=3

4 .g...m .
o . )




A Fftortsman 5 S taohes

Al

P

(%] BHEX &
EiH L F HmE

=

Hjmi?i

Tht
&
=2t
.



XN

(ALY RUFH I bz, ek —BEO MBEEE, | 25 ML
ECE R AR TR, 4L 1A ZEREU—MEARRREESI AR, RUAT 19 it
LU R T T R A TS, eSS SRR, EESVR IR, WZEE TR LRk
i EHBANE, B TR AE L BRI R 857, AAMRR R, S
ZIm T R BB ER. B IRMAS T R REETEXRZAYESR. (K
NEL) BHEHEFMH T EN I ZE T Y REBOFNEL, ERATFE THRY A
HOR KB, AR EKBIEE T HFLEAZRNER.

ZAE ALK, CEERER ELMF . TREREFEANRE, EREAER
S0, A-HXd 40 E A D E A e AR BUR R . O T (R AR T RSSO
Bl TR B B B K, ZEREREROTTRRIB AN T 3. [, 4 T E AT
HuPEAR AR, BRI T KR E

APHEUWE BFERFHRHHRE, THRESTESHE.
REAERE, RIRAR. RINEEIREE: 010-62782989 13701121933

EBERRE (CIP) iR

%% N2 i=A Sportsman’s Sketches: %3 XWiEIEY) » H X FEE+H LR Fha/ (HBREHD
JEMVE R EREmF. —bal: HEeRFHRGE, 2014
ISBN 978-7-302-37697-2

[. @%- 1. O @FE- 1. OXE-FEFHEY QPRS- RP W —ER
IV. @H319.4: 1

o E AR A 1 CIP R T (2014) 5 190304 5

REME. M08 F M
HERIT: (5
BERX: #fhR
REENH . L %

HAR R AT . 05 R K AL
M k. hitp://www. tup. com, cn. http://www. wqbook. com
M b dEEEEREEBIRL A B BB % 100084
R (1]()7(3277(?1‘75 BB M. 010 62786544
BBE5EERS: 010-6277696Y . c-service@ tup. tsinghua. edu. cn
R B R &. (,)l()»(32%72k)]5...z‘hiliang@tup. tsinghua. edu. cn

s MR RAEERR T

s TR R LT A R

s A [E AN

: 170mm X 260mm El 3. 14.25 L

;2014 4F 10 HE 1 /R Ep

: 1~3500

2 29.00 JC

=

o=
S & N M OE b ok

. 285 T
W 2014 4E 10 B WEIRI

Al 3 & H W & 3

F
Bo
2
J

2. 056833-01



L o R S BRYEAT » JERSTE R (Ivan Sergeevich Turgenev, 1818—
1883), MEZEREXR. HAMBER, 2FEAHASER “WLENZ
AR

1818 4= 11 H 9 H, BH&E K H AR E B BU/R A — MR SR 2 Ko
A E R — AN R AHK, BEERRIGE. 1833 4E, 15 & HIERKIE RS
ANEWRIE RS, —FE R ANEBRRERF T R FIABRE L F G
#o K¥FENE, ok NEEMACORFBOETT . e RA RS SH T 3.
7078 [ 22 ST TE), ARV R B T B AL IR, Ath 3= 5K AR I 2% 3
a7, BREROSERDUHIZEA B EIE, BRI “BRb” Maniis 1.

BV R IRE A LS T K2R =AM . 1834 4, fh/RER T &b LR
QA ZMES A IRIE = AR, 1843 4, fhS54hi) SIf&1EH
I T AR CERIEY, ZEMZRREZE LR CETFRE MR
UFVF, R AR EE ) SO AR TR 32 S IR SE 3= Y. 1847—1851 4F
|, MhEMREREETY GIARNY EREBEHEAE (FEANEIL). (FEAZED)
IR, B4 25 NMERSE, DM ATERFE I BT S BB ZE T AR
B BEANEL) BBEBRNERRE, #E T RIESER. ZEMHKR
TR TN e O D = 3 e L (R RO 175 @ VA e 193 €2
'S T L KRR DGR/ B CRARY. 19 4 50~70 ERRBIHIER
GIERHERE R ], MhBEEERFB T KR/ DE: (FE) (1856). (FHIKZK)
(1859). €AY (1860). (R E5F) (1862). (MHY (1867). (4bZih) (1859).
M 19t 60 FFEARGE, BRI R ER 20 B (Al ZE PE IR B, 7R3 Al 4548 T
WEFELIER. ZARK, Wk, Pk, #E. /5 /R%. S TEE
REATIN “HEFR3CE R, HPEARIER (EFEAERE - R . B
VR IR 2 7 ST 27 FUBRRN S 2 RV B AT A B T B2 EH .

