


7 gl

MNCE

bF bk

T llllllllli lIIIHIJH i




B HZE RSB (CIP) B R

RETHEVEMR /BWER EXB OH
R FRERFHRAL, 2001 4 8 A
ISBN 7-5609-2435-2

. e
0. 32iF-% Ry, M-I K
V. H319.4:1
WEFUEWHER HHER IEE B8
FAESE XK HER-E B
WAER T kM H PAL BLED : TRIEAK

HRET PR RN H
EEMFIL MER.430074 H1iE.(027)87545012

2 H#HEESEWLRAHR

®  HEPHBRAFHEHBHEZ
B BLAEPHERFHEROR

FA.850x1168 1/32 B3k 7. 75 HWH.2 F¥:164 000
BW:20014E 8 A 1 I :2001 4E 8 ¥ 1 REIR ¥ :.1—6 000
ISBN 7-5609-2435-2/H « 386 Z#:10.00 T

(FHERARARFS, K@ HERLRITHAR




wEBF g
\%W//éﬁ/f

"RERBERAIEBE 1998 FHDLIR, BT KRB
ARENER , 8—HEDEFIR, BRRITBRBEEXE T
e FEUECSIHFRNENREBURIDEITES

BB T F 2B RS, 1N " HBR SRk BBEY
IRDVEEFNHE XN T ROBRE R R, EREANMRBIH
B, BEHEER RN OERNENEH , NS E RIKESEENRIBR
MRS

NBARBAX—THFEIR, BRI KRB SR ST
TERNURT 7, AMXABTEER. EOR 7, MERNTGBE EM
ERXT  EEREANEFAERNENR T EF MetE B
BOK" " BREE " BAME HILEE ASBSR™.LFE
WG RAECUWHEFE T FRINANAIIAD, SEMR
EXEAMYEEMBALIE SWBNEE, 8BRS TRRIBNMEND, M
BREFBAEINENSHEE, i ASINBHREVEE , B9 L
BFBAT .

FRREBEE BBEBUT/IABR:

(1) RBEE, RAiE, SYPMENERIRBRX SHERR
BEINRR, AE 52, WEES UL XE IR HR &R FT S
T5®o



(2) BB R, B¥ SR, REHDAHASK, L BEENS
#, EF P ITHENMER, SREUENZH. SYLRAENN
R, WRMADEER, SESREF.

(3) R ETFER. BMTIREEKRTS, MZREXH
IR, BIHREENE; SREFRLE BB RR NEDRRES
BN

BERARBINLIRANRE B RENEER HLAN, A2
BENRE, ERRENAL.

HRE



BENRECHLMNEUET B ERRRRNNRBIRS
EEKY, XA BE—THLEREKNBET . WEXEADH
(IDERF ALY T 192 FENMFANGE, 199 F 6 BER,
1931 £ 4 BORR T, ML AIEBRRENDFER, FHEEEEER
BENBRY : “REVFLRBIKIE Gamen FEFERN, XSEHR
KOEEFER, TRABBHERIN. EEGTIL."

EREFRE FTROXLBRMB AL IER T2 50 F
KROBOPHELRI X BERFRHHHN BB EWLE, T2
BEEXNGII (EXNRFOVURE 4 DR N6 FRxe,
DA IR AT ERE I R H LB RIS BHE T BEB XSS,
EUSISRETHHMENBERERIRE. KON EATRERS
AHBNE/DE, ROVMEIIMIENETCUES , BB AR LB E
P/t 0B,

aRE
FRaRWE



An Unexpected Emotion ++++reseesreensssesuarranninann [20]
Venomous Recollections ««+#e=++=essrrrerressrroneniinnnians [ 37 ]
Katya coeeerereseerreinniniiiiiiiie. [67]
Denunciation ««: -esreesrsersertrrerriertriasiciaretiiatinn. [ 81 ]
The Whirlpool +::reeeerereesrereseniinniiieniiisiniasinn [ 1 12]
Fate =+crsceereevtorractcitnintiiiiiieiiitciossiianeniessees [ 136 ]
The Return  «-eteeerreerrecerssoenraiisisiorasiisicssacines [ 179]



[BeE4Esx]

FHRBKIERFHZE - FERFREX
F 20 HEMBRE L HNENRRE MRE
ERERENBEIF5S2RBENTNRE
NEEA—R=F0ER, BN T BARaN
EN BATRREEENRRITR. BPAY
WERZ  WHWAIK.

33

H

.



