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			Preface

			The infant Tolstoy was a busy and wide-eyed creature, an empathizer, a watcher, obsessed with storms and family saints. He wept daily, and his siblings called him Lëva-Rëva, ‘Leo Cry-baby’. From an early age, he saw agency in all living things, in a hare, a tree or a blade of grass, and he pitied them. Childhood isn’t a magical domain for every writer, but Tolstoy couldn’t help seeing it that way. For him, inexperience was a sort of poetry, and his Recollections are both a pantomime of babyish frights and an elegy to lost innocence. Before Proust made it his own, Tolstoy was a connoisseur of first sensations, and nothing about his nursery or his classroom is free from his transfiguring imagination. ‘He tells us,’ wrote his biographer Aylmer Maude, ‘that the impressions of early childhood, preserved in one’s memory, grow in some unfathomable depth of the soul like seeds thrown on good ground, till after many years they thrust their bright, green shoots into God’s world.’

			In a biographical fragment from 1878, Tolstoy wrote of his very first memory. It is like an item from Freud’s notebook. He remembers lying ‘bound’, swaddled tightly with bands as Russian babies often were, and wishing to stretch out his arms but not being able to manage it. ‘I scream and cry,’ he wrote, ‘and my screams are disagreeable to myself but I cannot stop. Someone – I do not remember who – bends over me. This all happens in semi-darkness. I only know there were two people there . . . And what remains on my memory is not my cries nor my suffering, but the complexity and contradictoriness of the impressions. I desire freedom, it would harm no one, but I who need strength am weak, while they are strong.’ I suppose it’s a memory of trying to breathe, a drama of gasping and not being heard. But it is also a vision of one’s home as an early prison, and of power­lessness as a kind of nightmare. Like many artists, Tolstoy was interested in paying tribute to his own creative personality, of marking its pre-existence, and establishing the manner in which his independent spirit and his talent came bursting out. But he never viewed his early years, the byways of childhood, merely as biographical material: he took its essence and made a pillow of it, a soft place on which to dream when reality was heavy, and he wrote fictions that are projections of fantasy as much as they are distillations of memory. Tolstoy, as a journalist, a historian, a philosopher, a scientist of human-existence-in-time, manipulated everything he came upon, carefully revolving it in his mind until it formed a new standard of truth. 

			We live in a daily Sturm und Drang about reality. The news cycle performs 24-hour contortions, and what constitutes ‘the truth’, here and now, is often a hackneyed argument in which people broadcast fake news about people’s fake news. Writing about one’s childhood, no less one’s adulthood, can be reduced to ‘auto-fiction’. Yet Tolstoy wished to preserve a declared margin between his own childhood and the novel he chose to call Childhood. One may light on facts, whilst reversing others; one may echo real people, whilst inventing them; and one may cover a lot of recognizable ground in a layer of fresh snow. If God were a novelist, Isaac Babel suggested, then he would resemble Tolstoy: a conductor of weather, a maker and breaker of human hearts who is never sure of his own. ‘Actuality’ will take its place in the long queue of things to be expressed, places to be visited, movements to be scored and wonders to be animated.

			Tolstoy, the critics say, ‘had no prejudices’. He saw things ‘as they are’. One does not read his books, ‘one lives them’. Readers and commentators have always asked how much of his actual life was in his fictions, and the question persists. Childhood, a work of twenty-eight short chapters, was published in 1852, when Tolstoy was twenty-four. We quickly find ourselves in the company of a Russian storyteller with a fierce gift for intimate address. The narrator, Nikólya, a young boy from a bourgeois family, shows us the new patterns and sounds of life in the period just after the defeat of Napoleon. We meet Karl Iványch, his German tutor, in his quilted dressing-gown and red skull-cap. Mamma smiles, and brings the first vivid flushing and a premonition of death. ‘So many past memories arise when one tries to recall the features of a beloved being,’ Tolstoy writes, ‘that one sees those features dimly through the memories as if through tears. They are the tears of imagination.’

			Nikólya has two sisters, Lyúba and Natálya, and an elder brother, Volódya. And there is Papa in his study, arguing about money. The estate they live on is called Petróvsk. As well as the tutor and the mad ‘saint’ Grisha with his pockmarked face, the novel is full of characters coming and going through the tear-stained world of Nikólya’s imagination. Worries about etiquette, education, love, morality and faith, mingle with great events, such as a family hunt that takes place in a ‘tall, bluish forest’, where, with the hum of insects and the odour of wormwood, we see the first real flowering of Tolstoy’s reportorial style. We smell the tallow on the heads of the servants – they greased their hair with it – as the family says goodbye to them on departing for Moscow. Tolstoy summons the needs of childhood, the sounds and smells, but also the illusion of wholeness it brings to a life.

			At the time he wrote these books, Tolstoy was in the Caucasus, at Tiflis, trying to enter military service as a cadet. (It was one of Tolstoy’s sudden decisions: his brother Nikolai was already an officer there.) After some trouble involving his passport, he was taken on as a cadet in the artillery and was engaged in fierce fighting near Starogládov. A letter to his aunt Tatiána in 1851 contains the first intimations of the book he was already writing. ‘Do you remember, dear Aunt, the advice you once gave me – to write novels? Well, I am following your advice, and the occupation I mentioned to you consists in producing literature. I do not know if what I am writing will ever be published, but it is work that amuses me and in which I have persevered too long to abandon it.’ By the following spring he had rewritten the book three times, and was beginning a fourth. He was reading Rousseau. (‘How far higher he stands in culture and talent than I, though lower in self-respect, firmness, and judgement.’) The finished Childhood was sent to the editor of the St Petersburg journal, The Contemporary, who was happy to accept it. Tolstoy was then dismayed that the journal, in publishing the novel, gave it the title, ‘The History of my Childhood’. The problem was the word ‘my’. Regardless of how closely related he was to the author, Nikólya was a creation.

			The beautiful illusion, when reading Tolstoy, is that one is looking directly at the world, as opposed to a depiction. The difference between Tolstoy and Henry James, William Lyon Phelps wrote, ‘is the difference between plate and stained glass . . . The Golden Bowl parades a style so ornate, so complex, so ingeni­ous, that one looks at it instead of through it; and one admires the style so much that one cannot see always clearly either the plot or the characters; the style is gorgeous, but opaque. In this sense Tolstoy has no style, no mannerism.’ This has led some to believe that Tolstoy is merely a prose cinematographer, or, like the world’s secretary, busily taking notes. But this is to miss the brilliant marshalling of experience in his books, the development of his characters in relation to one another. Tolstoy’s zeal for the particular can restore one’s sense of life’s organizing principles. If Chekhov shows people in themselves, Tolstoy shows their social being. The historian Perry Anderson recently wrote that Tolstoy’s great novels had ‘a basic lack of subtlety’. Yet beneath the still waters lies a huge variety of human feeling, both subtle and strange. To read him is to enter an uncanny theatre that amplifies your sense of unknown things. ‘He gives us, after all,’ Lionel Trilling wrote, ‘not reality itself but a sort of idyll of reality.’

			Childhood, Boyhood and Youth, his first trilogy of novels, are more psychological, more concentrated, than anything else Tolstoy ever wrote. In his Life, Aylmer Maude puts his finger on it: ‘He was gradually perfecting an instrument of analysis which allowed him to go far deeper,’ he writes, ‘than anyone before him into the deeper layers of the consciousness. He goes to the original fact, and by a new combination of these divided particles of reality creates a new concrete reality.’ Both Turgenev and Dostoevsky were immediately and powerfully struck by the talent and vision on display. In fact, Turgenev bored his friends by reading the work aloud everywhere he went. Tolstoy was outrageously modern, a new voice to meet the new age and an unquestioned master.

			During his two and a half years in the Caucasus, Tolstoy finished composing Boyhood, whilst also writing Reminiscences of a Billiard-Marker, The Cossacks, and beginning the stories ‘The Landlord’s Morning’ and ‘The Wood-Felling: A Cadet’s Story’. He wrote in his diary, ‘a brilliant literary career is open to me.’ He was gambling and writing; he read David Copperfield; he slept with girls; he fought at the siege of Sevastopol and was ‘the soul of the battery’. At the close of Childhood, with his mother dead, the speaker claims that his imagination is worn out, yet the writing that announces this is beautifully detailed and mature, almost pointillist in its regard for the grain and the splashes of physical life, and most tender when confronted with the puzzle of existence. ‘I gazed, and felt that an incomprehensible, irresistible power drew my eyes to that lifeless face,’ he writes. ‘I did not take my eyes off it, yet my fancy drew pictures of blooming life and happiness. I kept forgetting that the dead body which lay before me, and at which I gazed unreasoningly as at an object that had nothing in common with my memories, was she.’

			In Boyhood, our hero finds that there is a world beyond his family. In Moscow, he and his siblings change: they now have secrets. His brother, Volódya, also has passions, for painting and novels. Nikólya becomes self-conscious, lonely; he realizes he is unattractive. We see his humiliations at school, his nervousness at home, and the eclipse of his innocence. Tolstoy can travel under the skin of his characters’ worries and misfortunes, animating their privations and entering into their desires. Nikólya’s boyhood is a search for truth – and, for Tolstoy, a search for style – and, as he enters Youth, he comes to understand friendship and loyalty as a moral adventure, the great adolescent battle for approval. In this final volume, the natural world seems to take Nikólya into itself: what is new and beautiful and persistent in nature seems suddenly to touch and include him. He goes into the streets alone for the first time, among other young men with their ‘fluffy chins’, ready to take on the world or be defeated by it, ready to experience or die.

			Nikólya begins to understand social connections and we feel a society up ahead, the society, perhaps, of War and Peace and Anna Karenina. When Nikólya visits Petróvsk, where his mother died, he feels ‘the dear old house . . . caressing me’, and we see the young literary artist in the process of constructing a sense of bliss for himself and us. The early works build a romantic view of the self, one that prefigures Freud and modernism, and they show the rise of such thinking as a social and intellectual reality. The stories carry traces of Young Werther and even younger David Copperfield, in a tradition that will continue through Joyce’s A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man and beyond.

