers. “ No,
no, never ! Nothing would induce me !”

The mother broke into hysterical sobs of grief
and shame; she evidently longed to read the
letter, but her pride prevented her. Pyotr
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Mihalitch realized that he ought to open the
letter himself and read it aloud, but he was over-
come by anger such as he had never felt before;
he ran out into the yard and shouted to the
MESSCNEer :

“Say there will he no answer!  There will
be no answer ! Tell them that, you beast !

And he tore up the letter; then tears came into
his eves, and fecling that he was cruel, miserable, .
and to blame, he went out into the fields.

He was only twentv-seven, but he was already
stout. He dressed Tike an old man in loose,
roomv clothes, and suffered from astlina. He
already scemed to be deviloping the character-
istics of an clderly country bachelor.  He never
fell in love, never thought of marriage, and loved
no onc but his mother, his sister, his old nurse,
and the gardener, Vassilitch. He was fond of
gouod fare, of his nap after dinner, and of talking
about politics und exalted subjects. He had in
his day taken his degree at the university, but he
now looked upon his studies as though in them he
had discharged @ duty incumbent upon young men
between the ages of cighteen and twenty-five;
at any rate, the ideas which now strayved every
day through his mind had nothing in common with
the Jiniversity or the subjects he had studied
there.

In the ficlds it was hot and still, as though rain
were coming. It was steaming in the wood, and
there was a heavy fragrant scent from the pines
and rotting leaves. Pyotr Mihalitch stopped
several times and wiped his wet brow. He looked
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at his winter corn and his spring oats, walked
round the clover-field, and twice drove away a
partridge with its chicks which had straved in
from the wood.  And all the while he was thinking
that this insufferable state of things could not go
on for ever, and that he must end it one way or
another.  Ind it stupidly, madly, but he must
end it.

“But how? What can [ do "™ he asked him-
self, and looked imploringly at the’sky and at the
trees, as thongh begging for their help.

But the sky and the trees were mute. His
noble ideas were no hielp, and his conimon sense
whispered that the agonizing question could have
no solution but a stupil one, and that to-day’s
scene with the messenger was not the Jast one of
its kind. [v was terrible to think what was in
store for him!

As he returned homne the sun was setiing. By
now it scemed to him that the problem was in-
capable of solution. Ile could not accept the
accomplished fact, and he could not refuse to
accept it. and there was no intermediate course,
When. taking off his hat and fanning himself
with his handkerchicf, he was walking along the
road, and had only another mile and a half to
go befure he would reach hume, he heard bells
behind him. It was a very choice and successful
combination of bells, which gave a clear crystal
note. No one had such bells on his horses but
the police captain, Medovsky, formerly an officer
in the hussars, a man in broken-down health,
who had been a great rake and spendthrift, and
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was a distant relation of Pyotr Mihalitch. He
was like one of the family at the Ivashins’ and
had a tender, fatherly affection for Zina, as well
as a great admiration for her,

“T was coming to see vou,” he said, overtaking
Pyotr Mihaditch.  “ Get in; Il give you a lift.”

e was smiling and looked cheerful.  Evidently
he did not yet know that Zina liwl gone 10 live
with Vlassiteh; perbaps he had been told of it
already, but did not believe it.  Pvotr Mihalitch
felt in a diflicult position.

* You are very weleome,” he muttered, blushing
till the tears came into his eves, and not knowing
how to lie or what to say. [ am delighted,” he
went on, trving to smile, * but . . . Zina is away
and mother is ill.”

“ How annoving !” said the police captain,
looking pensively at Pyotr Mihalitch. ™ And
I was meaning to spend the evening with vou.
Where has Zinaida Mibalovna gone 27

*To the Sinitskys', and 1 believe she meant to
go from there to the monmastery. 1 don't quite
know.”

The police captain talked a little Jonger and then
turned back. Pvotr Mihalitch walked home,
and thought with horror what the police captain’s
feclings would be when he learned the truth.
And Pyotr Mihalitch imagined his {eelings, and
actually experiencing them himself, went into the
house.

“ Lord help us,”” he thought, * Lord help us !”

At cvening tea the only one at the table was
his aunt. As usual, her face wore the expression
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that seemed to say that though she was a weak,
defenceless woman, she would allow no one to
insult her. Pyotr Mihalitch sat down at the other
end of the table (he did not like his aunt) and
began drinking tea in silence.

** Your mother has had no dinner again to-day.”
said his aunt. ' You ought to do something
about it, Petrusha. Starving onesclf is no help
in sorrow.” '

It struck Pyotr Mihalitch as absurd that his
aunt should meddle in other people’s Dusiness
and should make her departure depend on Zina’s
having gone away. He was tempted to sav some-
thing rude to her, but restrained himselt. And
as he restrained himself he felt the time had come
for action, and that he could not bear it any
longer.  Either he must act at once or fall on
the ground, and sereain and bang his head upon
the floor. He pictured Vlassitch and Zina, both
of them progressive and sclf-satisfied, kissing
each other soinewhere under a maple-tree, and all
the anger and bitterness that had been accumulat-
ing in him for the last seven days fastened upon
Viassitch.

**One has seducod and abducted my sister,”
he thought, ““another will come and murder
my muther, a third will sct fire to the house and
sack the place. . . . And all this under the mask
of friendship, lofty idcas, unhappiness !”

“No, it shall not be!”” Pyotr Mihalitch cried
suddenly, and he brought his fist down on the table.

He jumped up and ran out of the dining-room.
In the stable the steward's horse was standing
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ready saddled. Ie got on it and galloped off
to Vlassitch.

There was a perfect tempest within him.  He
felt a longing to do somcthing extraordinary,
startling, even if he had to repent of it all his life
afterwards. Should he call Vlassitch a black-
guard, slap him in the face, and then challenge
him to a duel? But Vlassitch was 1ot one of
those men who do fight ducls; being called a
blackguard and slapped in the face would only
make him more unhappy, and would make him
shrink into himself more than cver. These un-
happy. defeneeless people are the most insutferable,
the most tiresome creatures in the world. They
can do anything with impunity. When the luck-
less man responds to well-deserved reproach by
looking at you with cyes full of deep and guilty
{eeling, and with a sickly smile bends his head
submissively, even justice itself could not lift its
hand against him.

“No matter. I'll horsewhip him before her
cyes and tell him what I think of him,” Pyotr
Mihalitch decided.

He was riding through his wood and waste
"and, and he imagined Zina would try to justify her
conduct by talking about the rights of women and
inrlivic.lual freedom, and about there being no
difference between legal marriage and free union.
Like a woman, she would argue about what she
did not understand.  And very likely at the end
she would ask, “ How do you come in? \What
right have you to interfere ?”

“ No, I have no right,” muttered Pyotr Mihal-
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itch. “But so much the better. . .. The
harsher 1 am, the less right 1 have to interfere,
the better.”

It was sultry. Clouds of gnats hung over the
ground, and in the waste places the peewits called
plaintively.  Evervthing betokened rain, but he
could not sce a cloud in the sky.  Pyvotr Mihalitch
crossed the boundary of his estate and galloped
over a smooth, level ficld.  He often went along
this road and knew every bush, every hollow in
it.  What now in the far distance looked iu the
dusk Jike o dark cliff was a red church he could
picture it all down to the smallest detail, even the
plaster on the gate and the calves that were always
grazing in the church enclosure.  Three-quarters
of a mile (o the right of the church there was a
copse like o dark blur it was Count Koltonov-
itch’s.  And bevond the chureh Viassiteh's estate
began.

IFrom behind the chureh and the count’s copse
a huge blackh storm-cloud was rising, and there
were flashes of white lightning.

“ Here itis 1" thought Pyotr Milalitch.  * Lord
help: us, Lord help us !

I'he horse was soon tired after its quick gallop,
and Pyotr Mihalitch was tired too. The storm-
cloud Jooked at him angrily and seemed to, advist
himn to go home. He felt a little scared.

*“ I will prove to them they are wrong,” he tried
to reassure himself. * They will say that it is
free-love, individual freedom; but freedom means
sclf-control and not subjection to passion. It’s
not liberty but licence !
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He reached the count’s big pond; it looked dark
blue and frowning under the cloud, and a smell of
damp and slime rose fiom it.  Near the dam, two
willows, one old and one young, drooped tenderly
towards one  another,  Pvotr Mihalitch and
Vlassitch lad been walking near this very spot
only a fortnight before, humming a students’
song:

' Youth is wasted, life is nought, when the heart is cold
and loveless.”’ )

A wretehed somg !

It was thundering as Pvotr Mihalitch  rode
through the copse, and the trees were bending
and rustling in the wind. e had to make haste.
It was only three-quarters of 4 mile through a
meadow ftom the copse to Viassiteh's  house.
Here thiere were old birch-trees on cach side of
the road.  They had the same melancholy and
unhappy air as their owner Viassiteh, and looked
as tall and lanky as he. Big drops of rain pattered
on the birches and on the grass; the wind had
siddenly dropped, and there was a smell of wet
carth and of poplars. Before him he saw Vlassiteh's
fenee with a row of vellow acacias, which were tall
and lanky too; where the fence was broken he
fould sge the neglected orchard.

Pyotr Mibalitch was not thinking now of the
horsewhip or of a slap in the face, and did not
know what he would do at Vlassitch’s. He felt
nervous. He felt frightened on his own account
and on his sister’s, and was terrified at the thought
of sceing her. How would she behave with her
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brother ? What would they both talk about ?
And had he not better go back before it was too
late ?  As he made these reflections, he galloped up
the avenue of lime-trees to the house, rode round
the big clumps of lilacs, and suddenly saw Vlassitch.

Vlassitch, wearing a cotton shirt and top-boots,
bending forward, with no hat on in the rain, was
<eming from the corner of the house to the front
door. He was followed by a workman with a
hammer and a box of nails.  They must have been
mending a shutter which had been banging in the
wind. Seeing Pyotr Mihalitch, Viassitch stopped.

“It's you!"” he said, smiling. ** That’s nice.”

“Yes, I've come, as you see,” said Pyotr
Mibalitch, brushing the rain off himself with
both hands.

“\Well, that’s capital! I am very glad,” said
Vlassitch, but he did not hold out his hand:
evidently he did not venture, but waited for Pyotr
Mihalitch to hold out his. “ It will do the oats
good,” he swud, looking at the sky.

- Yes.”

Thev went into the house in silence. To the
right of the hall was a door leading to another
hall and then to the drawing-room, and on the
left was a little roomn which in winter was used
by the steward. Pyotr Mihalitch and V]assitck
went into this little room.

* Where were you caught in the rain ?"’

“ Not far off, quite close to’the house.”

Pyotr Mihalitch sat down on the bed. He was
glad of the noise of the rain and the darkness of
the room. Tt was better: it made it less dreadful,
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and there was no nced to sec his companion’s
face. There was no anger in his heart now,
nothing but fear and wvexation with himself.
He felt he had made a bad beginning, and that
nothing would come of this visit.

Both were silent for sume time and affected to
be listening to the rain.

“Thank vou, Petrusha,” Vlawsitch began,
clearing his throat. “ I am very grateful to you
for coming. It's generous and noble of you.
I understand it, and, believe me, 1 appreciate
it. Believe me.”

He looked out of the window and went on,
standing in the middle of the room:

“ Everyvthing happened so sceretly, as though
we were concealing it all from vou. The feeling
that vou might be wounded and angry has been
a blot on our happiness all these days. But let
me justify myself.  We Kept it secret not because
we did not trust you. To begin with, it all
happened suddenly, by a kind -of inspiration;
there was no time to discuss it.  Besides, it's such
a private, delicate matter, and it was awkward
to bring a third person in, even someone as intimate
as you. Above all, in all this we reckoned on
your generosity.  You are a very noble and gener-
ous person. I am infinitely grateful to you. If
you cver need my life, come and take it.”

Vlassitch talked in a quict, hollow bass, always
on the same droning note; he was evidently
agitated. Pyotr Mihalitch felt it was his turn to
speak, and that to listen and keep silent would
really mean playing the part of a generous and
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noble simpleton, and that had not been his idea
in coming. He got up quickly and said breath-
k«-sl\ in an undertone:

“ Listen, Grigory.  You know I liked vou and
could have desired no better hushand for my sister;
but what has happened is awful! It's terrible
to think of it 1"

“ Why is it terrible " asked Viassiteh, with a
quiver in his voice. It would be terrible if
we had done wrong, but that isn't so.”

* Listen, Grigory. You know I have no preju-
dices; but, excuse my frankness, to my mind you
have both acted selfishly.  Of course, [ shan't say so
to my sister- -it will distress her; but you ought to
know: mother is miscrable heyond all description.”

“Yes, that's sad,” sighed Viassitch, * We
foresaw that, Petrusha, but what conld we have
done ?  Because one's actions hurt other people,
it doesn’t prove that theyv are wrong.  What's to
be done! Every important step one takes is
bound to distress somebody. [ you went to
fight for freedom, that would distress your mother,
too. What’s to be done! Anyone who puts the
peace of his family before cverything has to
renounce the life of ideas completely.”

There was a vivid flash of lightning at the
window, and the lightning secmed to change the:
coursc of Vlassitch's thoughts. He sat down
beside Pyotr Mihalitch and began saying what was
utterly beside the point.