JBARIE R 2 — AR ZAR KRS HIER, MhEEE K4 il OB S,
XKTH71E. M huigit s, H%E, \WES4s), THETH



.
HY 5
B Pl AR, bt K B AR B S R T R . AR AR A
A Sl 7 AR I A A B s, i EL3E Tl AR B B T RS G
i1, WRbAr K ARSI AR RIER, iR 2 EMAYIER
e S RS . ANT KSR PRE, WRTINE S MRa i T EE Tk

TEBMIERIRZIERT, BEEE GEAEL) 2HPHARAE,
ZAE S AL R E A B ER 4TS . — A2 LDk, (EAZEL) B
PR, REEAStER . EhE, (GEAEIL) AEERARE.
BEZAECERE L —. BESH, X R AN =2 E )8R
HBURAEKEREE . T ERE, RATRESFE BAEL), JFKH
PR SR IE AR AR . R 0Tk, Bl R A 3 SR A R
i, WRATREIR B IRMEI s k. RAIAERE gn H b 0 Ei & By
BRNAEIEAR, EFEAEGER SO FEZ R/, LA ST 3N 2,
EEART TS5, IR B S A . R, A T e A e P
fECRANZE, BRI T REMFERE . BOHE, ZE8ZER 513N
s A H B, R R EDFEREPNASEFRRIER A HBN.

ABRPLFIEELLERIINATPE—F, HERRIIABKS—
AL H RN HER S INEE B KB AR RS S &M 5T
%, it SSAT. SAT, i&/& TOEFL. GRE, ZEHUAF4F 4k,
LI T VBt Dise. 0. ARTESE S S S AR, v
TR G E R T XA R EEN TR —.

YEA BT TN HEHRET I, BRI B 2 s e S B E VLA,
AR S HE SRS MIX B RIS R A % RV 45, TR
TERR B S IR IR A& BRI, TSRO s ik 4648, M imss,
H e LT Y BOE A KPR S 4ERE S, MITIE TOEFL. #E &, SSAT.
SAT. GRE. GMAT 5% P BG4 i ke, 33 im 4465 Bhise 3 ) oy | i 3 o
UF (A [ 22 A

AP FEARHEMRES . SIAPHEE BRI LT
ERAAT A K B, XI5, 8. Bk, B, fedE. fix
NN LSBT TR, BB, M. ZFE, R, kRSB,
SKERG AT, RTFROIGEE. AXEFMIGEKT, Brhghs
AAGZAL, RO HEEE KR IE .

FAEHEF (www.zmnedu.com )
2014 F 6 A



BETHS b o9ET/

Tobyans Borissooms Ani B Maglgg---=---eoermesssmeraressrmesrse 1
%t/

Dth ++rereeeeeeessesssssss e 16
A/

T T ————————————— 32
BT - WEHES - FHEETK/

T N, 54
2/

The Trytrsssseesesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssessssssssssssersssssssassessses 73
A e Bt b E

The Bamict of The Sikdhfed Dttt rtormmmommmmome 85
YRS EKXRGEZ B AL L/

Toherbop-Hanow And Nedapyuskitsessssmmusmasmsm s 114
IR A Y vb 3 K 2 50/

Y D e ————————— 136
WEH LA/

D TS —— 176
ERE

The Rattling of Wheels---+sssssrsssserssssersssssssssssssssesssssssssnsens 192
e B A/

The Forest And The Steppe ............................................................. 209

