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CHAPTER 7

“ALL, who.came to my house before the holiday to be examined,
stand up!”

The flabby man in a cassock, with a heavy cross hanging from
his neck, shot a threatening glance at the class.

Then his evil little eyes bored into” all six—four boys and two
girls—who rose from their seats and looked uneasily and timorously
at him. The priest flipped his hand towards the girls and said: “You sit
down. “They gave a sigh of relief, sat down with alacrity, and Father
Basil’s beady eyes concentrated on the remaining four little bodies.

“Now you come here, my little beauties!”®
Father Basil rose from his seat, moved the chair aside and went right
up to the boys, who were huddled close together.

“Which of you good-for-nothing® little wretches smoke?”

All four answered quietly:

“We don’t smoke at all, sir.”

Then the priest’s face turned purple and he shouted:

“You wastrels don’t smoke, then who put the tobacco siftings in the
dough? You don’t smoke, eh? Ah, now we’ll just see. Turn out your

(DBored into=were fixed on 'BHIE Qbeauty £ AN, BBEFHIERKEM:
little beauties=little wretches /NTH, P& @good-for-nothing=useless and

worthless, RFTZART: HATHERE, AN worthless person
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pockets! Come on, look lively”! Hear what I say? Turn your pockets
out!”

Three of them began to unload the contents of their pockets on to
the table.

Then the priest carefully examined the seams of their pockets for

traces of tobacco, but found nothing, and turned to the fourth, a
dark-eyed boy in a miserable grey shirt and blue trousers with patched
knees.

“And what are you standing there like a block of wood for?”

The dark-eyed boy stared at the priest with lurking hatred, and in
a flat voice said:

“I haven’t got any pockets,” and ran his hands over the sewn-up
openings.

“(3h, on pockets, eh? So you think I don’t know who was capable
of doi: g such a dirty little trick as to spoil the Easter loaf? You think
that after that you’ll still be a pupil here? No, my little beauty, you
won’t get off® so lightly. Last time it was only for the sake of your
mother you were not expelled, but this is the last straw. Get out of

17

here!” He seized the boy’s ear brutally and flung him out into the
corridor and shut the door on him.

The class was deathly silent, all sitting huddled together. None of
them could understand why Paul Korchagin should be expelled like
that. Only Sergey Brouzzhak, who was Paul’s bosom friend® and
companion, had seen Paul put a handful of tobacco siftings into the
mixture ready in the priest’s kitchen for the Paschal Cake® while the
six of them who had failed in the exams were waiting for the priest to
reexamfine them.

Paul made his way outside and sat down on the bottom of the

Dlook livey =look sharp 1R fi ! @get off = escape punishment 3k fif 1€ Hi
@bosom friend = very close friend @Paschal Cake HIETELE
_.2__
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Paul made his way outside and sat down on the bottom of the
steps leading to the entrance to the school to think things over. How
was he to go home and what was he to say to his mother, who worked
from early morning till late at night as cook at the excise inspector’s”
and took everything so seriously?

Tears choked him.

What was he to do now? And all through@) that damned old
priest. Why on earth had he put those siftings in the cake? It was
Sergey who had prompted him. “I say,” he had said, “let’s give the
rotten old beast a dose.” And so they had given him a dose, and now
Sergey was getting off and he would almost certainly be expelled.

The bad blood® between Paul and Father Basil dated a long way
back. One day Paul had had a fight with Mishka Levchoukov and he
had had to “go without® his dinner.” And so as to” make sure he
wouldn’t get into mischief®, alone in the empty classroom, the teacher
put him with the older ones in the senior class. Paul sat on the back
bench and listened. The teacher was a bony little man in a black jacket,
talking about the earth and the planets, and Paul drank it in® and
gaped from amazement to hear that the earth had been in existence
many million years and that the stars were things rather like the earth.
In fact, he was so astonished by what he heard that he nearly got up
and said: “Please, sir, in Holy Writ? it says different,” but he was
afraid of making a fool of himself®.

The priest had always given Paul full marks for scripture. He

Mexcise inspector BEE  Dall through=it was all througt & #REF Hy;

through= because of @bad blood &, iR @go withour=manage without
BE e T st Gso as fo = in order to ®ger into mischief 8, HIER
@Ddrink in W8T, WU eg. Drink in knowledge 30 4LALLE Ha % BY 4R
®Holy Writ=Holy Bible %% ©make a fool of oneself #/8%, EH; It

. make a fool of sb. B3, eg. You are making a fool of me.
_‘3_



The Making Of A TCero

knew all the prayer book by heart and the old and new testaments, too,
and he knew precisely on which day God made each single thing. So
Paul made up his mind to ask Father Basil about it. And at the next
scripture lesson, as soon as even the priest had sat down, Paul held up
his hand and, when he had got permission to speak, got up and said:

“Father, why does the teacher in the seniors’ class say that the
earth is millions of years old and not what scripture said, five
thous...” and then broke off short because of a hoarse yell from
Father Basil:

“What’s that nonsense, you good-for-nothing boy? Is that how
you learn your scripture?”