			We look to great translators to meet the promise of a literary work, at no remove from accuracy and at no expense to the book’s spirit. Aylmer and Louise Maude knew Tolstoy well and often stayed with him at his estate, Yasnaya Polyana, 120 kilometres south of Moscow. ‘Better translators,’ Tolstoy wrote, ‘both for knowledge of the two languages and for penetration into the very meaning of the matter translated, could not be invented.’ The Maude translations of Tolstoy’s books are, for many readers, the bountiful ones, but also the ones that best marry the tactility of Tolstoy’s Russian with the economy of English. Michael Wood, reviewing a new War and Peace (translated by Richard Pevear and Larissa Volokhonsky) in 2008, discussed the scene where the body of the old general, Prince Nikolai Bolkonsky, or ‘what had been he’, is prepared for burial. ‘What had been he’ is how Pevear and Volokhonsky render ‘to chto bylo on’. Wood compared their decision to that of Anthony Briggs several years earlier: ‘Surely Briggs’s “what was left of the prince” is better.’

			After the review appeared, Pevear wrote from Paris to say that his own phrase was clunky but that it preserved an oddness in Tolstoy’s view of death. Turning it into something that sounded more natural in English (and Russian) was wrong, he implied. ‘We chose to keep the strangeness where the original is strange.’ Janet Malcolm weighed in. ‘Pevear is right to say that Briggs’s translation of “to chto bylo on” as “what was left of him” does not accurately render Tolstoy’s description of the corpse of the old prince Bolkonsky,’ she wrote. ‘But he is wrong to say that his own awkward “the women washed what had been he” is the solution to the problem . . . Louise and Aylmer Maude solve it with “the women washed what had been the prince”.’ 

			I remembered this nod to their felicity. It was the Maudes who, in my mind, had made Tolstoy so alive and so penetrating, so vital and so wonderful in his vision of what makes a human being a human being, and nowhere better than in these early novels, which were mistaken, in the author’s own day, for confessions. The Maudes took Tolstoy’s first instalments of human growth and materiality and made them masterpieces in English. They are stories that throw a kind of eternal light on the troubles we have with reality, a light that Russian writers – Tolstoy most of all – have made distinguished. 

			Andrew O’Hagan
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			TO MY READERS

			I YIELD TO the common weakness of authors – an inclination to address the reader.

			For the most part such addresses are written to obtain the reader’s benevolence and indulgence. I too wish to say a few words to you, my reader; but to what end? I really do not know – judge for yourself.

			Every author – in the widest sense of that word, whatever he writes – inevitably imagines to himself what effect his writing will have. To form an idea of the impression my work will produce, I must have some one particular sort of reader in view.

			How can I know whether my work will or will not please, unless I have a particular type of reader in view? One part may please one and another part another, or what pleases one may even be disliked by someone else. Every frankly stated thought however complex, every clearly expressed fancy however absurd – cannot fail to find sympathy in some soul. If they can be born in one brain they will certainly find another which will respond. Therefore every such composition must please, but the whole of every such composition may not please even one person.

			When a whole composition pleases somebody, then that composition is to my mind perfect of its kind. To attain that perfection – and every author hopes for perfection – I can find but one means, that of forming a clear and definite concept of the mind, the qualities, and the tendencies, of the expected reader.

			So I will begin my address to you, reader, by describing you. If you find that you don’t resemble the description, then don’t read my story – you will find other stories to suit your own character. But if you are just as I imagine you to be, I am firmly convinced that you will read me with pleasure, especially as at every good passage the thought that inspired me and restrained me from the stupidities I might have written, will also please you.

			To be accepted as one of my chosen readers very little is demanded of you: only that you should be sensitive, that is, able sometimes to pity with your whole soul and even to shed a few tears when recalling a character you have loved from your heart, that you should rejoice in him without being ashamed of it, that you should love your memories, should be a religious man, should read my tale looking for parts that grip your heart and not for such as make you laugh, that you should not, out of jealousy, despise a good circle even if you do not belong to it, but should regard it calmly and dispassionately – and I will accept you among the number of my elect. Above all, you should be an understanding person – one who, when I get to know him, need not have my feelings and inclinations explained, but who I see understands me and in whom every note of my soul finds a response. It is difficult, and I think even impossible, to divide people into the intelligent and the stupid, or the good and the bad; but between the understanding and the non-understanding there is for me such a sharp line, that I cannot help drawing it between all whom I know. The chief distinctive mark of understanding people is the pleasure in intercourse with them – one need not explain or expound anything to them but may with full confidence pass on to them ideas very vaguely expressed. There are delicate intangible relations between feelings for which no clear expressions exist, but which are very clearly understood. One may boldly suggest such feelings and relations to such people. So that my first demand is understanding. And now I address myself to you, my reader, with an excuse for the roughness, and in some places lack of ease, in my style. I am convinced in advance that when I explain to you the reason of this, you will not be exacting. One may sing in two ways: from the throat or from the chest. Is it not true that a voice from the throat is much more flexible than one from the chest, but then, on the other hand, it does not act on your soul? A chest voice, on the contrary, even if coarser touches you to the quick. As for me, if even in the most trivial air I hear a note taken from the depths of the chest, tears involuntarily come into my eyes. It is the same in literature: one may write from the head or from the heart. When you write from the head the words arrange themselves obediently and fluently on paper; but when you write from the heart, so many thoughts crowd into your mind, so many images into your imagination, so many memories into your heart, that the expressions become inexact, inadequate, intractable and rough.

			It may be a mistake, but I always checked myself when I began to write from my head, and tried to write only from my heart.

			I must also confess one strange prejudice to you.

			In my opinion the personality of an author, a writer, one who composes, is almost a poetic personality; as I was writing in autobiographical form and wished to interest you in my hero as much as possible, I did not want any sign of authorship to be left, and therefore avoided all the mannerisms of authorship, such as learned expressions and formal periods.

		

	
		
			I

			OUR TUTOR, KARL IVÁNYCH

			ON THE 12th of August 18—, exactly three days after my tenth birthday, on which I had received such wonderful presents, Karl Iványch woke me up at seven in the morning by hitting at a fly just above my head with a flap of blue sugar-bag paper fastened to a stick. He did this so awkwardly that he caught the little picture of my patron-saint, which hung from the top of my oak bedstead, and the dead fly fell right on my head. I pushed my nose from under the bed-clothes, put out my hand to steady the little picture which was still swinging, threw the dead fly on the floor, and looked at Karl Iványch with angry though sleepy eyes. He however, in his variegated, quilted dressing-gown, girdled with a belt of the same material, and with a red tasselled smoking-cap on his head, continued to walk round the room in his soft leather boots, aiming at and hitting the flies.

			‘Of course I am small,’ I thought, ‘but why should he disturb me? Why does he not kill the flies round Volódya’s bed? See what a lot of them there are! No, Volódya is older than I. I am the youngest of all – that’s why he torments me. He thinks of nothing all his life long but how to make things unpleasant for me,’ I whispered. ‘He sees perfectly well that he has waked me up and frightened me, but he pretends not to notice it. Disgusting fellow! His dressing-gown and cap and tassel are all disgusting!’

			While in my own mind I was thus expressing my vexation with Karl Iványch, he went up to his bed, looked at his watch which hung above it in a small beaded slipper, hung the flap on a nail in the wall and, evidently in the best of spirits, turned to us.

			‘Auf, Kinder, auf! . . . ’s ist Zeit. Die Mutter ist schon im Saal!’1 exclaimed he in his kind, German voice. Then he came up to me, sat down at the foot of my bed, and took his snuff-box from his pocket. I pretended to be asleep. Karl Iványch first took a pinch of snuff, wiped his nose, snapped his fingers, and only then turned on me. He began, laughingly, to tickle my heels.

			‘Nun, nun, Faulenzer!’2 he said.

			Much as I dreaded being tickled, I did not jump up or answer him, but only hid my head deeper under the pillow and kicked with all my strength to keep from laughing.

			‘How kind he is and how fond of us! How could I think so badly of him?’

			I was vexed with myself and with Karl Iványch and wanted to laugh and to cry: my nerves were upset.

			‘Ach, lassen Sie, Karl Iványch!’3 I shouted with tears in my eyes, thrusting my head out from under the pillow.

			Karl Iványch was surprised, left the soles of my feet in peace, and anxiously began to inquire what was the matter, and whether I had had a bad dream . . . His kindly German face, and the solici­tude with which he tried to discover the cause of my tears, made them flow the faster. I was ashamed, and could not understand how, but a moment before, I had been able to dislike him, and consider his dressing-gown, cap, and tassel, disgusting. Now, on the contrary, all these things appeared extremely pleasing, and even the tassel seemed clear evidence of his goodness. I said that I was crying because of a bad dream – that mamma had died and was being carried to her funeral. I invented all this, for I could not at all remember what I had dreamt that night; but when Karl Iványch, touched by my words, began to console and calm me, it seemed to me that I had really had that dreadful dream and I now shed tears for another reason.

			When Karl Iványch left me, and having sat up in bed I began drawing the stockings on to my small feet, my tears flowed more gently, but the gloomy thoughts of my invented dream did not leave me. Nicholas, our attendant, a clean little man, always serious, neat, respectful, and great friends with Karl Iványch, came in. He brought our clothes; for Volódya a pair of boots and for me those detestable shoes with bows which I still wore. I was ashamed to let him see me cry, besides which the morning sun shone gaily into the room, and Volódya, standing at the wash-stand and mimicking Márya Ivánovna (our sister’s governess), was laughing so merrily and so ringingly that even the serious Nicholas, with a towel over his shoulder, a piece of soap in one hand and a jug of water in the other, said with a smile:

			‘Have done, Vladímir Petróvich. Please wash now.’

			I grew quite cheerful.

			‘Sind Sie bald fertig?’4 came Karl Iványch’s voice from the schoolroom.

			His voice sounded severe and no longer had that kindly tone which had moved me to tears. In the schoolroom Karl Iványch was quite a different man: he was the instructor. I dressed and washed quickly, and with the brush still in my hand smoothing down my wet hair, obeyed his call.