SINHINOD



L

Fatyana PBor g&&agrgm?sw Cnd Hox Nepihews
35@ ﬁ

EEISHET

Tatyana Borissovna And Her Nephew

FOGEIGE, Mgz, H AR EEA
—RAERROE Y] . (ERHDCII RS T HTH B UK
TR, S)LFMEXBHHRN R E, AR
IR HAT W 5o FEARI S HEASEE T —BENE T
MY, —RP O LRGSR S DR T, a2
L B WA . X — A LRI AN
NEg e, MRS AHE, (ER AR A
W TR E . MR EESNIATENR
B[Rt A —RUT AN R RO 2 R AR,
b (/N 2 W H BRI T R A, IR SR A SR
AR MY LY ORPH— FRIRBE . a2 —NBUR A B A &k, e
g s rh b A — R R0y, ST 1) AR ZE AN IR G . B3R IR AR
TP S PR OIS R R AR, 4 PO A AR 8 3 3K
N%%E%%W@%$%EE*”%Z AR S B AE AR AN A Ji)
Fe O RLE o BEHE W ARALLT- S DN s XM T 4R 5B A AL, Wb AN T
ﬁkﬂfﬁ,*Wﬂ%ﬁ%%@@mmi%ﬁﬁ%ﬁﬁmﬁég4a AL
EREAHAA TR, ZRERWIWI AN EE R AIRE T AN N, X AT BEER T n)
P RIEEIENEGN, i A AR AL LAS, Rl R O 1 R
ERA TN VIR, BERE ORI KR B IE I A0, i b ) — A 2
AL ETHELRERE, SR LR R BNMERE AN E L, AT
PERETRRIANT . (RS L IR 22T, 3 0 46 SR iR R 1) 4




TR

i anae

_ _ i

I

- gil'il\g!](—l'\‘lmi/iﬁﬁ

|
,

,ﬁlﬁsg.‘:ﬂazﬁa.ﬁ 1

(W —

0z YT

i

1l
=

=]

|

)

/.
V.

7
7

//
Ay

f
W2

4
(
A

(

—

B i

[i]



R PR A 5 ) LATHC T

XA HAE NG ERT R, BRI T T L———f2
M E I+ — S B LB E RSP, R A
A ANLENA RIS, MRS a8 I AR I D2
i KAFHEMR TN, FER ARV I At B2 A BT, EEA
AT L FR At B R e 2 Wi AR T, At — SRR /N — FE TR SR o
LB EE R, — AN AR EIRIRRIR. AR R
(4 H I, ARASASBUSOIR 7 A SR EfE— BHES SR RGO
Ly, BRI T WIth, JFe TSN ALEERE R I AN
BB YRR RIETT, FOAME N TN IHA R TN
%, T —FhlTRZAEA. AT iE)LE D ELFRIRTRE, B3R e i %
TRV R BRI S, ZIEMY eSSz 7. K
FUE L L AB B Vb 2 W ORAS , (HIE e RAE st & H B ax M —F¢ )L
AWEFE T, ZALIEFEWRIE S+ 3 A2 AN — B R AE LRI G N iE
TEJUKIHVEEANN, Adfbt s, &RMAERNE k. 220
AT 2, BWHWPATZAT T, MERZEHDEIRN FHFRR. %
EEVAR T, AR TR TR, MR KIK e e s AR
W22 B S FP B, BT AR A — R A IS o AR R S O AR AR A
fHAF LA, fhEEIPEAE HR, PP R, b e R
FEWIRS IBRAE L I BAE, HEAFIE MR RAREA A Wy, BEEEIREK
MARLER TS, B A ZREA Gtk BIZR EAR A KK
T I .

C §? ive me your hand, gentle reader, and come along with me. It is
glorious weather; there is a tender blue in the May sky; the smooth young
leaves of the willows glisten as though they had been polished; the wide even

road is all covered with that delicate grass with the little reddish stalk that the

sheep are so fond of nibbling; to right and to left, over the long sloping hillsides,
the green rye is softly waving; the shadows of small clouds glide in thin long

streaks over it. In the distance is the dark mass of forests, the glitter of ponds, ‘
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yellow patches of village; larks in hundreds are soaring, singing, falling
headlong with outstretched necks, hopping about the clods; the crows on the
highroad stand still, look at you, peck at the earth, let you drive close up, and
with two hops lazily move aside. On a hill beyond a ravine a peasant is
ploughing; a piebald colt, with a cropped tail and ruffled mane, is running on
unsteady legs after its mother; its shrill whinnying reaches us. We drive on into
the birch wood, and drink in the strong, sweet, fresh fragrance. Here we are at
the boundaries. The coachman gets down; the horses snort; the trace-horses
look round; the centre horse in the shafts switches his tail, and turns his head up
towards the wooden yoke above it... the great gate opens creaking; the
coachman seats himself.... Drive on! the village is before us. Passing five
homesteads, and turning off to the right, we drop down into a hollow and drive
along a dyke, the farther side of a small pond; behind the round tops of the
lilacs and apple-trees a wooden roof, once red, with two chimneys, comes into
sight; the coachman keeps along the hedge to the left, and to the spasmodic and
drowsy baying of three pug dogs he drives through the wide open gates, whisks
smartly round the broad courtyard past the stable and the barn, gallantly salutes
the old housekeeper, who is stepping sideways over the high lintel in the open
doorway of the storehouse, and pulls up at last before the steps of a dark house
with light windows.... We are at Tatyana Borissovna’s. And here she is herself
opening the window and nodding at us.... ‘Good day, ma’am!’