“I have such a-reverence for your sister,
Petrusha,” he said. ‘“ When 1 used to come and
sec you, I felt as though I were going to a holy
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shrine, and 1 reallv did worship Zina. Now my
reverence for her grows every day. For me she
is something higher than a wife- —ves, higher !”
Vlassitch waved his hands.  ** She is my holy of
lolies.  Since she is ‘living with me. T enter my
house as though it were a temple. She is an
extraordinary, rure, most noble woman !’

“Well, he's off now ! thought ['votr Mihaliteh;
he disliked the word ** woman.”

“Why shouldn’t you be married properly 2”
he asked. ™ How mueh docs your wife want for
a divoree 2™

* Seventy-five thousand.™

" It's rather alot. But if we were to negotiate
with her 27

“She won't take a farthing less. She is an
awful woman, brother,” sighed Viassitch.  “ T've
never talked to vou about her before-—it was
munpleasant to think of her; but now that the subject
has come up, T'll tell you about her. I married
her on the impulse of the moment—a fine, honour-
able impulse.  An officer in command of a battalion
of our regiment-  if you care to hear the details--
had an affair with a girl of eighteen; that is, to
put it plainly, he seduced her, lived with her for
two months, and abandoned her.  She was in an
sawful | position, Drother. She was ashamed to
go home to her parents; besides, they wouldn't
have received her. Her lover had abandened
her; there was nothing left for her but to go to
the barracks and sell herself. The other officers
in the regiment were indignant. They were by no
means saints themselves, but the basencss of it

1 15
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was so striking. Besides, no one in the regiment
could endure the man. And to spite him, you
understand, the indignant licuténants and cnsigns
began getting up a subscription for the unfortunate
girl.  And when we subalterns met together and
began to subscribe five or ten roubles cach, I had
a sudden inspiration. I felt it was an opportunity
to do something fine. I hastened to the girl and
warmly expressed my svmpathy., And while [
was on my way to her, and while T was talking
to her, I loved her fervently as a woman insulted
and injured. Yes. ... Well, a week later
I made her an offer.  The colonel and my com-
rades thought my marniage out of keeping with
the dignity of an officer. That roused me more
than ever. 1 wrote a long letter, do you know,
in which I proved that my action ought to be
inscribed in thie annals of the regiment in letters
of gold, and 50 on. I sent the letter to my colonel
and copies to my comrades. Well, I was excited,
and, of course, 1 could not avoid being rude.
I was dsked te leave ihe regiment. [ have a rough
copy of it put away somewhere; I'll give it to you
to read sometime. It was written with great
feeling. You will see what lofty and noble senti-
ments 1 was experiencing. I resigned my com-
mnission and came here with my wife. My fathers
had left a few debts, I had no money, and from the
first day my wife began making acquaintances,
dressing herself smartly, and playing cards, and
I was obliged to mortgage the estate. She led a
bad life, you understand, and you are the only
one of the neighbours who hasn’t been her lover.
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After two years I gave her all [ had to set me free,
and she went off to the town. Yes. ... And
now I pay her twelve hundred roubles a year.
She is an awful woman ! Therc is a fly, brother,
whicli lays an egg in the back of a spider so that
the spider can't shake it off: the grub fastens
upon the spider and drinks its heart’s blood.
That was how this woman fastened vpon me and
sucks the blood of my heart. She hates and de-
spises me for being so stupid; that is, for marrying
a woman like her. My chivalry seems to her
despicable. ‘A wise man cast me off,” she says,
‘and a fool picked me up.” To her thinking no
onc but a pitiful idiot could have behaved as I
did. And that is insufferably bitter to me,
brother. Altogether, I may say in parenthesis,
fate has been hard upon me, very hard.”

Pvotr Mihalitch listened to Vlassitch and
wondered in perplexity what it was in this man
that had so charmed his sister. He was not young
—he was forty-one—lean and lanky, narrow-
chested, with a long nose, and grey hairs in his
beard. He talked in a droning voice, had a sickly
smile, and waved his hands awkwardly as he
talked. He had neither health, nor pleasant,
manly manners, nor-s«voir-faire, nor gaiety, and
*in all his exterior there was something colour-
less and indefinite. He dressed without taste,
his surroundings were depressing, he did not
care for poetry or painting because “ they have
no answer to give to the questions of the day ""—
that is, he did not understand them; music did
not touch him. He was a poor farmer.
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His estate was in a wretched condition and was
mortgaged; he was paying twelve per cent. on
the second morigage and owed ten thousand on
personal securitics as well. When the time came
to pay the interest on the mortgage or to send
money to his wife, he asked everyone to lend him
money with as much agitation as though his house
were on fire, and, at the same time losing his
head, he would sell the whole of his winter store
of fuel for five 1oubles and a stack of straw for
three roubles, and then have his garden fence or
old cucumber-frames chopped up 1o hest his
stoves.  His meadows were 1uined by pigs, the
prasants’ cattle straved in the undergrowth in
his woods, and every vear the old trees were fower
and fewer: bechives and 1usty pails lay about in
his garden and kitchen-garden. He had ncither
talents nor abilitics, nor even ordinary capacity
for living hke other poople. In practical life
he was a weak, najive man, casy to deceive and to
cheat, and the peasants with good reason called
Lim ** simple.™

He was a Liberal, and in the districr was re-
garded us 4 “ Red,” but cven his progressiveness
was a bore. There was no originality nor moving
power about his independent views: he was
revolted, indignant, and delighted always ¢n the
same notc; it was always spiritless and incffective.
Even in moments of strong enthusiasm he never
raised his head or stood upright. But the most
tiresome thing of all was that he managed to
express even his best and finest ideas so that they
seemed in him commonplace and out of date.
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It reminded one of something old one had read
long ago, when slowly and with an air of pro-
fundity he would begin discoursing of his noble,
lofty moments, of his best years; or when he went
into raptures over the younger generation, which
has always been, and still is, in advance of society ;
or abused Russians for donning their dressing-
gowns at thirty and forgetting the principles of
their alma mater.  Tf you stayed the night with
him. he would put Pissarev or Darwin on your
bedroom table; if you said yvou had read it, he
would go and bring Dobrolubov.

In the district this was called free-thinking, and
many people looked upon this free-thinking as
an innocent and harmless eccentricity; it made him
profoundly unbappy. however. It was for him
the maggot of which he had just been speaking;
it had fastened upon him and was sucking his
life-blood.  In his past there had been the strange
marriage in the style of Dostoevsky; long letters
and copies written in a bad. unintelligible hand-
writing. but with great fceling, endless misunder-
standings, explanations, disappointments, then
debts, a seccond mortgage, the allowance to his
wife, the monthly borrowing of moncy--and all
this for no bencfit to anyone, cither himself or

sothers. And in the present, as in the past, he
was still in a nervous flurry, on the lookout for
heroic actions, and poking his nose into other
people’s affairs; as before, at every favourable
opportunity there were long letters and copies,
wearisome, stereotyped conversations about the
village community, or the revival of handicrafts
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or the establishment of cheese factories—conversa-
tions as like once anuther as though he had prepared
them, not in his living brain, but by some me-
chanical process. And finally this scandal with
Zina of which one could not see the end !

And meanwhile Zina was young—she was only
twenty-two-—good-looking, elegant, gay; she was
fond of laughing, chatter, argument, a passionate
musician ; she had good taste in dress, in furniture,
in books, and in her own home she would not have
put up with a room like this, smelling of bouts
and cheap vodka. She, too, had advanced ideas,
but in her frec-thinking one felt the overflow of
energy, the vanity of a young, strong, spirited
girl, passionately eager to be better and more
original than others. . . . How had it happened
that she had fallen in love with Vlassitch ?

“He is & Quixote, an obstinate fanatic, a
maniac,” thought Pyotr Mihalitch, ** and she is
as soft, yielding, and weak incharacteras I am. . . .
She and I give in easily, without resistance. She
loves: him; but, then, I, too, love him in spite of
everything.”

Pyotr Mihalitch considered Vlassitch a good,
straightforward man, but narrow and one-sided.
In his perturbations and his sufferings. and in
fact in his whole life, he saw no lofty aims, remotes
or immesliate; he saw nothing but boredom and
incapacity for life. His self-sacrifice and all that
Vlassitch himself called heroic actions or noble
impulses seemed to him a useless waste of force,
unnecessary blank shots which consumed a great
deal of powder. And Vlassitch’s fanatical belief
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in the extraordinary loftiness and faultlessness
of his own way of thinking struck him as naive
and even morbid; and the fact that Viassitch all
his life had contrived to mix the trivial with the
exalted, that he had made a stupid marriage and
looked upon it as an act of heroism, and then had
affairs with other women and regarded that as
a triumph of some idea or other wa. simply
incomprehensible.

Nevertheless, Pyotr Mihalitch was fond of
Vlassitch; he was conscious of a sort of power in
him, and for some reason he had never had the
heart to contradict him.

Vlassitch sat down quite close to him for a talk
in the dark, to the accompaniment of the rain, and
he had cleared his throat as a prelude to beginning
on something lengthy, such as the history of his
marriage. But it was intolerable for Pyotr
Mihalitch to listen to him; he was tormented by
the thought that he would see his sister directly.

“Yes, vou've had bad luck,” he said gently;
‘ but, excuse me, we've been wandering from the
point. That’s not what we are talking about.”

“Yes, yes, quite so. Well, let us come back to
the point,” said Vlassitch, and he stood up. 1
tell you, Petrushy, our conscience is clear. We
are not married, but there is no nced for me to
provk to you that our marriage is perfectly
legitimate. You are as free in your ideas as [ am,
and, happily, there can be no disagreement
between us on that point. As for our future, that
ought not to alarm you. I’ll work in the sweat of
my brow, I'll work day and night—in fact, I will
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strain cvery nerve to make Zina happy. Her life
will be a splendid one! You may ask, am [ able
to do it. I am, brother! When a man devotes
every minute to one thought, it's not difficult for
him 1o attain his object. But let us go to Zina;
it will be a joy to her to sce vou.”

Pyotr Mibalitch’s heart began to beat.  He got
up .nd followed Viassitch into the hall, and from
there into the drawing-room. There was nothing
in the huge gloomy room but a piane and a long
row of old chairs ornamented with bronze, on
which no one ever sat. There was a candle
alight on the piano.  From the drawing-room they
went in silence into the dining-room.  This room,
too, was large and comfortless; in the middle of
the rooin there was a round table with two leaves
wilh six thick legs, and only one candle. A clock
in a large mahogany case like an ikon stand
pointed to half-past two.

Vlassitch opened the door into the next room
and said:

* Zina, here is Petrusha come to see us !”

At once there was the sound of hurried footsteps
and Zina came into the dining-room. She was
tall, plump, and very pale, and, just as when he
had seen her for the last time at home, she was
wearing a black skirt and a red blouse, wjth a
large buckle on her belt.  She flung one arm round
her brother and kissed him on the temple.

“\What a storm!” she said. “ Grigory went
off somewhere and I was left quite alone in the
house.”

She was not émbarrassed. and looked at her
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brother as frankly and candidly as at home;
looking at her, Pyotr Mihalitch, too, lost his
embarrassment.

“But vou are not afraid of storms,” he said,
sitting down at the table.

“No,”" she said, *“but here the rooms are so
big, the house is so old, and when there is thunder
it all rattles like a cupboard full of ~reckery.  It's
a charming house altogether,” she went on,
sitting down opposite  her  brother.  * There’s
some pleasant menmory in every room. In my
room, only fancy, Grigory's grandfather shot
himself.”

*In August we shall have the money to do
up the lodge in the garden,” said Viassiteh.

“ For some reason when it thunders I think of
that grandfather,” Zina went on. ** And in this
dining-room somebody was flogged to death.”

“That's an actual lact,” said Vlassitch, and he
lovked with wide-open eyes at Pyotr Mihalitch,
“Sometime in the forties this place was let to
a Frenchman called Olivier.  The portrait of his
daughter is lying in an attic now—a very pretty
girl. This Olivicr, so my father told me, despised
Russians for their ignorance and treated them with
crucl derision. Thus, for instance, he insisted on
the priest walking without his hat for half a mile
round his house, and on the church bells being rung
when the Olivier family drove through the village.
The serfs and altogether the humble of this world,
of course, he treated with even less ceremony.
Once there came along this road one of the simple-
hearted sons of wandering Russia, somewhat after
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the style of Gogol's divinity student, Hom

Brut. He asked for a night's lodging, pleased
the bailiffs, and was given a job at the office of
the estate. There are many vanations of the
stary. Some say the divinity student stirred up
the peasants, others that Olivier's daughter fell in
love with him. 1 don’t know which is true, only
vr fine evening Olivier called him in here and
cross-examined him, then ordered him to be beaten.

Do vou know. he sat here at this table drinking
claret while the stable-hoys beat the man  He
must have tried to wring something out of him.
Towards morning the divinity student died of the
torturc and his body was hidden. Thev say it
was thrown into Koltovitch's pond. There was
an inquiry, buf the Frenchman paid some thou-
sands to someone in authority and went away to
Alsace. His lease was up just then, and so the
matter ended.”

“ What scound:icls !' said Zina, shuddering.