			Karl Iványch, spectacles on nose and book in hand, sat in his usual place between the door and the window. To the left of the door were two shelves, one of them ours – the children’s – the other Karl Iványch’s own. On ours were all sorts of books – lesson-books and others: some standing, others lying down. Only two volumes of Histoire des Voyages in red bindings stood decorously against the wall, and then came long, thick, big and little books – bindings without books and books without bindings. We used to jam and shove everything there when told, before recreation, to tidy up the ‘library’, as Karl Iványch pompously called that shelf. The collection of books on his own shelf, if not so large as ours was yet more varied. I remember three of them: an unbound German pamphlet on the manuring of cabbage plots, one volume of a History of the Seven Years War, bound in parchment and burnt at one corner, and a full course of hydrostatics. Karl Iványch spent most of his time reading, and had even injured his eyes at it, yet he never read anything but these books and the Northern Bee.

			Among the things that lay on his shelf, the one chiefly connected in my memory with Karl Iványch was a cardboard disk attached to a wooden stand on which it could be moved by means of pegs. A caricature of a lady and a hairdresser was pasted on the disk. Karl Iványch, who was very clever at that sort of thing, had made the disk to protect his weak eyes from too bright a light.

			I can still see before me his long figure in the quilted dressing-gown and red skull-cap, from beneath which one saw his thin grey hair. He sits beside a small table on which stands the disk with the hairdresser, throwing a shadow on his face; a book is in one hand and the other rests on the arm of his chair; before him lies his watch with the figure of a hunter on its face, a chequered handkerchief, a round, black snuff-box, his green spectacle-case, and a pair of snuffers on their tray. All this lies so precisely, so tidily in its place, that by this orderliness alone one can feel sure that Karl Iványch’s conscience is clear and his soul at peace.

			When one had had enough running about in the dancing-room downstairs, one would creep upstairs on tiptoe to the classroom and see Karl Iványch sitting in his armchair all alone and reading one or other of his favourite books with a calmly dignified expression on his face. Sometimes I caught him when he was not reading: his spectacles hung low on his large aquiline nose, his half-closed blue eyes had a peculiar expression in them, and there was a sad smile on his lips. All was quiet in the room; the only sounds to be heard were his regular breathing and the ticking of the watch with the hunter on its face.

			Sometimes he did not notice me and I stood by the door thinking: ‘Poor, poor, old man! There are many of us; we play, we are merry, and he is all alone, and no one caresses him. He says truly that he is an orphan. The story of his life is such a dreadful one! I remember how he told it to Nicholas. It is dreadful to be in his position!’ And I felt so sorry for him that I would go up and take his hand and say, ‘lieber Karl Iványch!’5 He liked me to speak so, and would always pet me and was evidently touched.

			On the other wall hung maps, nearly all of them torn but skilfully repaired by Karl Iványch. On the third wall, in the middle of which was a door leading to the stairs, hung, on one side, two rulers; one of them, ours, all cut about, and the other, a new one, his own, used by him more for incitement than for ruling lines: on the other side was a blackboard, on which our serious misdeeds were marked with circles and our little ones with crosses. To the left was the corner, where we were put on our knees.

			How well I remember that corner! I remember the door of the stove, the ventilator in that door and the noise it made when turned. One used to kneel and kneel in the corner until one’s knees and back ached, and used to think, ‘Karl Iványch has forgotten me; he no doubt is comfortable sitting in his soft armchair and reading his hydrostatics, but what of me?’ And to remind him of oneself one would begin softly to open and shut the stove door, or to pick bits of plaster off the wall, but if too big a piece of plaster fell noisily on the floor the fright alone was, truly, worse than any punishment. One would turn to look at Karl Iványch, and there he sat, book in hand, as if he noticed nothing.

			In the middle of the room stood a table covered with torn black oilcloth under which in many places one saw the edges of the table all cut with penknives. Round the table stood several wooden stools, unpainted, but polished by long use. The last wall was taken up by three windows. The view from those windows was this: just in front of them was a road, every hole, every stone, every rut of which had long been familiar and dear to me; beyond the road was a clipped lime-tree avenue, behind which here and there a wattle-fence was visible; across the avenue one could see the meadow, on one side of which was a threshing-floor, and opposite to this a wood. Deep in the wood one could see the watchman’s hut. From the window to the right, part of the verandah was visible on which the grown-up people generally sat before dinner. Sometimes while Karl Iványch was correcting a page of dictation one would glance that way and see mamma’s dark head, somebody’s back, and faintly hear sounds of voices and laughter coming from there, and one would be cross that one could not be there, and would think, ‘When shall I be big, finish learning, and always sit, not over “Dialogues”, but with those I love?’ Vexation would turn to sadness and one would ponder so deeply, heaven only knows why and what, that one did not notice Karl Iványch getting angry about the mistakes.

			Karl Iványch took off his dressing-gown, put on his blue, swallow-tail coat with the padding and gathers on the shoulders, adjusted his cravat before the looking-glass, and took us downstairs to say ‘good morning’ to our mother.

			II

			MAMMA

			MAMMA WAS IN the drawing-room pouring out tea. In one hand she held the teapot and with the other the tap of the samovar, from which the water poured over the top of the teapot on to the tray. But though she was looking fixedly at it she did not notice this, nor did she notice our coming in.

			So many past memories arise when one tries to recall the features of a beloved being that one sees those features dimly through the memories as if through tears. They are the tears of imagination. When I try to recall my mother as she was at that time I can only picture her brown eyes, always expressing the same kindness and love, the mole on her neck just below the place where the short curls grew, her embroidered white collar, and the delicate dry hand which so often caressed me and I so often kissed, but her general expression escapes me.

			To the left of the sofa stood an old, English, grand piano, at which sat my dark-haired sister Lyúba, with rosy fingers just washed in cold water playing with evident effort Clementi’s exercises. She was eleven. She wore a short gingham frock and white, lace-trimmed drawers, and could only take an octave as an arpeggio. Beside her, half turned towards her, sat Márya Ivánovna, wearing a cap with pink ribbons and a blue gown; her face was red and cross and became even more stern as soon as Karl Iványch entered. She looked severely at him and, without returning his bow, tapped the floor with her foot and went on counting, ‘Un, deux, trois; un, deux, trois’ yet louder and more imperatively than before.

			Karl Iványch without taking the least notice of this, as usual in his German way approached my mother to kiss her hand. She roused herself, shook her head as if to drive away sad thoughts, gave Karl Iványch her hand and kissed him on his wrinkled temple while he kissed her hand.

			‘Ich danke, lieber Karl Iványch,’6 and continuing to speak German, she asked: ‘Did the children sleep well?’

			Karl Iványch was deaf on one ear and now from the noise of the piano heard nothing. He stooped nearer to the sofa, and leaning with one hand on the table and standing on one leg, raised his skull-cap above his head with a smile, which then appeared to me the height of refinement, and said:

			‘You will excuse me, Natálya Nikolávna?’

			Karl Iványch, for fear of catching cold in his bald head, always wore his red cap, but every time he entered the drawing-room, he asked permission to do so.

			‘Put it on, Karl Iványch . . . I was asking you whether the children slept well,’ said mamma, moving towards him and speaking rather loudly.

			But he again heard nothing, covered his bald head with the red cap, and smiled even more pleasantly.

			‘Wait a moment, Mimi!’ mamma said to Márya Ivánovna with a smile, ‘one can’t hear anything.’

			When mamma smiled, beautiful as her face was it grew incomparably more lovely, and everything around seemed brighter. If in life’s sad moments I could but have had a glimpse of that smile I should not have known what sorrow is. It seems to me that what we call beauty in a face lies in the smile. If a smile adds charm to a face, the face is beautiful, if it does not change it, the face is ordinary, and if it is spoilt by a smile, it is ugly.

			When she had said good morning, mamma took my head in both her hands and tilted it back, then looked intently at me and said:

			‘Have you cried this morning?’

			I did not answer. She kissed my eyes and asked in German:

			‘What did you cry about?’

			When she had a friendly talk with us she always spoke in that language, which she knew perfectly.

			‘I cried in my sleep, mamma,’ I said, remembering my invented dream in all its details and involuntarily shuddering at the thought.

			Karl Iványch confirmed my words, but kept silent about the dream. After speaking of the weather – a conversation in which Mimi also took part – mamma put six lumps of sugar on a tray for certain specially esteemed servants, got up, and moved to the embroidery-frame which stood by the window.

			‘Now go to papa, children, and tell him to be sure to come to me before he goes to the threshing-ground.’

			The music, the counting, and the stern glances, were resumed, and we went to papa. Having passed through the room which still retained from grandpapa’s time the name of ‘the steward’s room’, we entered the study.

			III

			PAPA

			HE STOOD AT his writing table and pointing to some envelopes, papers, and piles of money, spoke angrily – heatedly explaining something to the steward, Jacob Mikháylov, who stood in his usual place between the door and the barometer with his hands behind his back, rapidly moving his fingers in all directions.

			The more vehement papa became the more rapidly the fingers twitched, and when papa paused the fingers too became still; but when Jacob himself spoke they were exceedingly restless and twitched desperately this way and that; by their movements one could, I think, have guessed Jacob’s secret thoughts, but his face was always calm – expressing consciousness of his own worth, and at the same time subservience, saying as it were: ‘I am right, but let it be as you decide!’

			On seeing us, papa only said, ‘Wait a minute,’ and indicated by a movement of his head that one of us should shut the door.

			‘Oh, gracious heavens! What is the matter with you today, Jacob?’ he said to the steward, shrugging one shoulder (it was a habit of his). ‘This envelope with 800 rubles enclosed in it . . .’

			Jacob drew the abacus nearer, moved the balls on it to show 800 and, fixing his eyes on an indefinite spot, awaited what would come next.

			‘. . . is for general expenses during my absence. You understand? You must get 1,000 rubles for the mill – is that right or not? – you must get back from the Treasury 8,000 rubles; for the hay, of which by your own reckoning there should be 7,000 puds for sale – reckon it at 45 kopeks – you will get 3,000 rubles; so altogether you will have . . . how much? 12,000 . . . is that so or not?’

			‘Just so, sir,’ said Jacob.