Tatyana Borissovna is a woman of fifty, with large, prominent grey eyes, a
rather broad nose, rosy cheeks and a double chin. Her face is brimming over
with friendliness and kindness. She was once married, but was soon left a
widow. Tatyana Borissovna is a very remarkable woman. She lives on her little
property, never leaving it, mixes very little with her neighbours, sees and likes
none but young people. She was the daughter of very poor landowners, and
received no education; in other words, she does not know French; she has never
been in Moscow—and in spite of all these defects, she is so good and simple in
her manners, so broad in her sympathies and ideas, so little infected with the

ordinary prejudices of country ladies of small means, that one positively cannot
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help marvelling at her.... Indeed, a woman who lives all the year round in the
country and does not talk scandal, nor whine, nor curtsey, is never flurried, nor
depressed, nor in a flutter of curiosity, is a real marvel! She usually wears a
grey taffetas gown and a white cap with lilac streamers; she is fond of good
cheer, but not to excess; all the preserving, pickling, and salting she leaves to -
her housekeeper. ‘What does she do all day long?” you will ask.... ‘Does she
read?’ No, she doesn’t read, and, to tell the truth, books are not written for her....
If there are no visitors with her, Tatyana Borissovna sits by herself at the
window knitting a stocking in winter; in summer time she is in the garden,
planting and watering her flowers, playing for hours together with her cats, or
feeding her doves.... She does not take much part in the management of her
estate. But if a visitor pays her a call—some young neighbour whom she
likes—Tatyana Borissovna is all life directly; she makes him sit down, pours
him out some tea, listens to his chat, laughs, sometimes pats his cheek, but says
little herself; in trouble or sorrow she comforts and gives good advice. How
many people have confided their family secrets and the griefs of their hearts to
her, and have wept over her hands! At times she sits opposite her visitor,
leaning lightly on her elbow, and looks with such sympathy into his face,
smiles so affectionately, that he cannot help feeling: ‘What a dear, good woman
you are, Tatyana Borissovna! Let me tell you what is in my heart.” One feels
happy and warm in her small, snug rooms; in her house it is always, so to speak,
fine weather. Tatyana Borissovna is a wonderful woman, but no one wonders at
her; her sound good sense, her breadth and firmness, her warm sympathy in the
joys and sorrows of others—in a word, all her qualities are so innate in her;
they are no trouble, no effort to her.... One cannot fancy her otherwise, and so
one feels no need to thank her. She is particularly fond of watching the pranks
and follies of young people; she folds her hands over her bosom, throws back
her head, puckers up her eyes, and sits smiling at them, then all of a sudden she
heaves a sigh, and says, ‘Ah, my children, my children!’... Sometimes one
longs to go up to her, take hold of her hands and say: ‘Let me tell you, Tatyana

Borissovna, you don’t know your own value; for all your simplicity and lack of
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learning, you’re an extraordinary creature!” Her very name has a sweet familiar
ring; one is glad to utter it; it calls up a kindly smile at once. How often, for
instance, have I chanced to ask a peasant: ‘Tell me, my friend, how am I to get
to Gratchevka?’ let us say. ‘Well, sir, you go on first to Vyazovoe, and from
there to Tatyana Borissovna’s, and from Tatyana Borissovna’s 'any one will
show you the way.” And at the name of Tatyana Borissovna the peasant wags
his head in quite a special way. Her household is small, in accordance with her
means. The house, the laundry, the stores and the kitchen, are in the charge of
the housekeeper, Agafya, once her nurse, a good-natured, tearful, toothless
creature; she has under her two stalwart girls with stout crimson cheeks like
Antonovsky apples. The duties of valet, steward, and waiter are filled by
Policarp, an extraordinary old man of seventy, a queer fellow, full of erudition,
once a violinist and worshipper of Viotti, with a personal hostility to Napoleon,
or, as he calls him, Bonaparty, and a passion for nightingales. He always keeps
five or six of the latter in his room; in early spring he will sit for whole days
together by the cage, waiting for the first trill, and when he hears it, he covers
his face with his hands, and moans, ‘Oh, piteous, piteous!” and sheds tears in
floods. Policarp has, to help him, his grandson Vasya, a curly-headed,
sharp-eyed boy of twelve; Policarp adores him, and grumbles at him from
morning till night. He undertakes his education too. ‘Vasya,” he says, ‘say
Bonaparty was a scoundrel.” ‘And what’ll you give me, granddad?’ “What’ll I
give you?... I’'ll give you nothing.... Why, what are you? Aren’t you a Russian?’
‘I’'m a Mtchanin, granddad; I was born in Mtchensk.” “Oh, silly dunce! but
where is Mtchensk?” ‘How can 1 tell?” “Mtchensk’s in Russia, silly!” “Well,
what then, if it is in Russia?’ “What then? Why, his Highness the late Prince
Mihalo Ilarionovitch Golenishtchev-Kutuzov-Smolensky, with God’s aid,
graciously drove Bonaparty out of the Russian territories. It’s on that event the
song was composed: “Bonaparty’s in no mood to dance, He’s lost the garters he
brought from France.”... Do you understand? he liberated your fatherland.’
‘And what’s that to do with me?” ‘Ah! you silly boy! Why, if his Highness

