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EXPOSITIONS

R.C. What do you recall of your infancy—your family household,

LS.

your earliest friends, impressions of relatives, first experiences
in school, first music to be heard and remembered ? I have
noticed that you always sleep with a light on; do you remem-
ber the origin of this need ?

I am able to sleep at night only when a ray of light enters my
room from a closet or adjoining chamber. I do not know the
origin of this need, though it must extend from earliest in-
fancy, and T can no longer recall the source of the original
light. I fail to remember any night lamp in the corridor be-
yond the room I shared with my younger brother, in any case,
and I am certain the traditional oil-wick was not burned by
the only icon in our house, which was in my mother’s room.
The light I still seek to be reminded of must have come either
from the porcelain stove—incalescent at bedtime—in the
corner of the room or from the street lamp outside my win-
dow on the Krukov Canal. As the air-holes of the stove
sometimes formed menacing faces, I think the street light
must have been the reassuring one. Whatever it was, how-
ever, and whatever bogies it kept at bay, this umbilical cord of
illumination still enables me at seventy-eight, to re-enter the
world of safety and enclosure I knew at seven or eight.
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Expositions

But the world of a child of that age, at least in outline, is
still ‘safe’ in the morning. My world began regularly at seven
o’clock. Classes in the St. Petersburg Second Gymnasium did
not start until two hours later, but the Gymnasium was a long
walk from our house. I was always awakened by my nurse,
Bertha, the ‘safest” person in my world, and her voice was the
most loving I ever heard in my childhood. Often, but not
every day, Bertha’s reveilles mingled with the rattle and tor-
rential tumble of bath water being drawn for me in the
ancient zinc-plated bathtub (two steps up from the floor) at
the end of the corridor. Culinary odours reached this bath-
room, and they, too, indicated the presence of another
‘safety’, Caroline, our Finnish cook, a family fixture for
thirty years.

Breakfast was served by the maids, or by Simon Ivano-
vich. I do not remember the maids, for the reason that they
were often changed; as I grew older, my mother made certain
they grew older, too. Simon Ivanovich was a small man
with a neat, military-style moustache; he had been subaltern
to my Uncle Vanya at one time. He was remarkable chiefly
for a bald head that reminded one of a bull. His room was a
tiny antechamber under the front stairs; or, rather, he shared
this cubbyhole with stacks of my father’s books.

I loved Simon Ivanovich and, in return, I think he sup-
ported me in most questions of family allegiance. I was prob-
ably saved from family disgrace by him on more than one
occasion, but I have a clear recollection of only one of his
rescues, that of my first alcoholic intoxication. I had gone to
a party with my elder brother and some of his engineering-
student classmates. We were all in our mid-teens and all
determined to exhibit our maturity—all except my brother,
who had gone home early. At one point a fellow drinker
asked me my sex and it was then that I realized we were all
drunk. I kept saying: ‘I can’t go home. . . . If my parents see
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