" My father remembered Olivier and his daughter
well.  Heunsed to say she was remarkably beautiful
and eccentric. 1 imagine the divinity student had
done both—stirred up the peasants and won
the daughter’s heart. Perhaps he wusn't a
divinity student at all, but someone travclling
incognito.”

Zina grew thoughtful; the story of the div. mlty
sludent and the beautiful French girl had evidently
carried her imagination far away. It scemed to
Pyotr Mihalitch that. she had not_changed in
the least during the last week, except that she was
a little paler. She looked calm and just as usual,
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as though she had come with her brother to visit
Vlassitch. But Pyotr Mihalitch felt that some
change had taken place in himself. Before, when
she was living at home, he could have spoken to
her about anything, and now he did not feel equal
to asking her the simple guestion, * How do vou
like being here'?””  The question scemed awkward
and unnccessary.  Probably the same change had
taken place in her.  She was in no haste to turn
the conversation to her mother, to her home, to
her relations with Vlassitch; she did not defend
herself, she did not say that free unions are better
than marriages in the church; she was not agitated,
and calmly brooded over the story of Olivier. . . .
And why had they suddenly begun talking of
Olivier ?

“ You are both of you wet with the rain,”’ said
Zina, and she smiled joyifully; she was touched by
this point of resemblance between her brother
and Vlassitch. .

And Pyotr Mihalitch felt all the bitterness and
horror of his position. He thought of his descrted
home, the closed piano. and Zina's bright little
room into which no onc went now; he thought
there were no prints of little feet on the garden-
paths, and that before tea no one went off, laughing
gaily, to bathe. What he had clung to more and
more from his childhood upwards, what he had
loved thinking about when he used to sit in the
stuffy classroom or the lecture theatre—bright-
ness, purity, and joy, cverything that filled the
house with life and light, had gone never to return,
had vanished, and was mixed up with a coarse,
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clumsy story of some battalion officer, a chivalrous
licutenant, a depraved woman and a grandfather
who had shot himsell. . .. And to begin to
talk about his mother or to think that the past
could ever return would mean not understanding
what was clear.

Pvotr Mibalitch's eves filled with tears and his
hand began to tremble as it lay on the table.
Zina guessed what he was thinking about, and her
eyes, too, glistened and looked red.

“ Grigory, come here,” she said to Viassitch,

They walked away to the window and began
talking of something in & whisper.  From the way
that Vlassitch stooped down to her and the way
she looked at him, Pyotr Miholitch realized again
that evervthing was irreparably over, and that it
was no use tu talk of anything. Zina went out
of the ronm.

" Well, brother ! Viassitch began. after a brief
silence, rubbing his hands and smiling. ' I called
our life happiness just now, but that was, so to
speak, pectical licence.  In reality, there has not
been a sense of happiness so {ar.  Zina has been
thinking all the time of you, of hier mother, and
has been worrying; looking at her, I, too, felt
worried. Hersis a bold, frec nature, but, you know,
it’s difficult when you’re not used to it, and she ic
young,too. Theservants called her ‘Miss’; it scems
a trifle, but it upsects her. There it is, brother.”

Zina brought in a plateful of strawberries. She
was followed by a-little maidservant, looking
crushed and humble, who set a jug of milk on
the table and made a verv low bow: she had some-
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thing about her that was in keeping with the old
furniture, something petrificd and dreary.

The sound of the rain had ceased. Pyotr
Mihalitch ate strawberries while Vlassitch and
Zina looked at him in silence. The moment
of the incevitable but uscless conversation was
approaching, and all three felt the burden of it.
Pyotr Mihalitch’s cyes filled with tears again;
he pushed away his plate and said that he must
be going home, or it would he getting late, and
perhaps it would rain again.  The time had come
when common deceney required Zina to speak of
those at home and of her new life.

* How are things at home ?” she asked rapidly,
and her pale face quivered.  * How is mother 77

“ You know mother . . " said Pyotr Mihalitch,
not looking at her.

“ Petrusha, you've thought a great deal about
what has happened,” she said, taking hold of
her brother's sleeve, and he knew how hard it
was for her to speak. * You've thought a great
deal: tell me, can we reckon on mother's accepting
Grigory . . . and the whole position, one day ?”

She stood close to her brother, face to face with
him, and he was astonished that she was so beauti-
ful, and that he scemed not to have noticed it
before. And it scemed to him utterly absurd that
his sisfer, 5o like his mother, pampered, clegant,
should be living with Vlassitch and in Vlassitch’s
house, with the petrified servant, and the table
with six legs—in the house where a2 man had been
flogged to death, and that she was not going home
with him, but was staying here to sleep.
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“You know mother,” he said, not answering
her question. ‘I think you ought to have . . .
to do something, to ask her forgiveness or some-
thing. . . .”

“ But to ask her forgiveness would mean pre-
tending we had done wrong. I'm ready to tell
a lie to comfort mother, but it won’t lead anywhere.
1 know mother. Well, what will be, must be !’ .
said Zina, growing more cheerful now that the
most unpleasant had been said. “ We'll wait
for five vears, ten years, and be patient, and then
God's will be done.”

She took her brother’s arm, and when she walked
through the dark hall she squeezed close to him.
They went out on the steps  Pyotr Mihalitch
said good-bye, got on his horse, and set off at a
walk; Zina and Vlassitch walked a little way with
him. It was still and warm, with a delicious smell
of hay; stars were twinkling brightly between the
clouds. Vlassitch’s old garden, which had scen
so many gloomy stories in its time, lay slumbering
in the darkness, and for some reason it was mourn-
ful riding through it.

“Zina and I to-day after dinner spent some
really exalted moments,” said Vlassitch. “ I read
aloud to her an excellent article on the question
of ecmigration. You must rcad it, brotheri
You really must. It’s remarkable for its lofty
tone. I could not resist writing a letter to the
editor to be forwarded to the author. I wrote
only a single line: * I thank you and warmly press
your noble hand.’ ”’

Pyotr Mihalitch was tempted to say, * Don't



NEIGHBOURS 239

meddle in what does not concern you,” but he
held his tongue.

Vlassitch walked by his right stirrup and Zina
by the left; both seemed to have forgotten that
they had to go home. It was damp, and they
had almost reached Koltoviteh's copse.  Pyotr
Mihalitch felt that they were expecting something
from himn, though they hardly knew wlhat 1t was,
and he felt unbearably sorry for them.  Now as
they walked by the horse, with submissive faces,
lost in thought, he had a deep conviction that they
wure unhiappy, and could not be happy. and their
love seemed to him a melancholy, irreparable
mistake. Pity and the sense that he could do
nothing to help them recduced him to that state of
spiritual softening when he was ready to make
anv sacrifice to get rid of the painful feeling of
sympathy.

“T'Il come over sometimes for a night,” he said.

But it sounded as though he were making a
concession, and did not satisfy him. When they
stopped near Koltovitch's copse to say good-bye,
he bent down to Zina, touched her shoulder, and
said:

“You are right, Zina! You have done well.”
To avoid saying more and bursting into tears, he
lashed his horse and galloped into the wood. As
he rod¢ into the darknmess, he looked round and
saw Vlassitch and Zina walking home along the
road—he taking long strides, while she walked
with a hurried, jerky step beside him—talking
eagerly about something.

“I am an old woman !"" thought Pyotr Mihal-
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itch. “I went to solve the question and I have
only made it more complicated—there it is!”

He was heavy at heart.  When he got out of the
copse he rode at a walk and then stopped his
horse near the pond.  He wanted to sit and think
without moving. The moon was rising and was
reflected- in a streak of red on the other side of
the pond. There were low rumbles of thunder
in the distance.  Pyotr Mihaliteh looked steadily
at the water and imagined his sister’s despair, her
martyr-like pallor, the teardess eves with which
she would coneeal her humiliation froin others.
He imagined her with child, imagined the death
of their mother, her funeral, Zina's horror. . . .
The proud. superstitious old woman would be sure
to dic of gricf. Terrible pictures of the future
rose before: him on the background of smooth, dark
water, and among pale feminine figures e saw
himself, a weak, cowardly man with a guilty face.

A hundred paces off on the right bank of the
pond, something dark was standing motionless:
was it & man or a tall post > Pyotr Mihalitch
thought of the divinity student who had been
killed and thrown into the pond.

* Olivier behaved inhumanly, but one way or
another he did setile the question, while I have
scttled nothing and have only made it worse,” he
thought, gazing at the dark figure that ‘looked
like a ghost. ‘‘ He said and did what he thought
right while I say and do what I don’t think right;
and I don’t know really what I do think. . . .”

He rode up to the dark figure: it was an old
rotten post, the relic of some shed.
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From Koltovitch’s copse and garden there came
a strong fragrant scent of lilies of the valley and
honey-laden flowers. Pyotr Mihalitch rode along
the bank of the pond and looked mournfully
into the water. And thinking about his life, he
came to the conclusion he had never said or acted
upon what he really thought, and other people
had repaid him in the same way.  And =0 the whole
of life scemed to him as dark as this water in
which the night sky was reflected and water-weeds
grew in a tangle.  And it seemed to him that
nothing could cver set it right.
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Tur Don railway. .\ quict, cheerless station,
white and solitary in the steppe, with its walls
baking in the sun, without a speck of shade, and,
it ceems, without a human being.  The train
goues on after leaving one here; the sound of it is
scarcelv audible and dies away at last.  Outside
the station it is a desert, and there are no horses
but one's own.  One gets into the carriage—which
is so pleasant after the train—and is borne along
the road through the steppe, and by degrees there
are unfolded before one views such as one does not
sce near Moscow-—immense, endless, fascinating in
their monotony. The steppe, the steppe, and
nothing more; in the distance an ancient barrow
or a windmill; ox-waggons laden with coal trail
by. . . . Solitary birds fly low over the plain,
and a drowsy {ecling comes with the monotonous
beat, of their wings. It is hot. Another hour
or so passes, and still the steppe, the steppe, and
still in the distance the barrow. The driver tells
you something, some long unnecessary tale, point-
ing into the distance with his whip. And tranquil-
lity takes possession of the soul; one is loath to
think of the past. . . .
245
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A carriage with three horses had been scnt to
fetch Vera Ivanovna Kardin. The driver put
in her luggage and sct the harness to rights.

" Everything just as it always has been,” said
Vera, looking about her. *‘ I was a little girl when
1 was here last, ten vears ago. I remember old
Boris came to fetch me then. Is he still living,
I wonder ?”

The driver made no reply, but, like a Little
Russian, looked at her angrily and clambered
on to the box.

It was a twenty-mile drive from the station,
and Vera, too, abandoned herself to the charm
of the steppe, forgot the past, and thought only
of the wide expanse, of the freedom. Healthy,
clever, beautiful, and voung-—she was only three-
and-twentv-—she had hitherto lacked nothing in
her life but just this space and freedom.

The steppe, the steppe. ... The horses trotted,
the sun rose higher and higher; and it seemed to
Vera that never in her childhood had the steppe
been so 1ich, so luxuriant in June; the wild
flowers were green, yellow, lilac, white, and a fra-
grance rose from them and from the warmed earth;
and there were strange blue birds along the road-
side. . . . Vera had long got out of the habit of
praying, but now, struggling with drowsiness, she -
murmured:

‘“ Lord, grant that I may be happy here."”

And there was peace and sweetness in her soul,
and she felt as though' she would have been glad
to drive like that all her life, looking at the steppe.

Suddenly there was a deep ravine overgrown
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with oak saplings and alder-trees; there was a
moist fecling in the air—there must have been a
spring at the bottom. On the ncar side, on the
very edge of the ravine, a covey of partridges rose
noisily. Vera rcmembered that in old days they
used to go for cvening walks to this ravine; so it
must be near home!  And now she could actually
sce the poplars, the barn, black smwoke rising on
one side—they were burning old straw.  And there
was Auntic Dasha coming to meet her and waving
her handkerchicf; grandfather was on the tervace.
Oh dear. how happy she was !

“My darling, my darling!” cried her aunt,
shricking as though she were in hysteries.  ** Our
real mistress has come! You must understand
you are our mistress, you are our queen!  Here
everything is vours! My darling, my Dbeauty,
I am not your aunt, but your willing slave !"

Vera had no relations but her aunt and her
grandfather; her mother had long been dead; her
father, an enginceer, had died three months before
at Kazan, on his way from Sibcria. Her grand-
father had a big grey beard. He was stout, red-
faced, and asthmatic, and walked leaning on a
cane and sticking his stomach out. Her aunt,
a lady of forty-two, drawn in tightly at the waist
and fashionably dressed with sleeves high on the
shoulder, evidently tried to look young and was
still anxious to be charming; she walked with
tiny steps with a wriggle of her spine.

“ Will you love us ?"’ she said, embracing Vera.
“You are not proud ?”

At her grandfather’s wish there was a thanks-
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giving service, then they spent a long while over
dinner—and Vera's new life began. She was
given the best room.  All the rugs in the house
had been put in it, and a great many (lowers; and
when at night she lay down in her snug, wide, very
soft bed and covered herself with a silk quilt that
smclt of old clothes long stored away, she laughed
with pleasure.  Auntie Dasha came in for a minute
to wish her good-night.