And Paul had not had time to open his mouth to reply when the
priest seized him by the ears and began banging his head against the
wall. A minute later, beaten and cowed, he had been flung out into the
corridor.

The next day his mother had gone to the school and begged
Father Basil to take her son back. From that day Paul had hated the
priest with his whole being®: hated him and feared him. He never
forgave anyone the petty injuries he suffered, he certainly did not
forget the undeserved thrashing the priest had given him, and he
became sullen and morose. He had yet to suffer numerous smaller
insults from Father Basil. The priest made him stand in the comer
every day for weeks on end for the merest trifles and never once
called on him to answer questions, and it was on this account that® he
had to go with the other dunces to the priest to be specially examined
just before Easter-and then, while waiting in the kitchen, he put the
stuff in the mixture ready for baking the Paschal Cake. Though
nobody saw him the priest guessed immediately who was

(Dwith one’s whole being= with all one’s strength 4:JJ, eg. Respong with one’s
whole being 2 F1WIRE @it was on this account that... TEBE X —%ii-----
_4_
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responsible.

The lesson ended at last and the children streamed out into the
yard and surrounded Paul, but Paul remained stubbornly silent. Sergey
Brouzzhak stayed inside; he felt he was guilty, but could do nothing to
help his friend.

Then the head of the school, Ephrem Vassilievitch, appeared in
the window of the staff room and his deep voice made Paul start. He
shouted:

“Send Korchagin to me at once!”

And with thumping heart Paul made his way to the staff room.

The proprietor of the Railway Station Buffet, a pasty-faced
middle-aged man with colourless, washed-out eyes, shot a glance at
Paul, who was standing to one side.

“How old is he?”

Paul’s mother said: “Twelve.”

“Well, leave him here, he can have a try. Now I'll give him eight
roubles a month and board working days®, and he’ll be on alternate
days from seven in the moming till seven the next morning®, and no
pilfering.”

Paul’s mother cried anxiously: “Oh no, sir, oh no, sir, Paul won’t
touch a thing, I’ll guarantee that.”

And the proprietor ordered: “Well, let him start right away,” and
he turned round to a sales-girl standing beside him behind the counter
and said: “Zina, take this boy through into the scullery and tell Frossia
to put him on the job® in place of Grishka.”

The girl put down the knife with which she was cutting ham and
gave Paul a nod and went through the restaurant towards a side door

(Dboard working days 4 ER Q@THE—R—K, REHKI KK

®@put him on the job wHALI T 4E
_7_
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which led into the scullery, and Paul followed her, while his mother
hastened by his side whispering to him:

“Now, Paul dear, do try your best, don’t disgrace yourself, my
dear.”

Then with sad eyes she followed him till he vanished and made
for the exit.

The scullery was at work at full pressure®. There was a
monstrous pile of plates and forks and knives on a table and a number
of women wiping them with towels flung over their shoulders.

A ginger-haired snippet of a boy slightly older than Paul, with an
unkempt mat of bristly hair, was busy with two huge urns.

The scullery was full of steam from a vast cauldron of boiling
water in which the dishes were washed, and at first Paul could not
make out® the faces of the workwomen, so he simply stood in the
centre of the scullery without any idea of what he was to do or where
he was to fit in®.

Mean-while Zina went up to one of the women who were
washing the dishes, took her by the shoulder and said:

“Look, Frossia, here’s a new boy for you in place of Grishka.
You can tell him what he’s to do.”

Then she turned to Paul and pointing to the woman she had just
called Frossia said:

“She’s the boss here. You do whatever she tells you,” then turned
round and went back to her buffet.

Paul said: “All ﬁght, “and looked enquiringly at Frossia, who
was standing in front of him. Frossia. wiped the sweat off her
forehead and looked him up and down as if appraising his points, then
she tucked up one sleeve, which had slipped over her elbow, and in a

Wat full pressure IEEERH  DOmake owt HHAY  Bfir in=find a suitable
place for | AIEMMLE, eg. The picture doesn’t fit in here.
..8_
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surprisingly pleasant, deep voice, said:

“Your job, kid, is only a little one: see that copper? Well, every
morning you hear that in good time® and see that it’s full of boiling
water, and of course you’ll split the wood yourself, and those two
. samovars are your job, too. And then, whenever necessary, it’s your
job to clean the knives and forks and carry out the slops ...

Paul said: “But what am I to do now, Auntie?”

He heard one of the women—not so young—say:

“Come over here, you can help me wipe these forks.”

Then she gave him a towel and said: “Here, take hold of this, one
end in the teeth and pull the edge tight with one hand. There’s fork;
now rub it to and fro to get the prongs clean, and don’t let there be a
grain of dirt left. They’re very strict about that here. The gentlemen
always look at their forks and if they find the least dirt, there’s trouble,
and before you know where you are” you’ll have the missus® giving
you the sack®.”

“The missus?” Paul could not understand. “Why, the man who
took me on® is the boss.”

The woman gave a hearty laugh,

“Oh, no, laddie, the boss here is only a bit of furniture©, only a
ﬁgure-head®. The real boss here’s the missus. Only she’s out today

—you do a bit of work and you’ll soon see®.”