			But by the movement of his fingers I saw that he wanted to make some objection; papa stopped him.

			‘Well, of this money you will send 10,000 rubles to the Council for the Petróvsk estate. Now as to the money that is in the office –’ continued papa (Jacob pushed back the 12,000 he had shown on the abacus and cast on 21,000) – ‘you will bring it to me, and will show it as paid out today.’ (Jacob again disarranged the abacus and turned it over, no doubt to intimate that the 21,000 would also disappear.) ‘This envelope with the money in it you will deliver to the address on it.’

			I was standing near the table and glanced at the address. It was to ‘Karl Iványch Mauer’.

			Probably noticing that I had read what I ought not to know, papa placed his hand on my shoulder and with a slight movement turned me away from the table. I did not understand whether this was a caress or a rebuke, but in any case I kissed the large, muscular hand that lay on my shoulder.

			‘Yes, sir!’ said Jacob. ‘And what are your orders about the Khabárovka money?’

			Khabárovka was mamma’s estate.

			‘Keep it in the office and do not use it on any account without my order.’

			Jacob remained silent for a few seconds, then suddenly his fingers began to move with increased rapidity, and changing the look of stolid obedience with which he had listened to his master’s orders to his natural expression of roguish shrewdness, he drew the abacus nearer and began to speak:

			‘Permit me to report to you, Peter Alexándrych, it’s just as you please, but the money can’t be paid to the Council by the due date . . . You were pleased to say,’ he went on with deliberation, ‘that the money due from the deposits, for the mill, and for the hay, must come in . . .’ (As he mentioned these items he cast them up on the abacus.) ‘But I am afraid we may be wrong in our reckoning,’ he added after a pause and with a thoughtful look at papa.

			‘Why?’

			‘Permit me to explain. As to the mill – the miller has twice been to see me begging for a delay, and swearing by Christ the Lord that he has no money . . . Why, he is here even now – perhaps you would please speak to him yourself?’

			‘What does he say?’ asked papa, making a sign with his head that he did not wish to speak to the miller.

			‘Why, that’s quite plain! He says there has been nothing to grind and what little money he had has all been spent on the dam. And suppose we turn him out, sir, shall we gain anything? You were pleased to mention the deposits. I think I already reported that our money is sunk there and we shan’t soon get it back. I sent a load of flour to town the other day for Iván Afanásich and with it a note about this business, and the answer is again the same: “I should be glad to do anything I could for Peter Alexándrych but the matter does not depend on me,” and everything indicates that you will hardly get the receipts for another two months . . . You were pleased to mention the hay – let us say it will sell for 3,000.’

			He cast 3,000 on the abacus and was silent for about a minute, looking now at the abacus and now into papa’s eyes, as much as to say:

			‘You see yourself that it is too little! And the hay, again, must first be sold; if we sell it now, you know yourself . . .’

			He evidently still had a large supply of arguments, and probably for that reason papa interrupted him:

			‘I am not going to change my orders,’ he said, ‘but if there should really be a delay in receiving these sums it can’t be helped, you will have to take as much from the Khabárovka money as will be necessary.’

			‘Yes, sir.’

			One could see by Jacob’s face and fingers that this last order afforded him great satisfaction.

			Jacob was a serf, a very zealous and devoted man, and like all good stewards extremely close-fisted for his master, and he had the queerest notions as to what was advantageous for his master. He was always working to increase his master’s property at the expense of his mistress’s, and tried to prove that it was absolutely necessary to use the income from her estate for Petróvsk – the estate where we lived. At that moment he was triumphant because he had quite succeeded in this.

			Having wished us ‘good morning’, papa said we had kicked our heels in the country long enough, that we were no longer little children, and that it was time for us to learn seriously.

			‘I think you know that I am going to Moscow tonight, and I am taking you with me,’ he said. ‘You will live with grandmamma, and mamma will remain here with the girls; and you know her only pleasure will be to hear that you learn well and give satisfaction.’

			Though from the preparations that had been going on for the last few days we were expecting something unusual, yet this news gave us a terrible shock. Volódya grew red and in a trembling voice gave papa our mother’s message.

			‘So that is what my dream foreboded!’ I thought. ‘God grant that nothing worse happens.’

			I felt very, very sorry for mamma, and at the same time was very pleased at the thought that we were now really big boys.

			‘If we are going today, I expect there will be no lessons. That’s splendid!’ I thought. ‘However, I am sorry for Karl Iványch. He, no doubt, will be dismissed, or otherwise they would not have prepared that envelope for him . . . It would be better to go on learning for ever than to go away, leave mamma, and offend poor Karl Iványch. He is very unhappy as it is!’

			These thoughts flashed through my mind; I did not move, but stood looking at the black bows on my shoes.

			After saying a few words to Karl Iványch about a fall in the barometer, and ordering Jacob not to feed the dogs, so that before leaving he might go out after dinner and try the young hounds, papa, contrary to my expectations, told us to go and do our lessons, comforting us however with a promise to take us to the hunt.

			On my way upstairs I ran out on to the verandah. At the door, with her eyes closed in the sun, lay my father’s favourite borzoi, Mílka.

			‘Mílka dear,’ I said patting her and kissing her on the muzzle, ‘we are going away today. Goodbye! We shall never see one another again,’ and I gave way to my feelings and began to cry.

			IV

			LESSONS

			KARL IVÁNYCH was in a very bad humour. That was evident from his knitted brows and from the way he threw his coat into the drawer, angrily tied the girdle of his dressing-gown, and drew a strong line with his nail across the book of Dialogues to mark the place to which we were to learn it by heart. Volódya learnt pretty well, but I was so upset that I could do absolutely nothing. For a long time I looked senselessly at the Dialogues but could not read because of the tears that gathered in my eyes at the thought of the approaching parting. When the time came to repeat the dialogues to Karl Iványch, who listened to me with half-closed eyes (that was a bad sign), just at the place where one asks, ‘Wo kommen Sie her?’7 and the other answers, ‘Ich komme vom Kaffeehause,’8 I could no longer keep back my tears, and my sobs made it impossible to pronounce the words: ‘Haben Sie die Zeitung nicht gelesen?’9 When it came to writing my copy, the tears that fell on my paper blotted it so that it looked as if I had been writing with water on blotting-paper.

			Karl Iványch grew angry, put me on my knees, and kept saying that it was obstinacy, a puppet-show (a favourite expression of his), threatened me with the ruler, and demanded that I should beg pardon, though tears prevented my uttering a word. At last, probably feeling that he was unjust, he went into Nicholas’s room and slammed the door.

			From the schoolroom we could hear the conversation in the attendant’s room.

			‘You have heard, Nicholas, that the children are going to Moscow?’ said Karl Iványch, as he entered the room.

			‘Indeed, sir, I have.’

			Probably Nicholas was about to rise, for Karl Iványch said, ‘Keep your seat, Nicholas!’ and then closed the door. I left the corner and went to the door to listen.

			‘However much good one may do people, however attached one may be to them, one must evidently not expect gratitude, Nicholas,’ said Karl Iványch with feeling.

			Nicholas, who was sitting by the window cobbling at a boot, nodded affirmatively.

			‘I have lived in this house twelve years and can say before God, Nicholas,’ continued Karl Iványch, raising his eyes and his snuff-box towards the ceiling, ‘that I have loved them and attended to them more than if they had been my own children. You remember, Nicholas, when Volódya had fever, you remember how I sat for nine days by his bed-side without closing my eyes. Yes, then I was “kind, dear, Karl Iványch”; then I was wanted, but now,’ he added with an ironical smile, ‘now the children have grown big, they must learn seriously! As if they were not learning here, Nicholas!’

			‘How could they learn more, one would think,’ said Nicholas, having set down his awl and pulling the threads through with both hands.

			‘Yes, now I am not wanted and must be sent away; and what of the promises? What about gratitude? Natálya Nikolávna I am fond of and respect, Nicholas,’ he said, lifting his hand to his breast, ‘but what is she? . . . Her wishes are of no more account in this house than that,’ and with an expressive gesture he threw a scrap of leather on to the floor. ‘I know whose trick it is, and why I have become unnecessary. It’s because I don’t flatter and don’t assent to everything as certain people do. I am accustomed to speak the truth always and to everybody,’ he added proudly. ‘God be with them! They won’t grow rich by my not being here, and I – God being merciful – shall find a piece of bread for myself . . . Is that not so, Nicholas?’

			Nicholas raised his head and looked at Karl Iványch as if to assure himself that he really could find a piece of bread, but said nothing.

			Karl Iványch went on talking much and long in that strain. He mentioned that his services had been better appreciated at some general’s where he had lived formerly (it hurt me very much to hear this), he spoke about Saxony, about his parents, and about his friend, the tailor, Schönheit, and so on.

			I sympathized with him in his sorrow and it hurt me that my father and Karl Iványch, whom I loved almost equally, had not understood one another, and going back into my corner, I sat down on my heels and considered how one might get them to agree.

			When Karl Iványch returned to the schoolroom he told me to get up and prepare my exercise-book for dictation. When everything was ready, he sank majestically into his chair and in a voice which seemed to come from a great depth, began dictating the following:

			‘Von al-len Lei-den-schaf-ten die grau-sam-ste ist . . . haben Sie geschrieben?’ Here he paused, slowly took a pinch of snuff, and continued with renewed strength – ‘die grausamste ist die Un-dank-bar-keit . . . ein grosses U.’10 Expecting him to continue, after I had written the last word I looked at him.

			‘Punctum,’11 he said, with a hardly perceptible smile, and made a sign for us to hand him our copybooks.

			He read this sentence, which expressed his innermost thought, several times over with different intonations and with an expression of the greatest satisfaction. Then he set us a history lesson, and seated himself at the window. His face was not dismal as it had been; it expressed the satisfaction of a man who had worthily avenged an insult offered him.