“ Here you are home again, th.mk God,”" shie

said sitting down on the bed. ' As vou see, we
get along very well and have everything we want.
There's only one thing: your grandfather is in a
poor way ! A terribly poor way ! He is short of
breath and be has begun to luse his memoryv.  And
you remember how strong, how vigorous, he used
tobe ! There was no doing anvthing with him. .
In old days, if the servants didn’t please llim or
anything Jlse went wrong, he would jump up at
once and shout : * Twenty-tive strokes!  The birch ¥
But now he has grown milder and you never hear
him. And besides, times are changed, my precious;
one mayn’'t beat them nowadays. Of course,
they cughtn’t to be beaten, but they need looking
after.”

“And are they beaten now, auntic?” asked
Vera.

“ The steward beats them sometimes, but I never
do, bless their hearts! And your grandfather
sometimes lifts his stick from old habit, but he
never. beats them.” .

Auntie Dasha yawned and crossed herself over
her mouth and her right ear.
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“It’s not dull here ?”” Vera inquired.

“What shall 1 say? There are no landowners
living here now, but there have been works built
near, darling, and there are lots of engineers,
doctors, and mine managers.  Of course, we have
theatricals and concerts, but we play cards more
than anything. They come to us, too. Dr.
Neshtehapov trom the works comes {o see us—
such a handsome. interesting man! He fell in
love with your photograph. 1 made up my mind:
he is Verotehka's  destiny, [ thought.  He's
young, handsome, e has means— a good matceh,
in fact. And of course you're a match for anyone.
You're of good family.  The place is mortgaged,
it's true, but it's in good order and not neglected ;
there is my share in it, bat it will all come to you;
I am vour willing slave.  And my brother, yvour
father, left vou fifteen thouwsand roubles. .
But [ sce you can’t keep vour eyes open. Sleep,
my child.”

Next day Vera spent a long time walking round
the house. The garden, which was old and un-
attractive, lving inconveniently upon the slope,
had no paths, and was utterly neglected ; probably
the care of it was regarded as an unnecessary item
in the management. There were numbers of

*grassgsnakes.  Hoopoes flew  about under  the
trees calling * Qo-too-toot ! as though they were
trying to remind her of something. At the bottom
of the hill there was a river overgrown with tall
reeds, and half a mile beyond the river was the
village.  From the garden Vera went out into the
ficlds; looking into the distance, thinking of her
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new life in her own home, she kept trying to grasp
what was in store for her. The space, the lovely
peace of the steppe, told her that happiness was
near at hand, and perhaps was here already; thou-
sands of people, in fact, would have said: ** What
happiness to be yvoung, healthy, well-educated, to
be living on on¢’s own estate !’ And at the same
time the endless plain, all alike, without one living
soul, frightened her, and at moments it was clear
to her that its peaceful green vastness would
swallow up her life and reduce it to nothingness.
She was voung, clegant, fond of life: she had
finished her studies at an aristocratic boarding-
school, had learnt three languages, had read a great
deal, had travelled with her father—and could
all this have been meant to lead to nothing but
scttling dewn in a rcmete country-house in the
steppe, ind wandering day after day {from the
garden into the fields and from the fields into the
garden to while away the time, and then sitting
at home listening to her grandfather’s breathing ?
But what could she do? \Where could she go?
She could find no answer, and as she was returning
home she doubted whether she would be happy
heie, and thought that driving from the station
was far more interesting than living here.
Dr. Neshtchapov drove over from the yorks.*
.He was a doctor, but three years previously he
had taken a share in the works, and had become
one of the partners; and now he no longer looked
upon medicine as his chicf vocation, though he
still practised. In appearance he was a pale,
dark man in a white waistcoat, with a good
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figurc; but to guess what there was in his heart
and his brain was difficult. Hec kissed Auntic
Dasha’s hand on greeting her, and was continually
leaping up to sct a chair or give his scat to somcone.
He was very silent and grave all the while, and,
when he did speak, it was for some reason im-
possible to hear and understand his first sentence,
though he spoke correctly and not in a low voice.

“You play the piano #” he asked Vera, and
immediately leapt up, as she had dropped her
handkerchicf.

He stayed from midday to midnight without
speaking, and Vera found him very unattractive,
She thought that a white waistcoat in the country
was bad form, and his claborate politeness, his
manners, and his pale, serious face with dark eye-
brows, were mawkish; and it secemed to her that he
was perpetually silent, probably because he was
stupid. When he had gone her aunt said enthusi-
astically:

“Well 2 Isn’t he charming ?”

I1.

Auntie Dasha looked after the estate. Tightly
Jaced, with jingling bracelets on her wrists, she
went Into the kitchen, the granary, the cattle-
yard, tripping along with tiny steps, wriggling her
spine; and whenever she talked to the steward or
to the peasants, she used, for some reason, to
put on a pince-nez. Vera’s grandfather always
sat in the same place, playing patience or dozing.
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He ate a very great deal at dinner and supper;
they gave him the dinner cooked to-day and what
was left from vesterday, and cold pic left from
Sunday, and salt meat from the secvants’ dinner,
and he ate it all greedily.  And cvery dinner left
on Vera such an impression that when she saw
afterwards a flock of sheep driven by, or flour being
brought from the mill, she thought, *“ Grandfather
will eat that.” Tor the most part he was silent,
absorbed in cativg or in patience; but it sometimes
happened at dinner that at the sight of Vera he
would be touched and say tenderly:

“ My only grandchild ! Verotchka !’

And tears would glisten in his eyes.  Or his
fuce would turn suddenly crimson, his neck would
swell, he would look with tury at the servants,
and ask, tapping with his stick:

“Why haven't you brought the horse-radish ?”

[n winter he led a perfectly imactive existence;
in summer he sometimes drove out into the fields
to louk at the oats and the hay; and when he came
back he would Hourish his stick and declare that
everything was neglected now that he was not
theie to look after it.

“ Your grandfather is out of humour,” Auntie
Dasha would whisper. " But it's nothing now
to what it used 10 be in the old days: ‘ Twenty-
five strokes ! The birch ! ”

Her aunt complained that everyone had grown
lazy, that no one did anything, and that the estate
yiclded no profit. Indeed, there was no systematic
farming; they ploughed and sowed a little simply
from habit, and in reality did nothing and lived
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in idleness. Meanwhile there was a running to
and fro, reckoning and worrying all day long; the
bustle in the house began at five o’clock in the
morning; there were continual sounds of ** Bring
it,” " Feteh it,” ' Make haste,” and by the
cvening the servants were utterly  exhausted.
Auntie Dasha changed her cooks and her housc-
maids every week ; sometimes she discharged them
for immmorality; sumetimes they went of their own
accord, complaining that they were worked
to death.  None of the village people would come
to the house as servants; Auntic Dasha had
to hire tham from a distance. There vas only
one girl from the village living in the house,
Alyona, and she stayed because her whole family—
old people and children—were living upon her
wages.  This Alyona, a pale, rather stupid little
thing, spent the whole day turning out the rooms,
waiting at table, heating the stoves, sewing, waxh-
ing; but it always scemed as though she were only
pottering about, treading heavily with her boots,
and were nothing but a hindrance in the house.
In her terror that she might be dismissed and scnt
home, she often dropped and broke the crockery,
and they stopped the value of it out of her wages,
and then hier mother and grandmother would come
mand bow down at Auntie Dasha's feet.

Onée a week or sometimes oftener visitors
would arrive. Her. aunt would come to Vera
and say:

“You should sit a little with the visitors, or
clse they’ll think that you are stuck up.”

Vera would go in to the visitors and play vini



254 THE TALES OF TCHEHOV

with them for hours together, or play the piano
for the visitors to dance; her aunt, in high spirits
and breathless from dancing, would come up and
whisper to her:

** Be nice to Marya Nikiforovna.”

On the sixth of December, St. Nikolay’s Day, a
large party of about thirty arrived all at once; they
played vint until late at night, and many of them
stayed the night. In the moming they sat down
to cards again, then they had dinner, and when
Vera went to her room after dinner to 1est from
conversation  and  tobacco smoke, therc were
visitors there too, and she almost wept in despair.
And when they began to get ready to go in the
evening, she was so pleased they were going at
last that she said:

“ Do stay a little longer.”

She felt exhausted by the visitors and con-
strained by their presence; yet every day, as soon
as it began to grow dark, something drew her out
of the house, and she went out to pay visits either
at the works or at some ncighbours’, and then
there were cards, dancing, forfeits, suppers. . . .
The young people in the works or in the mines
sometimes sang Little Russian songs, and sang
them very well. It made one sad to hear them
sing. Or they all gathered together in one room
and talked in the dusk of the mines, of the tréasures
that had once been buried in the steppes, of Saur’s
Grave. . . . Later on, as they talked, a shout of
“Help!” sometimés reached them. It was a
drunken man going home, or someone was being
robbed by the pit near by. Or the wind howled
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n the chimneys, the shutters banged; then, soon
afterwards, they would hear the uneasy church
bell, as the snow-storm began.

At all the evening partics, picnics, and dinners,
Auntie Dasha was invariably the most interesting
woman and the doctor the most interesting man.
There was very little reading either at the works
or at the country-houses; they played only marches
and polkas; and the young prople always argued
hotly about things they did not understand, and
the cffect was crude. The discussions were loud
and heated, but, strange to say, Vera had nowhere
clse met people su indifferent and careless as these.
They seemed to have no fatherland, no religion,
no public interests.  When they talked of literature
or debated some abstract question, it could be
seen from Dr. Neshtchapov's face that the question
had no interest for him whatever, and that for
long, long ycars he had read nothing and cared
to read nothing. Svrious and expressiouless, like
a badly painted portrait, for ever in his white
waistcoat, he was silent and incomprehensible as
before; but the ladics, young and old, thought him
interesting and were enthusiastic over his manners.
They envied Vera, who appeared to attract him
very much. And Vera always came away from
the visits with a feeling of vexation, vowing
inwa.dly to remain at home; but the day passed,
the evening came, and she huiriced off to the works
again, and it was like that almost all the winter.

She ordered books and magazines, and used to
rcad them in her room. And she read at night,
lying in bed. When the clock in the corridor
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struck two or three, and lier temples were begin-
ning to ache from reading, she sat up in bed and
thought, “ What am 1 to do? Where am I to
go?”  Accursed, importunate question, to wiuch
there were a number of ready-made  answers,
and in reality no answer at all.

Oh, how noble, how holy, bow picturesque it
must be to serve the people, to alleviate their
sufferings, to enlighten them ! But she, Vera,
did not know the people.  And how could she
go to them?  They were strange and uninterest-
ing to her; she could not endure the stuffy smell
of the hats, the pot-house ovaths, the unwashed
children, the women’s talk of illnesses. To walk
over the snow-drifts, to feel cold, then to sit in a
stifling huat, to-wach children she disliked-—no,
she would rather die ! And to teach the peasants’
children while Auntic Dasha made money out of
the pot-houses and fined the peasants- -t was too
great a farce ! What a lot of talk there was of
schools, of village libraries, of universal education;
but if all these cengineers, these minc-owners
and ladies of her acquaintance, had not been
hypocrites, and really had believed that enlighten-
ment was necessary, they would not have paid the
schoolm.sters fifteen roubles a month as they did
now, and would not have let them go hungry,
And the schools and the talk about ignoratce—it
was all only to stifle the voice of conscience
because they were ashamed to own fifteen or
thirty thousand acres and to be indifferent to
the peasants’ lot. Here the ladies said about
Dr. Neshtchapov that he was a kind man and had
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built a school at the works. Yes, he had built a
school out of the old bricks at the works for some
eight hundred roubles, and they sang the prayer
for “long life” to him when the building was
opened, but there was no chance of his giving up
his shares, and it certainly never entered his head
that the prasants were hhuman beings like himself,
and that they, too, needed university teaching,
and not merely lessons in these wietched schools.

And Vera felt full of anger against herself and
everyone else. She took up a book again and tried
tuo read it, but svon afterwards sat down and
thought aguin. To become a doctor? But to
do that one must pass an examination in Latin;
besides, she had an invincible repugnance to
corpses and discase. It would be nice to become
a mechanie, a judge, a commander of a steamer, a
scientist; to do something into which she could
put all er powers, physical and spiritual, and to
be tired out und sleep soundly at night; to give
up her life to something that would make her an
interesting  person, able to attract interesting
people, to love, to have a real family of her
own. . . . But what was she to do? How was
she to begin :

Onc Sunday in Lent her aunt came into her
room garly in the morning to fetch her umbrella.
Vera was sitting up in bed clasping her head in
her hands, thinking.

“ You ought to go to church, darling,” said her
aunt, ‘ or people will think you are not a believer.”

Vera made no answer.

“I see you are dull, poor child,” said Auntie

u 17
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Dasha, sinking on her knees by the bedside; she
adored Vera.  ““Tell me the truth, are you bored?””

** Dreadfully.”

“My bcauty, my queen, I am your willing
slave, I wish vou nothing but good and happi-
ness. . . . Tell me, why don’t you want to marry
Neshtchapov? What more do you want, my
child?  You must forgive me, darling; you can't
pick and choose like this, we are not princes. . . .
Time is passing, you are not seventeen. . . . And
I don’t understand it! He loves you, idolizes
you!”

* Oh, merey ! said Vera with vexation. ™ How
can I tell 7 He sits dumb and never says a word.”

“ He's shy, darling. . .. He's alraid you'll
refuse him !’