Moonlight

%y midnight the moon stood over Kolyvan,
lit up the imegular windows of the log-
cabins on one side, sent the black shadows along
the trampled sorrel' of the village street on the
other, and then disappeared behind a solitary
cloud” that had strayed into® the night sky. This
was the time when an open carriage drawn by
three horses abreast, the harness bells muffled*,
came racing hell for leather through the village .
The cocks had not yet begun their matutinal
crowing® but the dogs had already ceased their
yelping’ and the only light visible was that which
shone through the cracks in the shusters® of the
last house in the village.
A long pole on top of which was a hoop with
a bundle of hay tied to it, stuck up above the
gambrel roof’ of the gate telling the traveller from
after that this house was an inn. Beyond the inn
the flat steppe’, grey in the moonlight, stretched
away into the distance; it was in this direction
that the lathered horses" were being driven, the
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regular gallop of the trace-horses™ and fast trot of
the shafi-horse™ sounding dully in the silence of
the night. The man in the carriage mised his cane
and touched the coachman. The horses sat back
on their haunches" and pulled up in front of the
inn.

The man unwound a travelling rug® from his
legs, climbed out by holding on to the
coachman’s box'® and limped"” across the grass to
the low porch of the inn. There he tumed back
and spoke softly to the coachman:

“You may go. Be back at dawn.”

The coachman flipped the reins®, the
carriage rolled away into the steppe and the man
took hold of the door handle, rattled” it and then
leaned back against the rickety post of the porch®
as though wrapped in thought. His narrow face
was pale, there were shadows under his long eyes
and his small wavy beard was worn to leave the
chin bare™ . Slowly he drew off his right glove and
knocked again.

The patter” of bare feet across the creaking
boards® of the outer room came to him, the door
opened a tiny crack, was then thrown wide open®
and a young peasant woman stood on the
threshold.

“ Alyoshenka!”
excitement. “And I didn’t expect you.” She
touched his hand shyly and kissed his shoulder.
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“Will you let me in, Sasha?” he asked.
“I'll stay till moming.” He walked into the
moonlit outer room of the inn.

Sasha went in front of him and kept tumning
back with a smile on her fresh and pretty face that
showed her white teeth.

“I saw you ride through the village at
midday. ‘ He’s probably going to Master
Volkov, * I thought. I thought they would press”™
you to spend the night there but here you are,
come to see me.”

“Have you any guests in the inn?”

“There’s nobody here,” answered Sasha,
going into the summer living room. “ Some
peasants with hay wains® stopped here but they
are all sleeping outside,” and she sat down on a
wide bed covered with a patchwork quilt™ and
smiled tenderly.

The moonlight, shining through the tiny
window, lit up Sasha’s face, the slightly upturned
comers of her lips and her long neck emphasized
by the opening of her black sarafan®; a string of
amber beads trembled on her bosom™ .

“Bring some wine,” said the newcomer.

He stood in the shadow holding his hat and
stick. Sasha jumped up obediently and went out.
He lay down on the bed and put his hands behind
his head. A slight frown™ gave a twist to his face
and distorted it. He twned on his side” , grabbed
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a pillow and bured his face in it.

Sasha retumed carrying a small table covered
with a napkin; she placed two bottles on it, one
of wine and one of some sweet alcoholic
decoction™ , then climbed up some steps to the
larder” and brought down a plate of nuts , raisins
and cookies® . She moved rapidly and lightly,
going back and forth from moonlight to shadow.
The man on the bed raised himself on to his
elbow™ .

“Come over here, Sasha,” he said. She
immediately sat down at his feet on the bed.
“Tell me, Sasha, if I were to hurt you really
badly, if I were to insult you mortally™, would
you forgive me?”

“As you will, Alexei Petrovich,” answered
Sasha in a tremulous voice” , after a slight pause.
“And for your love I thank you humbly.” She
tumed away from him and sighed.

For a long time Prnce Alexei Petrovich
Krasnopolsky tried to get a glimpse of the
expression on Sasha’s face in the dark.

“Anyway, you wouldnt understand,” he
said softly, almost lazily. “You’re glad I've come
and you didn’t even ask where I'd come from and
why I am lying here on your bed. My lying here
on your bed now is disgusting. Yes, horrible,
Sasha, motten. ...”

“What are you saying?” she muttered in
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terror. “As though I had let you come in and did
not love you.”

“Come closer. That’s better,” continued the
prince and seized Sasha by her round shoulders.
“I said that you wouldn’t understand, so don’t try
to. Listen, this evening I had a long talk, as long
as [ wanted, with a certain person. And it made
me feel good, very good.”

“With Miss Volkova?”

“Yes, with her. I sat close to her and my
head was dizier™ than it ever gets from your
wine. You know, sometimes you dream that
somebody is stroking™ you tenderly, that’s how I
remember her, just as in a dream. I have just
come away from there and was thinking that
everything would go well with me. But when I
drove into Kolyvan I realized that all I had to do
was halt my carriage at your door and all my well-
being would fly away to the devil. Now do you
understand? No? I must not come to you any
more. 1 wish you’d poison me.”

Sasha’s hands dropped helplessly to her
sides, she lowered her head.