			It was a quarter-to-one, but Karl Iványch did not seem to think of dismissing us: he kept setting us new tasks. Dullness and appetite grew in equal proportion. I watched with great impatience all the signs that indicated the nearness of dinner. Now a serf-woman passed with a dishcloth to wash the plates, now the rattling of crockery in the pantry was heard and the dining-room table being pulled out and chairs moved, and now Mimi, Lyúba, and Kátya (Kátya was Mimi’s twelve-year-old daughter) came in from the garden, but Fóka, the house-steward, who always came to announce a meal, did not appear. Only then could we throw aside our books and – regardless of Karl Iványch – run downstairs.

			Steps were heard coming up the stairs but it was not Fóka! I had studied his walk and always recognized the creak of his boots. The door opened and a figure quite strange to me appeared in the doorway.

			V

			THE SIMPLETON

			A MAN OF ABOUT fifty, with a pale, long, deeply pockmarked face, long grey hair, and a scanty reddish beard, entered the room. He was so tall that to come in at the door he not only had to bow his head but to bend his whole body. He was wearing a tattered garment, something between a peasant coat and a cassock, and he held an enormous staff in his hand. He struck the floor with it with all his might as he entered the room and, lifting his eyebrows and opening his mouth extremely wide, burst into a terrible and unnatural laugh. He was blind in one eye, and the white iris of that eye moved incessantly and gave his face, already ill-favoured, a still more repulsive expression.

			‘Aha, caught!’ he shouted, and running with short steps up to Volódya seized him by the head and began carefully examining the crown of it, and then with a perfectly serious face he left Volódya, came up to the table, and began blowing under the oil-cloth and making the sign of the cross over it. ‘O-oh, a pity! O-oh, painful! . . . the dears . . . will fly away,’ he then said in a voice trembling with tears, looking at Volódya with emotion and wiping on his sleeve the tears that were really falling.

			His voice was rough and hoarse, his movements hasty and jerky, his speech senseless and incoherent (he never used any pronouns), but his intonation was so touching and his yellow, misshapen face sometimes took on such a frankly sorrowful expression, that when listening to him it was impossible to repress a mingled feeling of compassion, fear, and sadness.

			He was the saintly fool and pilgrim, Grísha.

			Where he came from, who his parents had been, what induced him to take up this wandering life, no one knew. All I know is that from the age of fifteen he had been known as a saintly fool who went barefoot summer and winter, visited monasteries, gave small icons to those he took a fancy to, and uttered enigmatic sayings which some people regarded as prophecies – that no one had ever known him in a different condition, that he had sometimes come to my grandmother’s house and that some people said he was the unfortunate son of rich parents, and a pure soul, while others said that he was simply a lazy peasant.

			At last the long-wished-for and punctual Fóka appeared and we went downstairs. Grísha, sobbing and continuing to utter incoherent phrases, followed us, thumping the steps with his staff. Papa and mamma were walking up and down the ­drawing-room arm in arm, talking in low tones. Márya Ivánovna sat stiffly in one of the armchairs that stood symmetrically at right-angles near to the sofa, and in a stern but subdued voice imparted information to the girls who sat near her. As soon as Karl Iványch entered the room she glanced at him and turned away, and her face assumed an expression which might be interpreted to mean, ‘I do not notice you, Karl Iványch.’ One could see by the girls’ eyes that they were impatient to tell us some very important news, but to jump up and come to us would have been an infringement of Mimi’s rules. We had first to approach her and say, ‘Bonjour, Mimi!’ with a bow and a scrape, and only then might we begin a conversation.

			What an unendurable person that Mimi was! One could not talk about anything in her presence: she considered everything improper. In addition she continually nagged us, ‘Parlez donc français,’12 just when, as ill luck would have it, one wanted to chatter in Russian. Or at dinner when one had just got the taste of some dish and did not wish to be disturbed, she would be sure to come out with her, ‘Mangez donc avec du pain’13 or ‘Comment est-ce que vous tenez votre fourchette?’14 ‘And what has she to do with us?’ one would think . . . ‘Let her teach the girls; we have Karl Iványch for that.’ I fully shared his dislike for certain people.

			‘Ask mamma to get us taken to the hunt,’ Kátya said to me in a whisper, catching hold of my jacket, while the grown-up people went into the dining-room before us.

			‘All right, we’ll try.’

			Grísha ate in the dining-room, but at a separate table; he did not lift his eyes from his plate, occasionally sighed, made terrible faces, and kept saying, as if to himself, ‘a pity! . . . flown, the dove will fly to heaven . . . Oh, there is a stone on the grave . . . !’ and so on.

			Mamma had been upset ever since the morning; Grísha’s presence, words, and actions, evidently intensified this.

			‘Oh yes, I almost forgot to ask you something,’ she said, handing my father a plate of soup.

			‘What is it?’

			‘Please have your dreadful dogs locked up; they nearly bit poor Grísha as he crossed the yard. They might attack the children too.’

			Hearing himself mentioned, Grísha turned towards the table and showed the torn skirts of his garment and, continuing to chew, he muttered:

			‘Wished to bite to death . . . God did not permit. Sin to set dogs on one! A great sin! Don’t beat, elder,15 why beat? . . . God will forgive . . . the days are not such.’

			‘What is he saying?’ asked papa, scrutinizing him sharply and severely. ‘I understand nothing of it.’

			‘But I do,’ answered mamma, ‘he told me how one of the hunt-servants set the dogs at him on purpose, so he says, “Wished them to bite to death, but God did not permit,” and he asks you not to have the servant punished.’

			‘Oh, that’s it!’ said papa. ‘How does he know that I want to punish the hunt-servant? You know I am not very fond of such fellows in general,’ he continued in French, ‘but this one I particularly dislike, and no doubt . . .’

			‘Oh, don’t say that, my dear!’ said mamma as if frightened at something. ‘How do you know?’

			‘I should think I have had opportunities to study this species of folk – such a lot of them come to see you, and they are all of one pattern. It’s everlastingly the same story . . .’

			It was evident that my mother was of quite a different opinion but did not want to dispute.

			‘Please give me a pie!’ she said. ‘Are they good today?’

			‘But it makes me angry,’ continued papa, taking up a pie but holding it at such a distance that mamma could not reach it, ‘it makes me angry when I see intelligent and educated people yielding to such deception.’

			And he struck the table with his fork.

			‘I asked you to give me a pie,’ she repeated, holding out her hand.

			‘And they do well,’ papa continued, drawing his hand back, ‘who put such people in prison. The only thing they can do is to upset those whose nerves are not strong as it is,’ he added with a smile, noticing that this conversation was very disagreeable to mamma, and he handed her the pie.

			‘I will only say one thing to that: it is hard to believe that a man who though he is sixty, goes barefoot summer and winter and always under his clothes wears chains weighing seventy pounds, and who has more than once declined a comfortable life offered him with everything found – it is hard to believe that such a man does all this merely because he is lazy. As for predictions,’ she added after a pause and sighed, ‘je suis payée pour y croire;16 I think I told how Kiryúshka foretold my father’s death to him to the very day and very hour.’

			‘Oh, what have you done with me?’ said papa, smiling and putting his hand up to his mouth on the side where Mimi was sitting (when he did this I always listened with keen attention, expecting something funny). ‘Why did you remind me of his feet? I have looked at them, and now I shan’t be able to eat anything.’

			The dinner was drawing to an end. Lyúba and Kátya kept winking to us, fidgeting in their chairs, and in general showing great restlessness. This winking meant, ‘Why don’t you ask them to take us to the hunt?’ I nudged Volódya with my elbow. Volódya nudged me and finally, taking courage, explained, first timidly, then firmly and louder, that as we had to leave today we should like the girls to go with us to the hunt, in the carriage. After a little discussion among the grown-ups the question was decided in our favour, and what was still better, mamma said she would herself come with us.

			VI

			PREPARATION FOR THE HUNT

			DURING THE sweets-course Jacob was sent for, and orders were given about the carriage, the dogs, and the saddle-horses – all in great detail, mentioning each horse by name. Volódya’s horse was lame, and papa ordered one of the hunters to be saddled for him. The word ‘hunter’ sounded strange to mamma’s ears: it seemed to her that a hunter must be something in the nature of a ferocious beast that would certainly bolt and kill Volódya. Despite the assurances of papa and of Volódya, who said with wonderful pluck that it was nothing, and that he liked it very much when a horse bolted, poor mamma went on saying that she would be upset during the whole outing.

			The dinner was over: the grown-ups went to the study to drink coffee, and we ran out into the garden to rustle our feet along the paths which were covered with fallen yellow leaves, and to talk. We began talking about Volódya’s riding a hunter, about it being a shame that Lyúba could not run so fast as Kátya, about how interesting it would be to see Grísha’s chains, and so on; but about our having to part we did not say a word. Our conversation was interrupted by the clatter of the approaching trap, at each corner of which sat a serf-boy. Behind the trap rode the hunt-servants with the dogs, and behind them the coachman, Ignát, on the horse intended for Volódya, and leading my ancient Kleper by the bridle. At first we all rushed to the fence through which one could see all these interesting things, and then, squealing and stamping, we ran upstairs to dress, and to dress so as to look as much like huntsmen as possible. One of the principal ways of doing this was to tuck our trousers into our high boots. We set to work without losing a moment, hurrying to get ready, and to run to the porch to enjoy the sight of the dogs and the horses and to have a talk with the hunt-servants.

			It was a hot day. White, fantastic clouds had appeared on the horizon ever since morning; then a light breeze drove them nearer and nearer together so that at times they hid the sun. But many as were the clouds that passed and darkened, they were evidently not fated to gather into a storm and spoil our parting pleasure. Towards evening they began to disperse again: some grew paler, lengthened out, and ran down towards the horizon; others, just overhead, turned into transparent white fleeciness; only one large black cloud settled in the east. Karl Iványch always knew where any cloud would go; he declared that that cloud would go to Máslovka, that there would be no rain and the weather would be beautiful.

			Fóka, despite his advanced age, ran very nimbly and rapidly downstairs, called out, ‘Drive up!’ and, with his feet apart, took his stand at the middle of the entrance between the place where the coachman would bring the carriage and the threshold, in the attitude of one whom it was not necessary to remind of his duty. The ladies came down and after a little discussion as to which side to sit and to whom each was to hold on (though I don’t think there was any need to hold on), they took their seats, opened their parasols, and started. When the trap moved off, mamma, pointing to the hunter, asked the coachman in a trembling voice:

			‘Is that horse for Vladímir Petróvich?’