And wheno her aunt had gone away, Vera re-
mained standing in the middle of her room un-
certain whether to dress or to go back to bed.
The bed was hateful; it one jovked vut of window
the ce were the bare trees, the grey snow, the hateful
juckdaws, the pigs that her grandfather would
cat. . ..

“ Yos, after all, perhaps I'd better get married !
she thought.

111

For two days Auntic Dasha went about with a
tear-stained and heavily powdered face, and at
dinner she kept sighing and looking towards the
ikon. * And it was impussible to make out what
was the matter with her.  But at last she made up
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her mind, went in to Vera, and said in a casual
way:

" The fact i, child, we have to pay interest on
the bank loan, and the tenant hasn’t paid his rent.
Will you let me pay it out of the fifteen thousand
your papa left you ?”

All day afterwards Auntie Dasha spent in making
cherry jam in the garden.  Alyona. with her checks
flushed with the heat, ran to and from the garden
to the house and back again to the cellar.

When Auntic Dasha was making jam with a
very scrious face as though she were performing a
religous rite, and her short sleeves displayed her
stoug, little, despotic hands and arms, and when
the servants ran about incessantly, bustling about
the jam which they would never taste, there was
always a fecling of martyrdom in the air. . . .

The garden smelt of hot cherries. The sun had
sct, the charcoal stove had been carried away,
but the pleasant, swectish smell still lingered in
the air.  Vera sat on a beneh in the garden and
watched a new labourer, a young soldier, not of
the neighbourhood, who was, by her express orders,
making new paths.  He was cutting the turf with
a spade and heaping it up on a barrow.

* Where were you serving ?” Vera asked him.

“ At Berdyansk.”

“wAnd where are you going now > Home ?”’

“No,” answered the labourer. *“1 have no
home.” ~

** But wherc were you born and brought up ?”

““In the province of Oryol. Till I went into
the army I lived with my mother, in my step-
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father's house; my mother was the head of the
house, and people looked up to her, and while
she lived T was cared for.  But while I was in the
ammy I got a letter telling me my mother was
dead. . . . And now I don’t seem to care to
go home.  It's not my own father, so it's not like
my own home,”

*“ Then your father is dead 2

“1 don’t know. I am illegitimate.”

At that moment Auntie Dasha appearad at the
window and said:

“ Al ne faut pas parler aux gens. . . . Go into
the Kitclien, my good man.  You can tell vour
story there,” she said to the soldier.

And then came as yesterday and every day
supper, rewding, "o sleepless night, and endless
thinking about the same thing. At three o'clock
the sun rose; Alyona was already busy in the
cotridor, and Vera wis not asleep vet and was
trying to read. She Leard the creak of the
burtow: it was the new labourer at work in the
garden. . . . Vera sat at the open window with
a book, deszed, and watched the soldivr making
the paths (or her, and that interested her.  The
paths were as even and level as a leather strap,
and it was pleasant to imagine what they would
be like when they were strewn with yellow =and.

She could see her aunt come out of the House
soon after live o'clock, in a pink wrapper and curl-
papers. She stood on the steps for three minutes
without speaking, and then said to the soldier:

“ Take your passport and go in peace. 1 can’t
have anyone illegitimate in my house.”
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An oppressive, angry feeling sank like a stone
on Vera's heart. She was indignant with her
aunt, she hated her; she was o sick of her aunt
that her heart was full of misery and loathing.
But what was she to do?  To stop her mouth ?
To be rude to her - But what would be the use ?
Suppnse she struggled with her, got rid of her,
made her harmless, prevented ber grandfather
from flourishing his <tick- -what would he the use
of it 7 It would be like killing one mouse or one
snake in the boundless steppe. The vist expanse,
the long winters, the monotony and dreariness
of life, instil & sense of helplessness; the position
scems hopeless, and one wants to do nothing-—
everything is useless,,

Alyona came in, and bowing low to Vera, hegan
carrving out the arni-chairs to beat the dust out
ol them,

“You have chosen a time to elean up,” said
Vera with annoyance. ** Gu away.”

Alvona was overwhelmed, and in her terror
could not understand what was wanted of ler.
She began hurniedly  tidying up the  dressing-
table.

“ Go out of the room, 1 tell you,” Vera shouted,
turning cold; she had never had such an oppressive

- feeling before. ™ Go away !”

Altona uttered a sort of moan, like a bird, and
dropped Vera's gold watch on the carpet.

“'Go away !” Vera shricked in a voice not her
own, leaping up and trembling all over. “ Send
her away; she worries me to death !” she went on,
walking rapidly after Alyona down the passage,
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stamping her feet. “ Go away! Birch her!
Beat her 1

Then suddenly she came to herself, and just
as she was, unwashed, uncombued, in her dressing-
gown and slippers, she rushed out of the house,
She ran to the familiar ravine and hid herself
there among the sloc-trees, so that she might sce
no oue and be seen by no one. Lying there
motionless on the grass, she did not weep, she was
not horror-stricken, but gazing at the sky open-
cyed, she reflected coldly and clearly that some-
thing hadhappencedwhich she could never forgetand
for which she could never forgive herself all her life.

“No, 1 can’t go on like this,” she thought.
“It's time to take mysclf in hind, or there’ll
benoendtoit. . . . Ican’tgoonlike this. . . .”

At midday Dr. Neshtehapov drove by the ravine
on his way to the house.  She saw him and made
up her mind that she would begin a new life, and
that she would make herself begin it, and this
decision calmed her. And following with ler
cves the doctor’s well-built figure, she said, as
though trying to soften the crudity of her decision:

“He’s a nice man. . . . We shall get through
life somehow.”

She returned home. While she was dressing,
Auntie Dasha came into the room, and said: ¢

*“ Alyona upset you, darling; I've sent her home
to the village. Her mother’s given her a good
beating and has come here, crying.”

“ Auntie,”” said Vera quickly, “ I'm going to
marry Dr. Neshtchapov. Only talk to him your-
self . . . Ican't.”
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And again she went out into the ficlds. And.
wandering aimlessly about, she made up her mind
that when she was married she would look after
the house, doctor the peasants, teach in the school,
that she would do all the things that other women
of her circle did.  And this perpetual dissatisfaction
with herself and everyone clse, this series of crude
mistakes which stand up like a m:untain before
one whenever one looks back upon one’s past,
she would accept as her real life to which she was
fated, and she would expect nothing better. . . .
Of course there was nothing better ! Beautiful
nature, dreams, music, told one story, but reality
another. LEvidently truth and happiness existed
somewhere outside real life. . . . One must give
up one's own life and merge oneself into this
luxuriant steppe, boundless and indifferent as
cternity, with its flowers, its ancient barrows,
and its distant horizom, and then it would be well
with one. . . .

A month later Vera was living at the works.
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EXPENSIVE LESSONS

For a cultivated man tu be ignorant of forcign
languages is a great inconvenience. Vorotov
became acutely conscious of it when, after taking
his degree, e began upon a piece of research work.

“It's awlul,” he said, breathing hard (although
he was only twenty-six he was fat, heavy, and
suffered from shortness of breath).

“It'sawful ! Without languages I'm like a bird
without wings. T might just as well give up the
work.”

And he made up his mind at all costs to over-
come his innate laziness, and to learn French and
German; and began to look out for a teacher.

One winter noon, as Vorotov was sitting in his
study at work, the servant told him that a young
lady was inquiring for him.

 Ask her in,” said Vorotov.

And a young lady claboratcly dressed in the last
*fashign walked in. She introduced hersclf as
a teacher of French, Alice Osipovna Enquéte,
and told Vorotov that she had been sent to him
by one of his friends.

“ Delighted ! Please sit down,” said Vorotov,
breathing hard and putting his hand over the
collar of his nightshirt (to breathe more freely he
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always wore a nightshirt at work instead of a
stiff linen one with collar). “It was Pyotr
Sergeitch sent vou? Yes, yes . . . I asked him
about it. Delighted !”

As he talked to Mdlle. Enquéte he lovked at
her shyly and with curiosity.  She was a genuine
Frenchwoman, very clegant and still quite young.
Judging frem her pale, languid face, her short
curly hair, and her wnnaturally slim waist, she
might have been cighteen; but looking at her
broad, well-developed shoulders, the elegant iines
ol her back and her severe eves, Vorotov thought
that she was not less than three-and-twenty and
might be twenty-five; but then again he began to
think she was not more than cighteen.  Her face
lovked as coid and business-like as the face of a
person whe has come te speak about money.
She did not onee smile or frown, and only once
a look of perplexity flitted over her face when she
Tearnt that she was not required to teach children,
but a stout grewn-up man.

“ 8o, Alice Osipovna,” said Vorotov, ““we'll
have a lesson every evening from seven to eight.
As regards your terms—a rouble a lesson—I've
nothing to say '\g'unst that. By all means let
it be a rouble. . . .

And he asked her if she would not have some:
tea or coffee, whether it was a fine day, and with
a good-natured smile, stroking the baize of the
table, lie inquired in a friendly voice who she was,
where she had studied, and what she lived on.

With a cold. business-like expression, Alice
Osipovna answered that she had completed her
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studies at a private school and had the diploma
of a private tcacher, that her father had died
lately of scarlet fever, that her mother was alive
and made artificial flowers; that she, Mdlle,
Enquéte, taught in a private school till dinner-
time, and alter dinner was busy till evening giving
lessons in different good familics.

She went away leaving behind ber the faint
fragrance of @ woman’s clothes,  For a long time
afterwards Vorotov could not settle to work, but,
sitting at the table stroking its green baize surface,
he meditated.

“It's very pleasant to see a girl working to carn
her own living,” he thought. ““On the other
hand, it’s very unpleasant to think that poverty
should not spare such elegant and pretty girls as
Alice Osipuvna, and that she, too, should have to
struggle for existence.  It's a sad thing !”

Having never seen virtuous  Frenchwomen
before, he reflected also that this clegantly dressed
young lady with her well-developed  shoulders
and exaggeratedly small waist in all probability
followed another calling as well as giving French
lessons.

The next evening when the clock pointed to
five minutes to seven, Mdlle. Enquéte appeared,
sosy from the frost. She opened Margot, which
she hatl brought with her, and without introduction
hegan:

‘' French grammar has twenty-six letters.  The
first letter is called A, the second B . . "

“ Excuse me,” Vorotov interrupted, smiling.
“ I must warn you, mademoiselle, that you must



270 THE TALES OF TCHEHOV

change your method a little in my case. You see,
I know Russian, Greek, and Latinwell. . . . I've
studicd comparative philology, and 1 think we
might omit Margot and pass straight to reading
some author.”

And he explained to the French girl how grown-
up people learn languages.

“ A friend of mine,” he said, * wanting to learn
modern languages, laid before him the French,
German, and Latin gospels, and read them side by
side, carcfully analyzing cach word, and would
vou believe it, he attained his object in less than
a year. Let us do the same. We'll take sume
author and read him.”

The French girl looked at him in perplexity.
Evidently the suggestion scemed to her very
naive and ridiculous. 11 this strange proposal had
been made to her by a child. she would certainly
have been angry and have scolded it, but as he,
was a grown-up man and very stout and she could
not scold hira, she only shrugged her :houldars
hardly pereeptibly and said:

" As you please.”

Vorotov rummaged in his bovkcase and picked
our a dog’s-cared French book.

“ Will this do ?”

“1t’s all the same,” she said. .

“In that case let us begin, and good lick to
it! Let's begin with the title . . . * Mémoires.” ”

" Reminiscences,” Mdlle. Enquéte translated.

With a good-naturcd smile, breathing hard, he
sperit a quarter of an hour over the word
" Mémoires,” and as much over the word de,
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and this wearied the young lady. She answercd
his questions languidly, grew confused, and evi-
dently did not understand her pupil well, and
did not attempt to understand him. Vorotov
asked her questions, and at the same time kept
lovking at her fair hair and thinking:

“Her hair isn’t naturally curly; she curls it.
It's a strange thing! She works v morning
Lo night, and yet she has time to curl her hair.”

At eight o'clock precisely she got up, and saying
coldly and dryly, ** Au revoir, monsicur,” walked
out of the study, leaving behind her the same
tender, delicate, disturbing fragrance. For a
long time again her pupil did nothing; he sat at
the table meditating.

During the days that followed he became
convinced that his teacher was a charming,
conscientious, and precise young lady, but that
she was very badly educated, and incapable of
teaching grown-up people, and he made up his
mind not to waste his time, to get rid of her, and
to engage another teacher. When she came the
seventh time he took out of his pocket an envelope
with seven roubles in it, and holding it in his
hand, became very confused and began:

‘“ Excuse me, Alice Osipovna, but I ought to

atell you . . . 1'm under painful necessity . . .”

Seeing the cnvelope, the Irench girl guessed
what was meant, and for the first time during
their lessons her face quivered and her cold,
business-like expression vanished. She coloured
a little, and dropping her eyes, began nervously
fingering her slender gold chain. And Vorotov,
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sveing her perturbation, realized how much a
rouble meant o her, and how bitter it would be to
her to lose what she was carning.

“ I ought to tell you,” he muttered, growing
more and more confused, and quavering inwardly ;
he burriedly stuffed the envelope into his pocket
and went on: “ Excuse me, I . . I must leave
yuu for ten minutes.”

