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THE QUEEN OF SPADES

HERMANN was a young man who lived in
Saint Petersburg! in Russia. His father had come
from Germany to work in Russia before Hermann was
born. When his father died, Hermann became an of-
ficer in the Russian army.

Hermann did not have much money. But many
of the other officers had plenty of money. They loved
to spend their evenings drinking wine and playing
cards. Sometimes they stayed up all night gambling?.

Hermann did not drink and did not play cards.
He was very careful with his money, but he loved to
watch the rich young men playing cards every night.
He wanted to be rich, but he did not have enough
money to gamble.

One of the young officers who gambled every
night was called Tomsky. Tomsky often saw Hermann
sitting at the card table and wondered why Hermann
never played cards.

There was a party one night which went on until
four o’clock in the morning. Tomsky lost a lot of

1 Saint Petersburg: ZFHEE 2 gamble: M
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money and was unhappy. He wanted someone to talk
to, so he sat down beside Hermann.

‘Why do you never play cards?’ Tomsky asked
Hermann.

‘I have very little money,’ Hermann replied. ‘I
cannot lose it at cards. ’

‘But you sit here every night and watch us win
and lose,’ Tomsky said.

‘Yes,’ Hermann agreed. ‘I love cards very much. ’

‘ So would you play cards if you were certain to
win?’ Tomsky asked with a smile.

‘ Perhaps,” Hermann answered slowly. ‘ But
that’s impossible. ’

‘ Perhaps not, ’ said Tomsky. ‘My grandmother,
Countess! Anna Fedotovna, knows the secret of the
Three Winning Cards. But she won’t tell anyone and
she never gambles. ’

‘I don’t believe you,’ said Hermann.

‘ Then listen to this story,’ said Tomsky. ‘My
grandmother is more than eighty years old, but she
was very beautiful when she was young.

* About sixty years ago, my grandmother went to
Paris. She played cards with the Duke of Orleans and
lost all my grandfather’s money. My grandfather was
very, very angry and said that he couldn’t pay. He
did not have enough money to pay the debt. My
grandmother was terribly worried and tried to borrow
the money from a friend — a famous man called the
Count Saint-Germain.

bl
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‘ The Count Saint-Germain was a mysterious per-
son. He was extremely rich, but no one knew where
the Count’s money came from. He knew many
strange secrets and he told my grandmother the secret
of the Three Winning Cards. Perhaps Count Saint-
Germain was in love with her, who knows?

‘ The next night, my grandmother played cards with
the Duke of Orleans again. She played three cards—one
after the other. They all won. She paid back the mon-
ey and never gambled again. And she never told any-
one the secret of the Three Winning Cards!’

‘It can’t be true,’ said Hermann slowly. ‘It’s
just a story, isn’t it?’

‘I don’t think so,’ said Tomsky. ‘But look at
the time! It’s almost morning. It’s quarter to six and
time for bed. ’

All the young men finished their drinks and went
home. It was nearly dawn on a cold winter moming.

Hermann could not stop thinking about Tomsky’s
story as he walked through the snowy streets of Saint
Petersburg. If I knew the secret of the Three Winning
Cards, I would be rich, he thought to himself. And if
I was rich, I wouldn’t waste my money like Tomsky.

Hermann knew where Tomsky’s grandmother
lived and decided to walk past her big house. He
stood on the opposite side of the street and looked up
at the large windows of the house. In the early mor-
ning light, he saw a pretty young girl sitting at a win-
dow. Her face was sad, as if she had been crying.
The girl looked down and saw Hermann staring at
her. Hermann smiled and the girl’s face turned red.

-3-
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She moved quickly away from the window. Hermann
smiled thoughtfully to himself.

Later, he asked one of Tomsky’s friends about
the girl who lived in the old Countess’s house.

‘ That’s Lizavyeta Ivanovna,’ the man replied.
‘ Her parents died when she was young and she went
to live with the old Countess. But the Countess does
not treat her well. Poor Lizavyeta lives in the house
like an unpaid servant. She is not treated as a member
of the family. ’

Hermann made a plan to get into the old
Countess’s house. Every day he stood outside the big
house and made sure that Lizavyeta saw him. After a
week, he wrote her a letter.

The next morning, as Lizavyeta Ivanovna came
out of the house with the old Countess, Hermann
crossed the street towards them. While the servants
were helping the Countess into her carriage, Hermann
gave the letter to Lizavyeta and walked quickly away.

Lizavyeta hid the letter. She read it later, when
she was alone in her room.

The poor girl did not know what to do. She lived
like a prisoner in the big house. She had no friends.
She had no one she could ask for advice.

She decided to write a note to Hermann and return

-4-
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his letter. The following day, when she saw Hermann

in the street, she opened the window and threw the let-

ter to him. Hermann picked it up and went away.
Lizavyeta’s note said ;

(tis not right fo e . ivea lefer from a
stranger. | must ";«r: "fﬁ' fetter because [ do hot
know 9o But | befieg gy are @ good Man.

Hermann had expected Lizavyeta to answer in
this way. For the next few days, he managed to give
a letter to Lizavyeta every morning. She replied to his
letters and her replies became longer and longer.