			When the coachman said it was, she waved her hand and turned away. I felt very impatient, mounted my horse, looked out between its ears, and made various evolutions in the yard.

			‘Please don’t step on the dogs,’ said one of the men.

			‘Never fear, I am not out for the first time!’ I replied proudly.

			Volódya mounted the ‘hunter’, but in spite of his firmness of character not without a certain tremor, and, patting it, he asked several times:

			‘Is she quiet?’

			He looked very well on horseback, just like a man. His thighs in his tight trousers lay so well on the saddle that I felt envious, especially as, so far as I could judge by my shadow, I was far from having as fine an appearance.

			And now we heard papa’s footsteps on the stairs. The dog-keeper collected the hounds that were running about, the huntsmen with the borzoi dogs called them in and mounted their horses, the groom led a horse up to the porch, and the hounds of papa’s pack, which had been lying in various picturesque attitudes beside it, rushed to him. After him Mílka, in her beaded collar, jingling its ring, ran out merrily. When she came out she always greeted the kennel-dogs: with some she would play, at others she would sniff or growl, and on some she would hunt for fleas.

			Papa mounted his horse and we set off.

			VII

			THE HUNT

			TÚRKA, THE HUNTSMAN, with a shaggy cap on his head, a huge horn behind his shoulders, and a hunting knife in his belt, rode ahead of us all on a mouse-grey, hook-nosed horse. From that man’s gloomy and fierce appearance one might have thought he was riding to mortal combat rather than to a hunt. At the hind legs of his horse ran the pack of hounds in an excited, mottled group. It was pitiful to see the fate of any unlucky dog that took it into its head to lag behind. When after great effort it succeeded in holding back the companion to which it was leashed, one of the dog-tenders riding behind would be sure to hit it with his whip, exclaiming: ‘Back to the pack!’ When we came out of the gate papa ordered the huntsmen and us to keep to the road, while he himself turned into the rye-field.

			Harvesting was in full swing. The limitless, brilliantly yellow field was bounded only on one side by the tall, bluish forest, which then seemed to me a most distant, mysterious place beyond which either the world came to an end or uninhabited countries began. The whole field was full of sheaves and peasants. Here and there among the thick, high rye where a strip had been reaped, one saw the bent back of a woman reaping, the swing of the ears as she grasped the stalks, a woman bending over a cradle in the shade, and bundles of rye scattered over the reaped parts of the field which was all covered with cornflowers. In another place peasants in their shirts and trousers stood on the carts loading up the sheaves and raising the dust on the dry scorched field. The village elder, in boots, and with a coat thrown over his shoulders and tallysticks in his hand, took off his felt hat when he saw papa in the distance, wiped his red-haired head and beard with a towel, and shouted at the women. The little roan papa rode went with a light, playful step, sometimes bending his head to his chest, pulling at the reins, and brushing off with his thick tail the gadflies and gnats that settled greedily on him. Two borzois with tense tails raised sickle-wise, and lifting their feet high, leapt gracefully over the tall stubble, behind the horse’s feet. Mílka ran in front, and with head lifted awaited the quarry. The peasants’ voices, the tramp of horses and creaking of carts, the merry whistle of quail, the hum of insects hovering in the air in steady swarms, the odour of wormwood, straw, and horses’ sweat, the thousands of different colours and shadows with which the burning sun flooded the light yellow stubble, the dark blue of the distant forest, the light lilac clouds, and the white cobwebs that floated in the air or stretched across the stubble – all this I saw, heard, and felt.

			When we arrived at the Kalína wood we found the carriage already there, and surpassing our highest expectations, a one-horse cart in the middle of which sat the butler. From under the hay in it peeped a samovar, a pail with an ice-cream mould, and some other attractive bundles and boxes. There could be no mistake: it meant tea in the open air, with ices and fruit. At the sight of the cart we loudly expressed our delight, for to drink tea in the woods, on the grass, and in general somewhere where no one had ever drunk tea before, was considered a great treat.

			Túrka rode up to the chase, stopped, listened attentively to papa’s detailed instructions as to where to line up and where to come out (though he never conformed to such instructions but followed his own devices), unleashed the dogs, strapped the leashes deliberately to his saddle, remounted his horse, and disappeared, whistling, behind the young birch-trees. The unleashed dogs first expressed their pleasure by wagging their tails, then shook themselves, pulled themselves together, and only after that, sniffing and wagging their tails, moved off in different directions at a slow trot.

			‘Have you a handkerchief?’ asked papa.

			I drew one out of my pocket and showed it.

			‘Well, tie that grey dog to it.’

			‘Zhirán?’ I said, with the air of an expert.

			‘Yes, and run along the road. When you come to the glade, stop. And mind, don’t come back to me without a hare!’

			I tied the handkerchief round Zhirán’s shaggy neck and rushed headlong towards the appointed place. Papa laughed and shouted after me:

			‘Quick, quick, or you’ll be too late!’

			Zhirán kept stopping, pricking his ears, and listening to the halloing of the huntsmen. I had not the strength to drag him from the spot and began to shout ‘Atóu!’ Then he would pull so hard that I could hardly hold him back and fell more than once, before reaching the appointed place. Having chosen a shady, level spot at the foot of a tall oak, I lay down in the grass, made Zhirán sit beside me, and waited. My fancy, as always happens under such circumstances, far outstripped reality: I imagined that I was hunting my third hare, when the voice of the first hound came from the wood, from where Túrka’s voice reverberated even louder and with more animation. A dog gave a cry, and its voice was heard more and more frequently. Another deeper voice chimed in, and then a third, and a fourth . . . These voices sometimes fell and sometimes overlapped one another. The sounds grew gradually louder and more continuous and were at last blent into a ringing, clamorous din. The chase was filled with sound and the hounds bayed in chorus.

			When I heard this I seemed rooted to the spot. With my eyes fixed on the outskirts of the chase, I smiled inanely while perspir­ation poured down my face, and though the drops tickled me as they ran down my chin I did not wipe them off. It seemed to me that there could be nothing more decisive than this moment. This strained condition was too unnatural to last long. The dogs now bayed close to the outskirts of the chase, now gradually receded from me; there was no hare. I began looking around me. It was just the same with Zhirán: at first he tugged and yelped, but then lay down, put his head on my lap, and was quiet.

			By the bare roots of the oak under which I was sitting, the dry grey earth, the dead oak-leaves, the acorns, the dry bare twigs, the yellowish-green moss, and the green grass-blades that sprouted here and there, teemed with swarms of ants. One after another they hurried along the paths they had made, some of them loaded, others not. I took up a twig and barred their way. It was a sight to see how, despising the danger, some crawled under the twig, others over it, and some, especially those carrying loads, seemed quite bewildered and did not know what to do: they stopped, looked for a way round, or turned back, or came up the twig to my hand and, I think, intended to crawl up the sleeve of my jacket. My intention was diverted from these interesting observations by a butterfly with yellow wings that fluttered very enticingly before me. As soon as it had drawn my attention it flew a couple of paces from me, circled a few times round an almost withered white clover-flower, and alighted on it. I do not know whether it felt the warmth of the sun or was drinking juice from that flower, but it evidently felt very well satisfied. It now and then moved its wings and pressed close to the flower, and at last it became quite motionless. I rested my head on both hands and watched the butterfly with pleasure.

			Suddenly Zhirán began to whine and gave such a violent tug that I nearly fell over. I turned round. At the edge of the chase leapt a hare, with one ear flat and the other erect. The blood rushed to my head and, forgetting everything for the moment, I shouted frantically, let the dog loose, and began to run myself. Hardly had I done so than I began to regret it – the hare squatted, gave a leap, and I saw no more of it.

			But what was my shame when, following the hounds who came into the open in full cry, Túrka appeared from behind the bushes. He had seen my mistake (which was that I did not control myself) and, looking contemptuously at me, only said: ‘Eh, master!’ But you should have heard how he said it! It would have been pleasanter for me had he hung me from his saddle like a hare.

			I stood on that spot for a long time in despair, did not call the dog, and only kept saying as I slapped my thighs:

			‘Oh God, what have I done!’

			I heard the hounds run farther, a clattering at the other side of the chase, how they caught a hare, and how Túrka with his huge horn called the dogs back, but still I did not budge.

			VIII

			GAMES

			THE HUNT WAS OVER. A carpet was spread in the shade of some young birch-trees, and the whole company sat in a circle on the carpet. Gabriel, the butler, having trodden down the sappy green grass around him, was wiping plates and taking out of the box plums and peaches wrapped in leaves. The sun shone through the branches of the young birches, and threw round, quivering spots of light on the pattern of the carpet, on my legs, and even on Gabriel’s perspiring bald head. A light breeze that blew through the foliage of the trees and over my hair and perspiring face, felt very refreshing.

			When we had had our share of ices and fruit, there was nothing more to do on the carpet, and in spite of the scorching heat of the slanting sun-rays we got up and went to play.

			‘Well, what shall it be?’ asked Lyúba, screwing her eyes up from the sun and hopping about on the grass. ‘Let’s play at Robinson.’

			‘No . . . that’s too dull,’ said Volódya, who had thrown himself lazily on the grass and was chewing some leaves. ‘Always Robinson! If you must do something, we’d better build an arbour.’

			Volódya was obviously putting on airs: he was no doubt proud of having ridden a hunter, and pretended to be very tired. But it may also be that he had too much sense and too little imagin­ation quite to enjoy playing at Robinson. That game consisted in performing scenes from The Swiss Family Robinson, which we had read not long before.

			‘Please do . . . Why don’t you want us to have that pleasure?’ insisted the girls. ‘You can be Charles, or Ernest, or the father, whichever you like,’ said Kátya, trying to raise him from the ground by the sleeve of his jacket.

			‘Really I don’t want to – it’s tiresome!’ said Volódya, stretching himself and at the same time smiling self-complacently.

			‘It would have been better to sit at home if no one wants to play,’ Lyúba muttered through her tears.

			She was an awful cry-baby.