And trying to appear as though he hid not in
the least meant to get rid of her, but only to ask
her prrmission to leave her for a short time, he
went into the next room and sat ther tor ten
minutes.  And then he returned more einbarrassed
than cver: it struck him that she might have
interpreted his brief absence in some way of her
owil, and he felt awkward.

The lessons began again. Vorotov felt no
interest in them. Realizing that he would gain
nothing from the lessons, he gave the French girl
liberty to do os she liked, asking her nothing and
not interrupting her. She translated away as
she’pleased ten pages during a lesson, and he did
not listen, breathed hard, and having nothing
better to do, gazed at her curly head, or her soft
white hnds or her neck and sniffed the fragrance
of her clothes.

He caught himself thinking very unsuitable
thoughts, and felt ashamed, or he was moved to
tenderness, and then he felt vexed and wounded
that she was so cold and business-like with him,
and treated him as a pupil, never smiling and seem-
ingfafraid that he might accidentally touch her.
He kept wondering how to inspire her with
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confidence and get to know her better, and to help
her, to make her understand how badly. she
taught, poor thing.

One day Mdlle. Enquéte came to the lesson in
a smart pink dress, slightly déculletée, and sur-
rounded by such a fragrance that she scemed to
be wrapped in a cloud, and readv, if one blew
upon her, to fly away into the air or melt away like
smoke. She apologized and said she could stay
only half an hour for the lesson, as she was going
straight from the lesson to a dance.

He looked at her throat and the back of her bare
neck and thought he understood why French-
women had the reputation of frivolous creatures
caxily seduced; he was carricd away by this cloud
of fragrance, beauty, and bare flesh, while she,
unconscious of his thoughts and probably not in
the least interested in them. rapidly turned over
the pages and translated at full steam:

" He was walking the street and meeting a
gentleman his friend and saving, * Where are you
striving to secing your fuce su pale it makes me
sad.ll rn

The * Mémoires ” had long been finished, and
now Alice was translating some other book. One
day she came an-hour too early for the lesson,
apologizing and saying that she wanted to leave
at seven and go to the Little Theatre. Seceing her
out after the lesson, Vorotov dressed and went to
the theatre himself. He went, and fancied that
he was going simply for change and amusement,
and that he was not thinking about Alice at all.
He couid not admit that a scrious man, preparing

u 18
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for a learned career, lethargic in his habits, could
fling up his work and go to the theatre simply
to meet there a girl he knew very little, who was
unintelligent and utterly unintellectual.

Yet for some reason his heart was beating during
the intervals, and without realizing what he was
dding, hc raced about the corridors and foyer
like a boy impatiently looking for somcone, and
he was disappointed when the inteival was over,
And when he saw the familiar pink dress and the
handsome shoulders under the tulle, his heart
quivered as though with a forctaste of happiness;
he smiled joyfully, and for the first time in lis
life experienced the sensation of jealousy.

Alice was walking with two unattiactive-looking
students and an officer.  She was laughing, talking
loudly, and obviously flirting. Vorotov had never
seen her like that. She was evidently happy,
contented, waim, smncere. What for? Why?
Perhaps because these men were her friends and
belonged to her own circle. And Vorotov felt
there was a terrible gulf between himself and that
circle. He bowed to his teacher, but she gave him
a chilly nod and walked quickly by; she evidently
did not care for her friends to know that she had
pupils, and that she had to give lessons to earn
money. .

After the mecting at the theatre Vorotov realized
that he was in love. . . . During the subscquent
lessons he feasted his eyes on his clegant teacher,
and _without struggling with himself, gave full
rein to his imaginations, pure and impurc. Mdlle.
Enquéte’s face did not cease to be cold; precisely
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at eight o’clock every cvening she said coldly,
“ Au revoir, monsieur,” and he felt she cared
nothing about him, and never would care any-
thing about him, and that his position was
hopeless.

Sometimes in the middle of a lesson he would
begin dreaming, hoping, making plans. He in-
wardly composed declarations of luve, remembered
that Frenchwomen were frivolous and casily won,
but it was enough for him to glance at the face
of his teacher for his ideas to be extinguished as
a candle is blown out when you bring it into the
wind on the verandah. Once, overcome, forgetting
hmmself as though in delirium, he could not restrain
himself, and barred her way as she was going
from the study into the entry after the lesson, and,
gasping for breath and stammering, began to
declare his love:

“You arc dear to me! ... 1 love you!
Allow me to speak.”

And Alice turned pale—probably from dismay,
reflecting that after this declaration she could not
come here again and get a rouble a lesson.  With
a frightened look in her eyes she said in a loud
whispcr:

“ Ach, you mustn't! Don’t speak, I entreat
you! You mustn’'t!”

.And Vorotov did not sleep all night aftcrwards;
he was tortured by shame; he blamed himself
and thought intensely. It seemed to him that
he had insulted the girl by his declaration, that she
would not come to him again.

He resolved to find out her address from the
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address bureau in the morning, and to write her
a letter of apology. But Alice came without a
letter. Yor the first minute she felt uncomfort-
able, then she opened a book and began briskly
and rapidly translating as usual:

**Oh, young gentleman, don’t tcar those
flowers in my garden which I want to be giving
to 1ay ill daughter. . . "

She still comes to this day. IFour books have
already been translated, but Vorotov knows no
Irench but the word ** Mémoires,”” and when he
is asked about his literary researches, he waves
his hand, and without answering turns the
conversation 1o the weather.
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THE PRINCESS

A CARRIAGE with four fine sleck horses drove in
at the big so-called Red Gate of the N-—
Monastery. While it was still at a distance, the
priests and monks who were standing in a group
round the part of the hostel allotted to the gentry,
recognized by the coachman and horses that the
lady in the carriage was Princess Vera Gavrilovna,
whom they knew very well.

An old man in livery jumped off the box and
helped the princess to get out of the carriage.
She raised her dark veil and moved in a leisurely
way up to the priests to receive their blessing;
then she nodded pleasantly to the rest of the
monks and went into the hostel.

‘* Well, have you missed your princess ?"’ she
said to the monk who brought in her things.
“It’s a whole month since I've been to see you.
But here I am; behold your princess. And where
is the Father Superior? My goodness, I am
burfting with impatience! Wonderful, wonderful
old man! You must be proud of having such a
Superior.”

When the Father Superior came in, the princess
uttered a shriek of delight, crossed her arms over
her bosom, and went up to receive his blessing.

279
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“No, no, let me kiss your hand,” she said,
snatching it and cagerly kissing it three times.
*“How glad I am to sce you at last, holy Father!
I'm surc you've forgotten your princess, but my
thoughts have been in your dear monastery every
moment. How declightful it is here! This living
for God far from the busy, giddy world has a
special charm of its own, holy Father, which I
fcel with my whole soul although I cannot ex-
press it !”

The princess's cheeks glowed and tears came into
her eyes. She talked incessantly, {ervently,
while the Father Superior, a grave, plain, shy old
man of seventy, remained mute or uttered abruptly,
like a soldier nn duty, phrases such as:

" Certainly, Your Excellency. . . . Quite so.
I understand.”

“ Has Your Excellency come for a long stay ?*’
he inquircd.

“T shall stay the mght here, and to-morrow
I'm going on to Klavdia Nikolacvna's--it's a
long_ time since 1've seen her—and the day after
to-morrow 1'll come back {0 you and stay three or
four days. I want to rest my soul here among
you, holy Father. . . .”

The piincess liked being at the monastery at
N For the last two years it had bcen a
favourite resort of hers; she used to go there almost
every month in the summer and stay two or three
days. even sometimes a week. The shy novices,
the stillness, the low ceilings, the smell of cypress,
the modest fare, the cheap curtains on the windows
—all this touched her, softened her, and disposed
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her to contemplation and good thoughts. It was
enough for licr to be half an hour in the hostel for
her to feel that she, too, was timid and modest,
and that she, too, smelt of cypress-wood. The
past retreated into the background, lost its signifi-
cance, and the princess began to imagine that
in spite of her twenty-nine years she was verv much
like the old Father Superior, and that, like him, she
was created not for wealth, not for carthly grimdeur
and love, but for a peaceful life secluded from the
world, a life in twilight like the hostel.

It happens that a ray of light gleamy in the dark
cell of the anchorite absorbed in prayer, or a bird
alights on the window and sings its song; the stern
anchorite will smilc in spite of himself, and a
gentle, sinless joy will pierce through the load of
grief over his sins, like water flowing from undcr a
stone. The princess fancied she brought from the
outside world just such comfort as the ray of
light or the bird. Her gay, friendly smile, her
gentile eyes, her voice, her jests, her whole personal-
ity in fact, her little graceful figure always dressed
in simple black, must arouse in simple, austere
people a fecling of tenderness and joy. Everyone,
Jooking at her, must think: ““ God has sent us an
angel. . . ."” And-feeling that no one could help
thinking this, she smiled still more cordially, and
tried #o look like a bird.

After drinking tca and resting, she went for a
walk. The sun was already setting. From the
monastery garden came a moist fragrance of
freshly watered mignonette, and from the church
floated the soft singing of men’s voices, which
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seemed very pleasant and mournful in the distance.
It was the evening service. In the dark windows
where the little lamps glowed gently, in the
shadows, in the figure of the old monk sitting at
the church door with a collecting-box, there was
such unruffled peace that the princess felt moved
to tears. - )

Outside the gate, in the walk between the wall
and the birch-trees where there were benches, it
was quite cvening. The air grew rapidly darker
and darker. The princess went along the walk,
sat on a seat, and sank into thought.

She thought how good it would be to scttle down
for her whole life in this monastery where life was
as still and unruffled as a summer cvening; how
good it would be to forget the ungrateful, dissipated
prince; to forget her immense estates, the creditors
who worried her every day, her misfortunes, her
maid Dasha, who had looked at her impertinently
thit morning. It would be nice to sit here on
the bench all her life and watch through the trunks
of the birch-trees the cvening mist gathering in
wreaths in the valley below; the rooks flying
home in a black cloud like a veil far, far away
above the forest; two novices, one astride a
piebald horse, another on foot driving out the
horses for the night and rejoicing in their freedom,*
playing pranks like little children; their yodthful
voices rang out musically in the still air, and she
could distinguish every word. It is nice to sit and
listen to the silence: ‘at one moment the wind
blows and stirs the tops of the birch-trees, then a
frog rustles in last year’s leaves, then the clock



THE PRINCESS 283

on the belfry strikes the quarter. . . . One might
sit without moving, listen and think, and think. . . .

An old woman passed by with a wallet on her
back. The princess thought that it would be
nice to stop the old woman and to say something
friecndly and cordial to her, to help her. . ..
But the old woman turned the cornmer without
once looking round.

Not long afterwards a tall man with a grey
beard and a straw hat came along the walk.
When he came up to the princess, he took off
his hat and bowed. From the bald patch on his
head 2nd his sharp, hooked nose the princess
recognized him as the doctor, Mihail Ivanovitch,
who had been in her service at Dubovki. She
remembered that somcone had told her that his
wife had died the year before, and she wanted
to sympathize with him, to console him.

“ Doctor, I expect you don’t recognize me ?"’
she said with an affable smile.

““Yes, Princess, 1 recognized you,” said the
doctor, taking off his hat again.

‘ Oh, thank you; I was afraid that you, too, had
forgotten your princess. People only remember
their enemies, but they forget their friends.
Have you, too, come to pray ?”
® “I gm the doctor here, and I have to spend the
night at the monastery every Saturday.”

" Well, how are you ?”’ said the princess, sighing.
“1 hear that you have lost your wife. What
a calamity !”

‘“ Yes, Princess, for me it is a great calamity.”

There’s nothing for it! We must bear our
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troubles with resignation. Not one hair of a man’s
head is lost without the Divine Will.”

“ Yus, Princess.”

To the princess’s friendly, gentle simile and her
sighs the doctor responded coldly and dryly: ** Yes,
Princess.” And the expression of his face was
cold and dry.

* What else can I say to him ?” she wondered.

* How long it is since we met ! she said. “ Five
years ! How much water has flowed under the
bridge, how many changes in that time; it quite
frightens vne to thnk of it! You knew, I am
married. . . . I am not a countess now. but a
princess.  And by now I am separated from my
husband ton.”

“ Yes, 1 heard so.”

“ God has sent e many trials. No doubt you
have heard, too, that I am almost ruined. My
Dubovki, Sofyino, and Kiryakovo have all been
sold for my unhappy husband’s debts. And I
have only Raranovo and Mihaltsevo left. It's
terrible te look back: how many changes and
misfortunes of all kinds, how many mistakes !”

“ Yes, Princess, many mistakes.”

The princess was a little disconcerted. She
knew her mistakes; they were all of such a private
character that no one but she could think or speaks
of them. She could not resist asking: .

* What mistakes are you thinking about ?*

" You referred to them, so you know them . . .
answered the doctor, and he smiled. “ Why tal
about them !”

“ No; tell me, doctor. 1 shall be very grateful
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to you. And please don't stand on cercmony
with me. I love to hear the truth.”

*“1 am not yuur judge, Princess.”

“Not my judge! What a tone vou take!
You must know somcthing about me.  Tell me!”

“If you really wish it, very well. Only I
regret to say 1'm not clever at talking. and people
can’'t always understand me.”