@in good time ¥it, FHHE—2  (in bed time 3HY); eg. They finished their
school work in good time (before the time when the teacher said they must stop).
@before you know where you are FTIR— T 5. @missus=missis AL LE
] @give the sack=dismiss f#E ©take on=start to employ ¥4 &
®a bit of furniture —FIB2W  Da figure-head —NEBEEK  ©you do a bit of
work and you’ll soon see =If you do a bit of work, you’ll soon see(and EEH

FATR), BIERREN).
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The door into the scullery opened and three waiters came in with
piles of dirty dishes.

One of them, a broad-shoulered squint-eyed fellow with a
massive three-cornered face said:

“Here, come along, get a move on®. The twelve o’clock’ 1l be in
any minute and there you are fiddling about®.”

Then he saw Paul and asked:

“And who’s this kid?”

Frossia. said: “That’s our new boy.”

“Oh,” he declared, “that’s your new boy, is it. Well” and his
heavy hand came down on Paul’s shoulder and pushed him over
towards the samovars,” those two samovars have to be ready any
minute, and look, boy, one of them’s out and the other’s only
aglimmer. We'll let you off a bit® today, but if it happens tomorrow
you’ll get a good box on the ears. See?”

Without a word Paul turned to the samvars.

And so his working life began. Never before had Paul tried so
hard as he did that first working day of his. He understood that this
was quite different from home, where he could be disobedient to his
mother. The squint-eyed waiter had made it quite clear that if you
didn’t obey you got your ears boxed.

So the sparks began to fly out of the bellied tengallon samovars,
with Paul taking off his shoes and putting them over the chimney and
flaming the charcoal to a glow. Then he snatched up a bucket of slops
and flew off to the midden, banked up wood on to the fire under the
copper, spred out wet cloths on the boiling samovars to dry, and did
everything he was told. Late that evening he was worn out when he
went down to the kitchen. The elderly dish-washer, whose name was

Dget a move on=hurry up @fiddling about EER, RE  Olet you off a bit
WEBGE % letoff B8,
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Anissia, looked at the door which had closed behind him and said:
“There’s something wrong in that kid’s upper story('>, why, he
works like a loony.- There’s something fishy about him, I'm sure,

putting him out to work®.”

Frossia. said: “Well, he is certainly a worker, there’s no need to
be always on at him”.”

But Dounia said: “It soon wears off”, they all start like that ...”

At seven the next morning, absolutely worn out by his night
without sleep and the endless toil, Paul handed over the two samovars
well boiling to the boy who came to take his place. This was a boy
with a pudding face and aggressive eyes.

As soon as he had made sure that everything was in order and
that the samovars were boiling, this boy stuck his hands in his pockets
and then, forcing the spittle through tightly clenched teeth and
shooting Paul a glance with his whitish eyes, said in a tone which
forbade any objection:

“Now, you, kid, look out® you’re here sharp at six tomorrow
morning to take over.”

Paul said: “Why at six? Shift changes at seven.”

“Let those who want to-change at seven do so, but you look out
and be here at six. And if you don’t keep your jaw shut better I’l] soon
put a blot on your phiz for you. Upon my word, you mug you, only
started work today and already putting on airs®.”

The dish-washers who had handed over their work to the in-
coming shift followed the conversation of the two boys with interest

Dupper story=head OfBEERME, MRERBERTIEN. fishy TE, T4
£ @beonar HE{E, BWIHZESRK ; eg. I've been on at her to change her hair style.
@B LA THERIZI LB LW KA. wear off =diminish gradually & 51
R Blook our B, s @rake over EIE Dput on airs BT, HEHE

#
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The aggressive voice and challenging manner of the other boy riled
Paul, and he moved a step nearer to him and got ready to hit him, only
fear of being dismissed on his very first day held him back. He
flushed a deep red and said:

“You calm yourself a bit and take care how you step or you’ll get
burnt”. I'm coming tomorrow at seven, and I can fight quite as well as
you can. And if you want to have a try, I'm ready.”

The other took a step back towards the copper and stared with
amazement at Paul standing there angrily. He had not in the least
expected such a definite refusal and he was rather at a loss, and he
now muttered: “Oh, all right, we’ll see.”

Paul made his way out of the station together with the women,
and hurried home. The first day had passed off satisfactorily, and as he
strode along he felt himself a man who has earned his rest. Now he
too was a worker and nobody could say he was not an earner.

The morning sun was already climbing above the roof of the
timber works. The little cottage which was his home would soon
appear, just another moment; he had only to pass the Leshchinskis’
country house.

His mother was out in the yard preparing the samovar. As soon
as she caught sight of her son she asked anxiously:

“Everything all fight?”

“Not so bad,” Paul said.

His mother had something to tell him, he could guess; through
the open window of the room he could see the broad shoulders of his
brother Artem.

This disturbed him and he said: “What, has Artem come home?”

“Yes, he arrived last night, and he is going to stay here. He’s
going to work down at the railway yards.”

(Dget burnt=burn one’s fingers 5%
_12_.