			‘Well then, come along; only please don’t cry. I can’t bear it!’

			Volódya’s condescension gave us very little pleasure; on the contrary his lazy and bored look destroyed all the charm of the game. When we sat down on the ground and, imagining ourselves to be going fishing, began to row with all our might, Volódya sat with folded arms in a pose that was not at all like a fisherman’s attitude. I told him so; but he answered that by moving our arms more or less we should not gain or lose anything and in spite of it all should not get far. I could not help agreeing with him. When pretending to be going to shoot, I set off for the woods with a stick over my shoulder, Volódya lay down on his back with his hands behind his head and told me he would pretend to be going there too. Such actions and words had a damping effect on the game and were extremely unpleasant, especially as at the bottom of one’s heart one could not help agreeing that Volódya was behaving rationally.

			I knew myself that not only could one not shoot a bird with a stick, but one could not even fire at all. It was just play. But if one were to reason like that, it would not even be possible to ride on chairs; and I think Volódya himself remembers how in the long winter evenings we covered an armchair with a shawl to make a carriage of it. One of us sat in front as the coachman, another behind as the footman, the girls were in the middle, three chairs were the horses – and we started on the journey! And what different adventures happened on that journey, and how merrily and quickly those winter evenings passed! . . . If one goes by reality there can be no games. And if there are no games – what will be left?

			IX

			SOMETHING AKIN TO FIRST LOVE

			PRETENDING THAT she was picking some kind of American fruit off a tree, Lyúba together with a leaf pulled down an enormous caterpillar, threw it on the ground in horror, raised her hands, and jumped away as if afraid something might spurt out of it. Our game stopped, and we all went down on the ground with our heads together to examine this curiosity.

			I looked over Kátya’s shoulder as she tried to lift the caterpillar with a leaf she placed in its way.

			I had noticed that many little girls were in the habit of wriggling their shoulders when trying to adjust a low-necked frock that had slipped off their shoulders. I remember that Mimi always got angry at this movement, and said: ‘c’est un geste de femme de chambre.’17 Kátya while leaning over the caterpillar made just that movement, and at the same time the wind raised the fichu on her little white shoulders. Her shoulder was, during that movement, within two inches of my lips. I no longer looked at the caterpillar but I looked and looked, and with all my might kissed Kátya’s shoulder. She did not turn round but I noticed that her neck and ears grew red. Volódya, without raising his head, exclaimed contemptuously: ‘What tenderness!’

			But in my eyes there were tears.

			I did not take my eyes off Kátya. I had long been used to her fresh, fair, little face and had always liked it; but now I examined it more closely and liked it still better.

			When we returned to the grown-ups, papa, to our great delight, informed us that at mamma’s request our departure had been put off till the next morning.

			We rode back beside the carriage. Volódya and I, trying to excel one another in horsemanship and daring, caracolled near it. My shadow was longer than before, and judging by it I imagined that I had the appearance of a rather handsome rider; but the feeling of self-satisfaction I experienced was soon destroyed by the following incident. Wishing finally to captivate everyone in the carriage, I lagged a little behind and then, using my whip and feet, urged my horse on, assumed an easy and graceful attitude, and wished to dash like a whirlwind past the side of the carriage where Kátya sat. Only I did not know whether to gallop past in silence or with a shout. But my insufferable pony, when it drew level with the carriage horses stopped in spite of all my efforts, and stopped so suddenly that I slipped from the saddle on to its neck and nearly tumbled off.

			X

			THE KIND OF MAN MY FATHER WAS

			HE WAS A MAN of the past age, and had the indefinable character common among those who were young then: a compound of chivalry, enterprise, self-confidence, amiability, and licentiousness. He regarded the people of our day contemptuously, and his opinion resulted as much from innate pride as from secret regret that he could not in our time have either the influence or the success he had had in his own. The two chief passions of his life were cards and women; he had won several million rubles in the course of his life and had had affairs with innumerable women of all classes.

			A tall, stately figure, a strange way of walking with short steps, a habit of jerking one shoulder, small ever-smiling eyes, a large aquiline nose, irregular lips that closed in an awkward but pleasing way – a defective enunciation – a kind of lisp – and a quite bald head – such was my father’s exterior as far back as I can remember him, and with which he managed not only to be reputed, but to be, a man à bonnes fortunes18 and to be liked by all without exception – by people of every class and position, and especially by those he wished to please.

			He knew how to gain the upper hand in his relations with anyone. Without having ever belonged to the very highest circles he was always in touch with people of those circles, and in such a way as to be respected by them. He knew just the limits of pride and self-confidence which, without offending others, raised him in the world’s opinion. He was original, but not always so, and he used his originality as a means which sometimes served instead of social standing or wealth. Nothing in the world could arouse astonishment in him: in however brilliant a position he found himself, he always seemed born to it. He could so well hide from others and put away from himself the dark side of life, full of the small vexations and mortifications known to everyone, that one could not but envy him. He was an expert in all that conduced to comfort and enjoyment, and knew how to avail himself of them. He was specially proud of the brilliant connections he possessed, partly through my mother’s family and partly through the comrades of his youth with whom in his heart he was angry for having risen high in rank while he had always remained a retired lieutenant of the Guards. Like all retired military men, he did not know how to dress fashionably; but then he dressed with originality and elegance. He always wore very wide and light clothes and beautiful linen with large turn-down cuffs and collars . . . Anything however seemed to suit his tall figure and powerful build, bald head, and quiet self-assured movements. He was emotional, and even easily moved to tears. Often when in reading aloud he came to a pathetic place, his voice would falter, tears would show themselves in his eyes and he would put down the book in vexation. He was fond of music and, accompanying himself on the piano, sang songs by his friend A—, gipsy songs, or some arias from operas, but he did not like classical music, and regardless of the accepted opinion, frankly said that Beethoven’s sonatas made him feel sleepy and dull, and that he knew nothing better than: ‘Wake me not, while young,’ as Semënova used to sing it, or ‘Not Alone’, as the gipsy girl Tanyúsha sang it. His nature was one that needed a public for a good action, and he only thought that good, which the public considered so. Heaven knows whether he had any moral convictions. His life was so full of distractions of all kinds that he had no time to form convictions, and, besides that, he was so fortunate in life that he saw no need for them.

			In old age he formed settled opinions and immutable rules, but all founded on an entirely practical basis. Those actions and that way of life which gave him happiness or pleasure he considered good, and thought that everybody should always act so. He spoke very convincingly, and that capacity, it seemed to me, enhanced the elasticity of his principles: he could describe the selfsame action as a very charming bit of mischief, or as the meanest rascality.

			XI

			WHAT WENT ON IN THE STUDY AND THE DRAWING-ROOM

			IT WAS GETTING dusk when we reached home. Mamma sat down to the piano, and we children brought paper, pencils, and paints, and arranged ourselves at the round table to draw. I had only blue paint; but for all that I took it into my head to draw the hunt. Having very vividly depicted a blue boy on a blue horse, and blue dogs, I was in doubt whether one could paint a blue hare, and ran into papa’s study to consult him. Papa was reading something, and in answer to my question whether there were blue hares, replied, ‘Yes, my dear, there are,’ without raising his head. I returned to the round table and painted a blue hare, but then found it necessary to change the hare into a bush. I did not like the bush either, and made it into a tree, then the tree into a cornstack, and the stack into a cloud, and finally I so smeared my whole sheet of paper with blue paint that I tore it up in vexation, and sat down to dream in the lounge chair.

			Mamma was playing the second concerto of Field, her music-master. I was dreaming, and there awoke in my fancy light bright and translucent memories. She started playing Beethoven’s Sonata Pathétique, and I remembered something sad, oppressive, and gloomy. Mamma often played those two pieces, and so I well remember the feeling they aroused in me. That feeling resembled memories, but memories of what? It was as if I were recalling something that had never been.

			Opposite to me was the door of the study, and I saw how Jacob and some other men, bearded and in peasant coats, entered it. The door immediately closed behind them. ‘Now business has begun!’ I thought. It seemed to me that nothing in the world could be more important than what was being done in the study. That idea was strengthened by the fact that generally everybody who approached that door spoke in whispers and walked on tiptoe, while from it came the sound of papa’s loud voice and the smell of his cigar, which always, I don’t know why, attracted me.

			While half asleep I was suddenly struck by a familiar creaking of boots in the steward’s room. Karl Iványch, with some notes in his hand, approached the door on tiptoe but with a gloomy and determined look, and knocked lightly at it. He was admitted and the door again closed.

			‘If only some misfortune does not happen,’ I thought. ‘Karl Iványch is angry: he is ready for anything . . .’

			Again I dozed off.

			No misfortune however occurred. An hour later I was again awakened by the creaking of the same boots. Karl Iványch, wiping with his handkerchief tears which I noticed on his cheeks, came out of the study and, muttering something to himself, went upstairs. Papa followed him out and came into the drawing-room.

			‘Do you know what I have just decided?’ he said in a cheerful voice, putting his hand on mamma’s shoulder.

			‘What, my dear?’

			‘I am taking Karl Iványch with the children. There is room in the trap. They are used to him, he seems to be really attached to them, and 700 rubles a year won’t make any difference to us, et puis au fond c’est un très bon diable.’19

			I could not at all grasp why papa was abusing Karl Iványch.

			‘I am very glad both for the children and for him,’ said mamma, ‘he is an excellent old man.’

			‘You should have seen how touched he was when I told him to keep the five hundred rubles as a gift . . . but what was most amusing was the bill he brought to me. It is worth looking at,’ he added with a smile, as he gave her a note in Karl Iványch’s hand. ‘It’s lovely!’

			This is what the note contained:

			 

			For the children, two fishing-rods 	 0 r.	70 kopeks

			Coloured paper, gold border, and paste

			  for boxes, as presents	 6 r.	55	"

			Book and a bow, presents to the children	 8 r.	16	"

			Trousers for Nicholas	 4 r.	 0	"

			Promised by Peter Alexándrych from

			  Moscow in the year 18 — a gold watch	140 r.	 0	"

			Total to be received by Karl Iványch Mauer, 

			  besides his salary	159 r.	41	"

			 

			On reading this note, in which Karl Iványch demanded payment for all he had spent on presents, and even for a present promised to him, everyone would conclude that Karl Iványch was merely an unfeeling and mercenary egotist, and everyone would be mistaken.