A week later, Lizavyeta threw the following let-
ter out of the window ;

The Countess will be at a ball tonight. She will
not return until two o’clock in the moming. 1 will
leave the front door unlocked. The servants will be
asleep. Come at half past eleven. Go up the stairs
and turn left. You will see the Countess’s room in
front of you. Go into the Countess’s room. There are
two doors behind a large, red curtain in her room.
The door on the right leads to a small study, where
nobody ever goes. Behind the other door, there is a
staircase which leads up to my room.

Hermann waited impatiently all day. By ten
o’clock that evening, he was outside the Countess’s
house. It was windy and snowing, but he felt neither
the wind nor the snow.



BAPIREZMLH (AERAKEOR)

=
B m,,t;'

h

JUU

f———a
- I
-0 T %
= =0 -1
1| & . [ '
A ST S ST TSI STATS
-~ 5 i )
——
N
PN B
- = 73
kl;‘ OO |||uul\!/
s

SN ——
e -~ -
—

. - ~

‘... she opened the window and threw the letter to him. ’



The Ducsr of Spades and. Othor Fovies .g,f

Hermann watched the Countess get into her carri-
age and drive off. At exactly half past eleven, he en-
tered the house. He ran up the stairs and went into the
Countess’s bedroom. The only light came from a
golden lamp which burned in front of an icon®.

Hermann did not go to Lizavyeta’s room. In-
stead, he went through the door on the right, into the
small study.

He stood in the darkness and silence, listening to
all the clocks in the house strike twelve, then one,
then two.

At last, a carriage drove up to the house. A few
minutes later, servants carrying candles came into the
bedroom, followed by the Countess.

Hermann watched from behind the red curtain.
The servants dressed the old and ugly woman in her
night clothes. But the Countess did not want to sleep.
She sat in an armchair by the window and stared at the
lamp. The servants blew out the candles and left her
alone.

The Countess looked round as Hermann came out
from behind the curtain.

‘Don’t be afraid,’ Hermann said. ‘I won’t hurt
you. I’ve come to ask you a question. ’

The old woman was silent.

‘ You know the secret of the Three Winning
Cards,” said Hermann. ‘ Tell me the secret and I will
leave you in peace. ’

‘No, no,’ the Countess whispered. ‘I can’t tell

1 icon: X&
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you.

‘ Why?' asked Hermann angrily. ‘ Don’t you
know the secret?’

The Countess said nothing.

‘ What use is the secret to you?’ Hermann deman-
ded. *You are old. You don’t need the money. You will
die soon. Make me happy. Tell me the secret!’

The Countess said nothing.

‘You stupid old woman,’ Hermann said. °1I
will make you speak!’ He took a pistol from his
pocket.

PRTS
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The Countess raised her hands in front of her
face, then fell back in the chair and did not move.
Her eyes continued to stare at Hermann, but the eyes
were lifeless. Hermann saw that she was dead.

He opened the door to Lizavyeta’s room and
walked up the stairs. Lizavyeta was still waiting for
him. She was wearing her best dress. Her face was
pale.

‘ Where have you been?’ she whispered.

‘In the old Countess’s bedroom,’ Hermann an-
swered. ‘ The Countess is dead. ’

Lizavyeta listened as Hermann told her how the
Countess had died.

‘I came here to find out a secret,’ Hermann ex-
plained. ‘I wanted to learn the secret of the Three
Winning Cards. I asked the Countess to tell me. But
she refused. Then suddenly, she fell back dead in her
chair. I did not kill her.’

Lizavyeta’s eyes filled with tears. She under-
stood that his letters of love had meant nothing! She
began to cry bitterly. She wanted to get Hermann out
of the house as quickly as possible. She never wanted
to see him again.

Lizavyeta dried her eyes.

‘There is a secret staircase from the Countess’s
study,’ she said. ‘It leads down to a street behind
the house. Here —take the key. Now go!’

Hermann left Lizavyeta’s room and walked back
down the staircase. He went back into the Countess’s
bedroom. The Countess’s face was peaceful. Her-
mann was not sad that the Countess was dead. But he
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was sad that she had died without telling him her se-
cret.

Then he found the secret door in the study. He

pushed it open and went down a dark staircase. The
key unlocked a small door that led into the street. He
walked out of the house and hurried away.
Three days later, Hermann went to the Countess’s fu-
neral. The church was full. People went up one after
the other to kiss the dead Countess’s face as she lay in
an open coffin. Hermann followed them and went up
to the coffin. He looked down at the dead Countess.
Then suddenly, something strange happened. It
seemed to Hermann that the dead woman opened one
eye and winked! at him. Hermann stepped back in
surprise, tripped over and fell to the stone floor. The
people round the coffin helped Hermann to his feet
and he hurried out of the church. At the same time,
Lizavyeta Ivanovna fainted?.

That afternoon, Hermann drank a lot of wine.
He fell asleep on his bed without undressing. It was
dark when he woke up. It was quarter to three in the
morning. He thought that someone was looking in at
the window. He sat up on the bed. A moment later,
the door opened and a woman in a long white dress
came in. It was the dead Countess!

‘I have come to tell you my secret,’ said the
Countess. ‘You must play only one card each night
for three nights. Then you must never play cards

1 wink: 508 2 faint: S%
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