The doctor thought @ moment and hegan:

* A lot of mistakes; but the most important of
them, in my opinion, was the general spirit that
prevailed on all your estates. You see, 1 don't
know how to express myself. I mean chiefly
the lack of love, the aversion for people that was
felt in absolutely everything.  Your whole system
of life was built upon that aversion. Aversion
for the human voice, for faces, for heads, steps . | .
in fact, for everything that makes up & human
being. At all the doors and on the stairs there
stand sleck, rude, and lazy grooms in livery to
prevent badly dressed persons from entering the
house; in the hall there are chairs with high
backs so that the footmen waiting there, during
balls and receptions, may not soil the walls with
their heads; in every room there are thick carpets
that no human step may be heard; everyone who
eomes in is infallibly warned to speak as softly
and ag little as possible, and to say nothing that
might bave a disagrecable effect on the nerves
or the imagination. And in your room you don’t
shake hands with anyone or ask him to sit down—
just as you didu’t shake hands with me or ask me
to sit down. . . .”
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‘“ By all means, if you like,” said the princess,
smiling and holding out her hand. * Really, to
be cross about such trifles . . .”

“But 1 am not cross,” laughed ithe doctor, but
at once he flushed, took off his hat, and waving
it about, began hotly: “ To be candid, I've long
wanted an opportunity to tell you all I think. . . .
That is, I want to tell you that you look upon the
mass of mankind from the Napoleonic standpoint
as food for the cannun. But Napoleon had at
least some idea; you have nothing except aversion.”

“1 have an aversion for pcople 2’ smiled the
princess, shrugging her shoulders in astonishment.
“1 have!”

“Yes, you! You want facts ? By all means.
In Mihaltsevo three former cooks of yours, who
have gone blind in your kitchens from the heat
of the stove, are living upon charity. All the
health and strength and good looks that is found
on your hundreds of thousands of acres is taken
by you and your parasites for vour grooms, your
foutmen, and jyour coachmen. All these two-
legged cattle are trained to be [lunkeys, overeat
themselves, grow coarse, lose the ‘image and like-
ness,’ in fact. . . . Young doctors, agricultural
experts, teachers, intellectual workers generally —
think of it '—are torn away from their honesgt
work and forced for a crust of bread to take part
in all sorts of mummeries which make every dccent
man feel ashamed! Some young men cannot
be in your service for three years without becoming
hypocrites, toadies, ~neaks. . . . Is that a good
thing ? Your Polish superintendents, those abject
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spies, all those Kazimers and Kaetans, go hunting
about on your hundreds of thousands of acres
from morning to night, and to please you try to
get three skins off one ox. Excuse me, 1 speak
disconnectedly, but that doesn’t matter. You
don’t look upon the simple people as human
beings. And even the princes, counts, and bishops
who used to come and sec you, you leoked upon
simply as decorative figurces, not as living beings.
But the worst of all, the thing that most revolts
me, is having a fortune of over a million and doing
nothing for other pcople, nothing !”

The princess sat amazed, aghast, offended, not
knowing what to say or how to behave. She had
never before been spoken to in such a tone.  The
doctor’s unpleasant, angry voice and his clumsy,
faltering phrases made a harsh clattering noise
in her ears and her head. Then she began to
feel as though the gesticulating doctor was hitting
her on the head with his hat.

“It’s not true!” she articulated softly, in an
imploring voice. ‘‘ I've done a great deal of good
for other people; you know it yourself t”

““Nonscnse !’ cried the doctor. ““Can you
possibly go on thinking of your philanthropic work
as something genuine and uscful, and not a merc
snummery ? It was a farce from beginning to
end;«t was playing at loving your necighbour, the
most open farce which even children and stupid
peasant womcen saw through! Take for instance
your—what was it called ?—house for homeless
old women without relations, of which you made
me something like a head doctor, and of which
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you were the patroness. Mercy on us! What a
charming institution it was! A house was built
with parquet floors and a weathercock on the
roof: a dozen old women were collected from the
villages and made to sleep under blankets and
sheets of Dutch linen, and given toffee to eat.”
The doctor gave a malignant chuckle into his hat,
and went on speaking rapidly and stammering:
“It was a farce! The attendants kept the
sheets and the blankets under lock and key, for
fear the old women should soil them--‘ Let the
old devil’s pupper-pots sleep on the fleor.” The
old wumen did not dare to =it down un the beds,
to put on their jackets, to walk over the polished
floor<.  Everything was  kept  for show and
hidden away fiom the old women as though they
were thieves, and the eld women were clothed
and fed on the sly bv other people’s charity, and
prayed to God night and day to be released from
their prison and from the canting exhortations
ol the sleek rascals to whose care you committed
them.  And what did the managers do? It was
simply charming i About twice a week there
would be thirty-five thousand messengers to say
that the princess—that is, you—were coming
to the home next day. That meant that next
day I had to abandon my patients, dress up and be
on parade. Very good; I arrive. The old wémen,
in everyvthing clean and new, are already drawn up
in a row, waiting. Near them struts the old
garrison rat--the superintendent with his mawkish,
sncaking smile. The old women yawn and ex-
change glances, but are afraid to complain. We
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wait. The junior steward gallops up. Half an
hour later the senior steward; then the super-
intendent of the accounts’ office, then another,
and then another of them . . . they keep arriving
endlessly.  They all have mysterious, solemn
fares. We wait and wait, shift from onc leg to
another, look at the clock—all this in monumental
silence because we all hate cach other like poison.
One hour passes, then a second, and then at last
the carringe is seen in the distance, and . . .
and . ..”

The doctor went off into a shrill langh and
brought out in a shrill voice:

“You get out of the carringe, and the old hags,
at the word of command from the old garrison
rat, begin chanting: ‘ The Glory of our lLord in
Zion the tongue of man cannot express. . ..
A pretty scene, wasn'’t it ?”

The doctor went off into a bass chuckle, and
waved his hand as though to signify that he could
not utter another word for laughing.  He laughed
heavily, harshly, with clenched teeth, as ill-
natured people laugh; and from his voice, from his
face, from his glittering, rather insolent eves it
could be seen that he had a profound contempt
for the princess, for the home, and for the old
svomen.  There was nothing amusing or laughable
in alPthat he described so clumsily and coarsely,
but he laughed with satisfaction, even with delight.

“And the school ?” he went on, panting from
laughter. “* Do you rcmember how you wanted
to teach peasant children yourself? You must
have taught them very well, for very soon the

u 19
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children all ran away, so that they had to be
thrashed and bribed to come and be taught. And-
you remember how you wanted to feed with your
own hands the infants whose mothers were work-
ing in the fields. You went about the village
crying because the infants werc not at your
disposal, as the mothers would take them to the
fields with them. Then the village foreman
ordered the mothers by turns to leave their infants
behind for your ¢ntertainment. A strange thing !
They all ran away from your benevolence like
mice from a cat! And why was it? It's very
simple. Not because our people aie ignorant
and ungrateful, as you always explained it to
yourself, but becamse in all your fads, il you'll
excuse the word, there wasn't a ha’p’orth of love
and kindness ! There was nothing but the desire
to amuse yourself with living puppets, nothing
else. . . . A persenn who does not feel the ditfer-
ence between a human being and a lap-dog ought
not to go in for philanthropy. I assure you,
there’s a great difference between human beings
and lap-dogs !”’

The princess’s heart was beating dreadfully;
there was a thudding in her ears, and she still
felt as though the doctor were beating her on the
hcad with his hat. The doctor talked quicklys
excitedly, and uncouthly, stammering and gesticu-
lating unnecessarily. All she grasped was that
she was spoken to by a coarse, ill-bred, spiteful,
and .ungrateful man; but what he wanted of her
and what he was talking about, she could not
understand.
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“ Go away !” she saigd in a tearful voice, putting
up her hands to protect her head from the doctor’s
hat; *“ go away!”

‘“ And how vou treat your servants ! the doctoc
went on, indignantly. “ You trcat them as the
lowest scoundrels, and don’t look upon them as
human beings. For example, allow me to ask,
why did you dismiss me ?  For teu years I worked
for yvour father and afterwards for vou, honestly,
without vacations or holidays. [ gained the love
of all for more than scventy miles round, and
suddenly one fine day | am informed that [ am no
longer wanted. What for?  1've no idea to this
day. 1. a doctor of medicine, a gentleman by
hirth, a student of the Moscow University, father
of a family—am such a petty, insignificant insect
that you can kick me out without c¢xplaining the
reason! Why stand on ccremony with me? I
heard afterwards that my wife went without my
knowledge three times to intercede with you for
me—you wouldn't receive her. I am told she
cried in vour hall. And I shall never forgive her
for it, never !”

The doctor paused and clenched his teeth,
making an intense cffort to think of somcthing
more to say, very-unpleasant and vindictive. He

sthought of something, and his cold, frowning face
suddtnly brightened.

‘“ Take vour attitude to this monastery !” he
said with avidity. ‘‘ You've never spared anyone,
and the holier the place, the more chance of its
suffering from your loving-kindness and angelic
sweetness. Why do you come here? What do
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you want with the monks here, allow me to ask
you? What is Hecuba to you or you to Hecuba ?
It’s another farce, another amusement for you,
another sacrilege against human  dignity, and
nothing more. Why, you don’'t believe in the
monks’ God; you've a God of your own in your
heart, whem vou've evolved for vourself at
spiritualist séances.  You look with condescension
upon the ritual of the Churcli; vou don't go to mass
or vespers; you sleep till midday. . . . Why do
vou come here? . .. You come with a God of
your own into a monastery vou have nothing to
do with, and you imagine that the monks look
upon it as a very great honour.  To be sure they
do! You'd better ask, by the way, what vour
visits cost the monastery.  You were graciously
pleased to arrive here this « vening, and @ messenger
from your estate arrived on horseback the day
before yesterday to wiun them of vour coming.
Thuy were the whole day vesterday getting the
rooms ready and expecting yvou.  Tlus morning
vour advance-guard arrived --an insolent maid,
who keeps running across the rourtyand, rustling
her skurts, pestering them with questions, giving
orders. . .. 1 can’t endure it! The monks
have been on the lookout all day, for if you were
not met with due ceremony, there would ber
trouble! You'd complain to the bishop! ¥ The
monks don’t like me, vour holiness; I don’t know
what ['ve done to displease them. It's true I'm
a great sinner, but I'in so unhappy ! Already
one monastery has been in hot water over you.
The Father Superior is a busy, learned man; he
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hasn’t a frec moment, and vou keep sending for
him to come to your rooms. Not a trace of respect
for age or forrank! If at least you were a bountiful
giver to the monastery, one wouldn’t resent it so
much, but all this time the monks have not re-
crived o hundred roubles from you !

\Whenever poople worried  the princess. mis-
understood her, or mortificd her, and when she
did not know what to say or to do, she usually
began to ery.  And on this occasion, too, she ended
by hiding her face in her hands and erying aloud
in a thin treble like a child. The doctor suddenly
stopped and looked at her. His face darkened
and grew stern.

* Forgive me, Princess,” he said in a hollow
voice, " I've given way to a malicious fecling
and forgotten myself. It was not right.”

And coughing in an embarrassed way, he walked
away quickly, without remembering to put his
hat on.

Stars were already twinkling in the sky. The
moon must have been rising on the further side of
the monastery, for the sky was clear, soft, and
transparent. Bats were flitting noisclessly along
the white monastery wall.

The clock sluowly struck three quarters, probably
a quarter to nine.  The princess got up and walked
slowly to the gate. She felt wounded and was
crying. and she felt that the trees and the stars
and even the bats were pitying her, and that the
clock struck musically only to express its sympathy
with her. She cried and thought how nice it
would be to go into a monastery for the rest of
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her life. On still summer evenings she would
walk alone through the avenues, insulted, injured,
misunderstood by people, and only God and the
starry heavens would see the martyr's tears. The
evening service was still going-on in the church.
The princess stopped and listened to the singing;
how beautiful the singing sounded in the still
darkness ! How sweet to weep and suffer to the
sound of that singing !

Going into her rooms, she looked at her tear-
stained face in the glass and powdered it, then she
sat down to supper. The monks knew that she
liked pickled sturgeon, little mushrooms, Malaga
and plain honev-cakes that left a taste of cypress
in. the mouth, and.every time she came they gave
her all these dishes. As she ate the mushrooms
and drank the Malaga, the princess dreamed of
how she would be finally ruined and deserted—how
all her stewards, bailiffs, clerks, and maid-servants
for whom she¢ had done so much, would be false
to her, and begin to say rude things; how people
all th¢ world over would set upon her, speak ill
of her, jeer at her. She would renounce her title,
would renounce society and luxury, and would
go into a convent without one word of reproach
to anyone; she would pray for her enemies—and
then they would all understand her and come to
beg her forgiveness, but by that time it wduld
be too late. . . .

After supper she knelt down in the corner before
the ikon and read two chapters of the Gospel.
Then her maid made her bed and she got into it.
Stretching herself under the white quilt, she heaved
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a sweet, deep sigh, as one sighs after crying,
closed her eyes, and began to fall asleep.

In the morning she waked up and glanced at
her watch. It was half-past nine. On the carpet
near the bed was a bright, narrow streak of
sunlight from a ray which came in at the window
and dimly lighted up the room. Flies were
buzzing behind the black curtain at the window.
“It's carly,” thought the princcss, and she closed
her eyes.