			On entering the study with the note in his hand and a speech he had prepared in his head, he intended to show papa eloquently all the injustice he had endured in our house; but when he began to speak in the touching voice and with the pathetic intonations he used when dictating to us, his eloquence acted chiefly on himself, so that when he reached the place where he said, ‘Sad as it will be for me to part from the children’ – he became quite confused, his voice trembled, and he had to get his chequered handkerchief out of his pocket. ‘Yes, Peter Alexándrych,’ he said through his tears (there was nothing of this in his prepared speech), ‘I have grown so used to the children that I don’t know what I shall do without them. I would rather serve you without salary,’ he added, wiping his eyes with one hand and handing in the bill with the other.

			That Karl Iványch was speaking sincerely at that moment I can affirm, for I know what a kind heart he had; but how to reconcile the bill with his words remains a mystery to me.

			‘If you are sad at leaving, I should be still sadder to part from you,’ said papa, patting him on the shoulder. ‘I have changed my mind now.’

			Not long before supper Grísha came into the room. From the moment he had entered our house he had never left off sighing and weeping, which in the opinion of those who believed in his power of prophecy foreboded some calamity to our houses. He began to take leave, and said he would start on his way next morning. I winked at Volódya and went out of the room.

			‘What is it?’

			‘If you want to see Grísha’s chains, let us go upstairs at once to the men-serfs’ quarters. Grísha sleeps in the second room, and we can sit capitally in the cupboard and see everything.’

			‘Excellent! Wait here and I will call the girls.’

			The girls came running, and we went upstairs. Having decided, not without some dispute, who should first enter the dark cupboard, we settled down and waited.

			XII

			GRÍSHA

			WE ALL FELT rather scared in the dark cupboard; we pressed close to one another and did not say a word. Almost immediately after us Grísha entered the room with soft steps. In one hand he held his staff, in the other a tallow-candle in a brass candlestick. We did not dare to breathe.

			‘Lord Jesus Christ! Most Holy Mother of God! To the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost . . .’ said he breathing heavily and with different intonations and abbreviations natural only to one who often repeated those words.

			After placing his staff in a corner of the room, with a prayer, he began to undress. Having untied his old black girdle he slowly took off his tattered nankeen coat, folded it carefully, and hung it over the back of a chair. His face now had not its usual hurried and inane expression; on the contrary, he was calm, pensive, and even dignified. His movements were slow and considered.

			When he was in his underclothes, he slowly let himself down on to the bed, made the sign of the cross on every side of it, and with an effort, as was evident from his frown, readjusted the chains under his shirt. After sitting still for a while and carefully examining his linen, which was torn in several places, he rose, and lifting the candle, with a prayer, to the level of the glass case in which were several icons, he crossed himself before them and turned the candle upside down. It crackled and went out.

			Through the windows which looked out towards the forest the moon, which was almost full, shone in. The long white figure of the simpleton was lit up on one side by its pale silvery beams, and on the other its shadow, together with that of the window-frames, fell on the floor, on the walls, and reached up to the ceiling. In the yard outside the watchman was striking a copper plate.

			Folding his huge hands on his breast, Grísha stood with bowed head, sighing heavily and continually before the icons, and then sank with difficulty to his knees and began to pray.

			At first he softly said familiar prayers, only accentuating certain words, then he repeated them, but louder and with more animation. Then he began to pray in his own words, trying, with evident difficulty, to express himself in Church-Slavonic. His words were awkward but pathetic. He prayed for all his benefactors (so he termed those who received him), among them for my mother and ourselves; he prayed for himself, asking God to forgive him his grievous sins, and he kept repeating: ‘Lord, forgive my enemies!’ He rose groaning, and again and again repeating the same words, fell on the floor and rose again despite the weight of his chains, which gave a hard, sharp sound as they struck the floor.

			Volódya pinched my leg very painfully, but I did not even turn round. I only rubbed the place with my hand, following all Grísha’s movements and words with a child’s surprise, pity, and emotion.

			Instead of the fun and laughter I had expected when I entered the cupboard, I trembled, and felt a sinking of the heart.

			Grísha remained long in that state of religious exaltation, improvising prayers. Now he would repeat several times, ‘Lord, have mercy,’ but each time with new strength and expression; then he said, ‘Forgive, Lord, teach what to do . . . teach what to do, O Lord!’ with an expression as if he expected an immediate answer to his words; then piteous sobs were all one heard . . . He raised himself to his knees, folded his hands on his breast, and grew silent.

			I softly thrust my head out of the door and held my breath. Grísha did not move; deep sighs broke from his breast; a tear stood in the dim pupil of his sightless eye which was lit up by the moon.

			‘Thy will be done!’ exclaimed he suddenly, in an inimitable tone, sank with his forehead on the ground, and sobbed like a child.

			Much water has flowed by since then, many memories of the past have lost their meaning for me and become dim recollections, even pilgrim Grísha has long since completed his last pilgrimage; but the impression he made on me and the feeling he evoked, will never die in my memory.

			Oh, great Christian, Grísha! Your faith was so strong that you felt the nearness of God; your love was so great that the words flowed of themselves from your lips – you did not test them by your reason . . . And what lofty praise you gave to His Majesty when, unable to find words, you fell weeping to the ground! . . .

			The emotion with which I listened to Grísha could not last long; in the first place because my curiosity was satisfied, and secondly because I had pins and needles in my legs from sitting so long in one position, and I wished to join in the general whispering and commotion I heard behind me in the dark cupboard. Someone touched my hand and whispered, ‘Whose hand is this?’ It was quite dark in the cupboard, but I knew at once by the touch and by the voice whispering just above my ear, that it was Kátya.

			Quite unconsciously I took hold of her bare elbow and pressed my lips on her arm. Kátya was no doubt surprised at this action and she drew away her arm; this movement of hers upset a broken chair that stood in the cupboard: Grísha lifted his head, looked slowly round, and, repeating a prayer, made the sign of the cross towards all the corners of the room. Talking in whispers we ran noisily out of the cupboard.

			XIII

			NATÁLYA SÁVISHNA

			IN THE MIDDLE of the last century in the homesteads of the village of Khabárovka, there used to run about in a coarse linen dress a bare-footed, plump and red-cheeked girl, Natásha. As a reward for the faithful services of her father, the clarionet-player, Sávva, and at his request, my grandfather took her ‘upstairs’ and gave her a place among my grandmother’s female servants. As a housemaid Natásha distinguished herself by her meekness and zeal. When my mother was born and a nursemaid was needed, this duty was put upon Natásha. In that new post she earned praise and rewards for her activity, fidelity, and attachment to her young mistress. However, the powdered head and the stockings and buckles of the brisk young footman, Fóka, who came much across her in the course of his work, captivated her rude but loving heart. She even braced herself to go and ask my grandfather’s permission to marry Fóka. Grandpapa regarded her wish as a sign of ingratitude. He was angry with her, and as a punishment sent poor Natásha to a cattle-farm on a property of his in the steppes. Six months later however, as no one could be found to replace her, Natásha was brought back to the estate and restored to her former position. Having returned from her exile in her coarse linen dress, she went to grandpapa, fell at his feet and begged him to restore her to his favour and kindness and to forget the folly that had possessed her and which, she swore, would never return. And she really kept her word.

			After that she was no longer called Natásha, but by the more respectful name of Natálya Sávishna, and wore a cap like a married woman: the whole store of her love she transferred to her young lady.

			When a governess took her place with my mother, she was given the keys of the store-room and all the household linen and provisions were placed under her charge. She fulfilled these new duties with the same zeal and love. She put her whole life into care for her master’s belongings; saw waste, damage, and pilfering, everywhere, and tried by all means to counteract them.

			When mamma married, anxious to show her gratitude in some way to Natálya Sávishna for her twenty years’ work and devotion, she called her in and, having expressed her gratitude and affection in most flattering terms, handed her a paper with a government stamp, granting her her freedom, and said that whether she remained in our service or not, she should always have a pension of 300 rubles a year. Natálya Sávishna heard all this in silence, then took the document, looked at it, angrily muttered something, and ran out of the room slamming the door behind her. Not understanding such strange behaviour, mamma went a little later into Natálya Sávishna’s room. She was sitting on her trunk with tear-stained eyes, fingering her handkerchief and looking fixedly at the torn bits of the deed of emancipation which lay on the floor before her.

			‘What is the matter, my dear Natálya Sávishna?’ mamma asked, taking her by the hand.

			‘Nothing, ma’am,’ Natálya Sávishna answered. ‘Evidently I have displeased you in some way, that you are turning me out of the house . . . Well, I shall go.’

			She pulled away her hand and, hardly able to restrain her tears, was going out of the room. Mamma held her back, embraced her, and they both began to cry.

			Ever since I can remember myself, I remember Natálya Sávishna, her love and her caresses; but it is only now that I know how to value them; it never then entered my head to realize what a rare, wonderful being that old woman was. She not only never spoke, but it seems that she never even thought, of herself; her whole life consisted of love and self-sacrifice. I was so accustomed to her disinterested and tender affection for us that I did not imagine it could have been otherwise. I was not in the least grateful to her, and never asked myself whether she were happy or satisfied.

			Sometimes on the plea of necessity I would escape from lessons to her room, would sit down and begin to day-dream aloud, quite unabashed by her presence. She was always busy, either knitting a stocking, rummaging in the chests which filled her room, or making a list of the linen, while she listened to all the nonsense I was talking. – ‘So when I am a general I will marry a wonderful beauty, will buy myself a roan horse, build a glass house, and send for Karl Iványch’s relatives from Saxony –’ &c., and she kept saying, ‘Yes, my dear, yes.’ Generally when I got up to go she would open a blue chest, inside the lid of which – I remember as if I had seen it yesterday – were pasted a coloured picture of an hussar, a picture off a pomatum pot, and a drawing of Volódya’s; would take out a piece of pastille, light it, and, waving it about, would say:
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