“ Are you sorry for me® , Sasha? Are you?”
asked the prince; he drew her towards him,
kissed her face but she did not open her eyes or
part” her tightly clamped lips; she was like a
woman of stone.

“Stop it,” he said. “I'm only joking.”
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At last she spoke in a tone of sheer
desperation :

“I know you’re joking, but I believe you ail
the same” . Why do you torment® me? There is
not the smallest part of my soul left unbruised® . 1
know you only love me out of pity. Pm just a
peasant worman, what can I expect from life, how
can I hope for happiness!”

At this moment a cock crowed loudly
outside. A sleepy horse pawed the boards of its
stall®.
gaunt® but handsome face gradually became

In the faint moming light the prince’s

visible. His big eyes were sad and serious, a
slightly sarcastic smile” had frozen on his lips.

Sasha looked at him for a long time, then
began to kiss his hands, shoulders and face; she
lay down beside him, warming him with her
strong and amorous™ body.

I

g n a new log cabin that stood on the other

end of the village in the middle of a small

weed-ridden yard" surrounded by a wattle fence®,

Doctor Zabotkin lay on the sleeping-shelf of the
stove.

All that was visible from below was a head

and a chin covered with stiff red bristles’
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supported between two fists. Tufts of the same red
hair stuck out in all directions, starting from the
crown of the head* and falling over the forehead
and obscuring the eyes; the face was unwashed
and puffed from sleep’ .

Doctor Grigory Ivanovich Zabotkin, screwing
up his eyes®, spat down from his shelf, aiming at
a knot in a floor board.

Opposite him, on a bench under the tin
lamp on the wall, sat a priest, a man of small
stature’ , calm and humble in appearance, with a
tinge of grey in his dark locks® . The sleeves of his
cassock® were greasy and in concertina folds™ .
With a wry face Father Vasily'' sat in silence, his
hands in his sleeves, watching the doctor and his
spitting.

“ How low a man can fall in three years®,”
said Father Vasily at last.

“And don’t you like it?” responded Grigory
Ivanovich lazily. “It’s been a habit of mine from
childhood: whenever I'm absolutely fed up® 1 just
creep into some hole and spit. If you don’t like
it, don’t look. I even used to have a favourite

place for it—under the barn™ where the grass
grew soft. Our bitch always used to have her

pups” there. The pups were warm and smelt of
milk, the bitch licked them and they whined'®
softly. It's good to be a dog, honest it is.”
“You're a fool, Grigory Ivanovich,” said
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Father Vasily after a pause. “I’d better go.”

“You have no right to go until you provide
me with spintual comfort, Father Vasily. That’s
what the government pays you money for.”

“How old are you?”

“Twenty-eight .”

“You have graduated the university, you are
still young, you have a lay profession' . Why, in
your place™ I'd be laughing all day long. But
you, no! What are you fit for with your ideas?
You just lie and spit.”

“Once, Father Vasily, I had wonderful
ideas.” Grigory Ivanovich turned over on his
back, stretched his arms out from the shelf,
snapped his fingers” and yawned. “It's true I
can't get used to vodka.”

“Ugh!” said Father Vasily; with great care
he took a tin cigarette-case from the pocket of his
cassock, struck a maich, holding it between his
cupped palms” from force of habit, like one who
usually lights matches in the wind, lit his
cigarette, mlled the match-stick between his
fingers and then threw it under the bench.
“Believe me, if there were other educated people
in the village I would never come here.”

There had been many conversations of this
sort between the doctor and Father Vasily since
spring, when the Kolyvan hospital burnt down™ .
Grigory Ivanovich had then handed over all the
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work to his assistant and had retired” to the little
cottage that the Zemstvo had rented until a new
hospital was built.

Three years before Grigory Ivanovich had
received his first appointment at Kolyvan. He had
begun eagerly driving round the villages™ , giving
medical treatment and even helping his patients
with money. Dragging through the mud of the
flooded dirt-roads® or with the icy wind cutting
right through him on a January night when a dead
moon hung over the dead snow; looking into tiny
stuffy hovels® full of screaming, scabby kids®,
gassed and driven to distraction by the acrid smoke
in black bathhouses™ where women screamed in
childbirth; sending despairing letters to the
Zemstvo for more medicines, more doctors and
more money; realizing that no matter what he did
it all disappeared into the bottomless abyss® of
village poverty,
Grigory Ivanovich felt at last that he was alone

ruin and mismanagement—

with a jar of castor-0il® on a territory sixty versts
across™, where the children died by hundreds
from scarlet fever” and the adults from hunger-
bred typhus” and that in any case the castor-oil
would not help and was not what was wanted.
Then the hospital bumt down and he poured the
castor-oil on the ground and climbed up on to his
shelf.

Father Vasily, before whose eyes the third
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