Stretching and lying snug in her bed, she re-
called her mecting vesterday with the doctor and
all the thoughts with which she had gone to sleep
the night before: she remembered she was un-
happy. Then she thought of her husband living
in Petersburg, her stewards, doctors, neighbours,
the officials of her acquaintance . . . a long
procession of familiar masculine faces passed
before her imagination. She smiled and thought,
if only these people could see into her heart and
understand her, they would all be at her feet.

At a quarter past eleven she called her maid.

“ Help me to dress, Dasha,” she said languidly.
‘“ But go first and tell them to get out the horses.
I must set off for Klavdia Nikolaevna's.” .

Going out to get into the carriage, she blinked
wt the glaring daylight and laughed with pleasure:
it was a wonderfully fine day! As she scanned
from her half-closed eyes the monks who had
gathered round the steps to see her off, she nodded
graciously and said:

‘ Good-bye, my friends! Till the day after
to-morrow.”
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It was an agreeable surprise to her that the
doctor was with the monks by the steps. His
face was pale and severe.

** Princess,”” he said with a guilty smile, taking
off his hat, ** I've bcen waiting hcre a long time
to sce you. Forgive me, for God’s sake. .

1 was carricd away yesterday by an evil, vin-
dictive fecling, and I talked . . . nonsense. In
short, I beg your pardon.”

The princess smiled graciously, and held out
her hand for him to kiss. He kissed it, turning
red.

Trying to look like a bird, the princess fluttered
into the carriage and nodded in all directions.
There was a gay, warm, screne feeling in her heart,
and she felt herself that her smile was particularly
soft and friendly. As the carriage rolled towards
the gates, and afterwards along the dusty road
past huts and gardens, past long trains of waggons
and strings of pilgrims on their way to the monas-
tery, she still screwed up her cyes and smiled
softly. She was thinking there was no higher
bliss thau to bring warmtl, light, and joy wherever
one went, to forgive injuries, to smile graciously
on one’s ecnemies. The peasants she passed
bowed to her, the carriage rustled softly, clouds
of dust rose from under the wheels and floated
over the golden rye, and it seemed to the princess
that her body was swaying not on carriage
cushions but on clouds, and that she herself was
like a light, transparent little cloud. . . .

“How happy 1 am!” she murmured, shutting
her eyes. “ How happy I am!”
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THE CHEMIST'S WIFE

THE little town of B——-, consisting of two or
three crooked streets, was. sound asleep. There
was a complete stillness in the motionless air.
Nothing could be heard but far away, outside the
town no doubt, the barking of a dog in a thin,
hoarse tenor. It was close upon daybreak.
Everything had long been aslecp. The only
person not aslecp was the voung wife of Tcherno-
mordik, a qualified dispenser who kept a chemist’s
shop at B——. She had gone to bed and got
up again three times, but could not sleep, she did
not know why. She sat at the open window in
her nightdress and looked into the street. She
felt bored, depressed, vexed . . . so vexed that she
felt quite inclined to cry—again she did not know
why. There seemcd to be a lump in her chest that
kept rising into her throat. . . . A few paces
behind her Tchernemordik lay curled up close
#0 the wall, snoring sweetly. A greedy flea was
stabbtng the bridge of his nose, but he did not
feel it, and was positively smiling, for he was
dreaming that everyone in the town had a cough,
and was buying from hiin the King of Denmark’s
cough-drops. He could not have been wakened
now by pinpricks or by cannon or by caresses.
299
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The chemist’s shop was almost at the extreme
end of the town, so that the chemist’s wife could
sce far into the ficlds. She could sce the eastern
horizon growing pale by degrees, then turning
crimson as though from a great fire. A big broad-
faced moon peeped out unexpectedly from behind
bushes in the distance. It was red (as a rule
whan the moon emerges from behind bushes it
appears to be blushing).

Suddenly in the stillness of the night there came
the sounds of footsteps and a jingle of spurs.
She could hear voices.

*“ That must be the officers going home to the
camp from the Police Captain’s,” thought the
chemist’s wife.

Soun afterwards two figures wearing officers’
white tunics came into sight : one big and tall, the
other thinner and shorter. . . . They slouched
along by the fence. dragging one leg after the other
and talking loudly together. As thev passed
the chemist’s shop, they walked more slowly
than ever, and glanced up at the windows.

“ It smells like a chemist’s,” said the thin one.
“Andsoitis! Ah, Iremember. . . . I came here
last week to buy some castor-oil. There’s a
chemist here with a sour face and the jawbone
of an ass! Such a jawbone, my dear fellow.!
It must have been a jawbone like that that
Samson killed the Philistines with.”

“M’yes,” said the big one in a bass voice.
“The pharmacist is- asleep. And his wife is
asleep too. She is a prétty woman, Obtyosov.”

“1 saw her. I liked her very much. . . .
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Tell me. doctor, can she possibly love that jawbone
of an ass ? Can she ?”

“ No, most likely she does not love him,” sighed
the doctor, speaking as though he were sorry for
the chemist.  * The little woman is asleep behind
the window, Obtyosov, what ?  Tossing with the
heat, her little mouth half open . . . and one
little foot hanging out of bed. 1 it that fool
the chemist doesn’t realize what a lucky fellow
he is. . .. No doubt he sees no difference
between a woman and a bottle of carbolic !

“1 say, doctor,” said the officer, stopping.
“Let us go into the shop and buy something.
Perhaps we shall see her.”

“ What an idca—-in the night !

“What of it ? They are obliged to serve one
cven at night. My dear fellow, let us go in !”

*“If vou like. . . ."

The chemist’s wife, hiding behind the curtain,
heard a muffled ring. Looking round at her
husband, who was smiling and snoring sweetly as
before, she threw on her dress, slid her bare feet
into her slippers, and ran to the shop.

On the other side of the glass door she could
see two shadows. The chemist’s wife turned up
the lamp and hurried to the door to open it, and
snow she felt neither vexed nor bored nor inclined
to cfy, though ler heart was thumping. The big
doctor and the slender Obtyosov walked in. Now
she could get a view of them. The doctor was
corpulent and swarthy; he wore a beard and was
slow in his movements. At the slightest motion
his tunic secemed as though it would crack, and
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perspiration came on to his face. The officer was
rosy, clean-shaven, feminine-looking, and as supple
as an English whip.

** What may I give you ?” asked thc chemist’s
wife, holding her dress across her bosom.

“Give us . . . er—er . . . four pennyworth of
peppermint lozenges !”

Without haste the chemist’s wife took down a
jar from a shelf and began weighing out lozenges.
The customers stared fixedly at her back; the
doctor screwed up his eyes like a well-fed cat,
while the lieutenant was very grave.

“It’s the first time I've seen a lady serving
in a chemist’s shop,” observed the doctor.

.: " There’s nothing out of the way in it,” replied
the chemist’s wife, looking out of the corner of
her eye at the rosy-checked officer.  ** My husband
has no assistant, and I always help him.”

“To be sure. . . You have a charming little
shop! What a number of different . . . jars!
And you are not afraid of moving about among the
poisons ? Brrr !”

The chemist’s wife sealed up the parcel and
handed 1t to the doctor. Obtyosov gave her the
money. Half a minute of silence followed. . . .
The men exchanged glances, took a step towards
the door, then looked at one another again. c

“ Will you give me two pennyworth of sotla ?”
said the doctor.

Again the chemist's wife slowly and languidly
raised her hand to the shelf.

“ Haven't you in the shop anything . . . such
as . . .” muttered Obtyosov, moving his fingers,
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‘ something, so to say, allegorical . . . revivify-
ing . . . seltzer-water, for instance? Have you
any seltzer-water ?”’

“ Yes,” answered the chemist’s wife.

“Bravo! You're a fairy, not a woman!
Get us three bottles !”

The chemist’s wife hurriedly sealed up the soda
and vanished through the door inte the darkness.

“A peach!” said the doctor, with a wink.
“You wouldn't find a pineapple like that in the
island of Madeira! Eh? What do you,say?
Do you hecar the snoring, though? That’s his
worship the chemist enjoying sweet repose.”

A minute later the chemist’s wife came back and .
sct five bottles on the counter. She had just been
in the cellar, and so was flushed and rather excited.

“Sh-sh! ... quictly!” said Obtyosov when,
after uncorking the bottles, she dropped the cork-
screw. ‘‘ Don’t make such a noise; you'll wake
your husband.”

“ Well, what if I do wake him ?”’

“He is sleeping so sweetly . . . he must be
dreaming of you. . . . To your health !”

** Besides,”” boomed the doctor, hiccupping after
the seltzer-water, ‘“ husbands are such a dall
business that it woeuld be very nice of them to be

salways asleep. How good a drop of red wine
woulkd be in this water !”

‘“ What an idea !’ laughed the chemist’s wife.

“ That would be splendid. What a pity they
don’t sell spirits in chemist’s shops! Though
you ought to sell wine as a medicine. Have you
any vinum gallicum rubrum 7"’ )
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“Well, then, give us some! Bring it here,
damn it !”

* How much do you want ?”

“ Quantum salis. . . . Give us an ounce cach
in the water, and afterwards we'll see. ...
Obhtyosov, "'what do you say ? First with water
and afterwards per se. . . ."

The doctor and Obtyosov sat down to the
counter, took off their caps, and began drinking
the wine.

“ The wine, onc must admit, is wretched stuff !
Vinum mnastissimum ! Though in the presence
of .. .er...it tastes like nectar. You are
enchanting, madam! In imagination I kiss your
hand.”

“1 would give a great deal to do so not in
imagination,” said Obtyosov. ‘“ On my honour,
I'd give my life.”

“ That's encugh,” said Madame Tchernomordik,
flushing and assuming a serious expression.

“ What a flirt you are, though!” the doctor
laughed softly, looking slyly at her from under
his brows. * Your eyes scem to be firing shot:
piff-pas ! I congratulate you: you've conquered !
We are vanquished !’

The chemist’s wife looked at their ruddy facces,
listened to their chatter, and soon she, too, ‘grew
quite lively. Oh, she felt so gay! She entered
into the conversation, she laughed, flirted, and
even, after repeated requests from the customers,
drank two ounces of the wine.

‘* You officers ought to come in oftener from the
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camp,” she said; " it’s awful how dreary it is here.
I'm simply dying of it.”

** I should think so ! said the doctor indignantly.
“ Such a peach, a miracle of nature, thrown away
in the wilds! How well Griboyedov said, ‘ Into
the wilds, to Saratov'! It's time for us to be
off, though. Delighted to have made your
acquaintance . . . very.  How much do we owe
you ?"

The chemist's wife raised her eyes to the ceiling
and her lips movad for some ' time.

“Twelve roubles  forty-vight kopecks,”  she
satid.

Obtyosov took vut of his pocket a fat pocket-
book, and atter fumbling for some time among
the notes, paid.

" Your husband’s slevping sweetly . . . he must
be dreaming,” he muttered, pressing her hand at
parting.

“ T don’t like to hear silly remarks. . . .

“What silly remarks ?  On the contrary, it’s
not sillv at all . .. cven Shakespeare said:
* Happy is he who in his youth is young.” "

“ Let go of my hand.”

At last after much talk and after kissing the
lady’s band at parting, the customers went out of
Alie shop irresolutely, as though they were wonder-
ing whether they had not forgotten something.

She ran quickly into the bedroom and sat down
in the same place. She saw the doctor and the
officer, on coming out of the shop, walk lazily
away & distance of twenty paces; then they
stopped and began whispering together. What

I 2

o
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about ? Her heart throbbed, there was a pulsing
in her temples, and why she did not know. . ..
Her heart beat violently as though those two
whispering outside were deciding her fate.

Five minutes later the doctor parted from
Obtyosov and walked on, while Obtyosov came
hack. He walked past the shop once and a second

tine. . . . He would stop near the door and then
take a few steps again. At last the bell tinkled
discreetly.

“What ? Who is there ?” the chemist's wife
heard her husband's voice suddenly. ‘* There's
a ring at the bell, and you don’t hear it,”” he said
severely. ‘‘Is that the way to do things ?”

He got up, put on his dressing-gown, and stagger-
ing, half aslcep, flopped in his slippers to 1he shop.

“What . . . is it ?”’ he asked Obtyosov.

“Give me . .. givc me four pennyworth of
peppermint lozenges.”

Sniffing continually, yawning, dropping aslcep
as he moved, and knocking his knees against
the counter, the chemist went to the shelf and
reached down the jar.

Two minutes later the chemist’s wife saw Obtyo-
sov go out of the shop, and, after he had gone
some steps, she saw him throw the packet of
peppermints on the dusty road. The doctor cameg
from bchind a corner to meet him. . . . They
met and, gesticulating, vanished in the morning
mist.

“How unhappy I-am!” said the chemist’s
Tife, looking angrily at her husband, who was
undressing quickly to get into bed again. * Ob,
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how unhappy L-am!”’ she repeated, suddenly
melting into bitter tears. * And nobody knows,
nobody knows, . . ."”

“ 1 forgot fourpence on the counter,” muttered
the chemist, pulling the quilt over him. ‘ Put
it away in the till, please. . . .”

And at once he fell asleep again.
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