Prince Mihalo Ilarionovitch hadn’t driven out Bonaparty, some mounseer
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would have been beating you about the head with a stick this minute. He’d
come up to you like this, and say: “Koman voo porty voo?”” and then a box on
the ear!’ ‘But I'd give him one in the belly with my fist’ ‘But he’d go on:
“Bonzhur, bonzhur, veny ici,” and then a cuff on the head.” ‘And I’d give him
one in his legs, his bandy legs.” “You’re quite right, their legs are bandy.... Well,
but suppose he tied your hands?’ ‘I wouldn’t let him; I’d call Mihay the
coachman to help me.” ‘But, Vasya, suppose you weren’t a match for the
Frenchy even with Mihay?” ‘Not a match for him! See how strong Mihay is!’
‘Well, and what would you do with him?’ ‘We’d get him on his back, we
would.” ‘And he’d shout, “Pardon, pardon, seevooplay!”” ‘“We’d tell him,
“None of your seevooplays, you old Frenchy!”” ‘Bravo, Vasyal... Well, now
then, shout, “Bonaparty’s a scoundrel!”” ‘But you must give me some sugar!’
“You scamp!’

Of the neighbouring ladies Tatyana Borissovna sees very little; they do not
care about going to see her, and she does not know how to amuse them; the
sound of their chatter sends her to sleep; she starts, tries to keep her eyes open,
and drops off again. Tatyana Borissovna is not fond of women as a rule. One of
her friends, a good, harmless young man, had a sister, an old maid of
thirty-eight and a half, a good-natured creature, but exaggerated, affected, and
enthusiastic. Her brother had often talked to her of their neighbour. One fine
morning our old maid has her horse saddled, and, without a word to any one,
sallies off to Tatyana Borissovna’s. In her long habit, a hat on her head, a green
veil and floating curls, she went into the hall, and passing by the panic-stricken
Vasya, who took her for a wood-witch, ran into the drawing-room. Tatyana
Borissovna, scared, tried to rise, but her legs sank under her. ‘Tatyana
Borissovna,’ began the visitor in a supplicating voice, ‘forgive my temerity; I
am the sister of your friend, Alexy Nikolaevitch K—, and I have heard so much
about you from him that I resolved to make your acquaintance.” ‘Greatly
honoured,” muttered the bewildered lady. The sister flung off her hat, shook her
curls, seated herself near Tatyana Borissovna; took her by the hand... ‘So this is

she,’ she began in a pensive voice fraught with feeling: ‘this is that sweet, clear,
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noble, holy being! This is she! that woman at once so simple and so deep! How
glad I am! how glad T am! How we shall love each other! I can breathe easily at
last... I always fancied her just so,” she added in a whisper, her eyes riveted on
the eyes of Tatyana Borissovna. ‘You won’t be angry with me, will you, my
dear kind friend?’ ‘Really, I’'m delighted!... Won’t you have some tea?” The
lady smiled patronisingly: ‘Wie wahr, wie unreflectirt’, she murmured, as it
were to herself. ‘Let me embrace you, my dear one!’

The old maid stayed three hours at Tatyana Borissovna’s, never ceasing
talking an instant. She tried to explain to her new acquaintance all her own
significance. Directly after the unexpected visitor had departed, the poor lady
took a bath, drank some lime-flower water, and took to her bed. But the next
day the old maid came back, stayed four hours, and left, promising to come to
see Tatyana Borissovna every day. Her idea, please to observe, was to develop,
to complete the education of so rich a nature, to use her own expression, and
she would probably have really been the death of her, if she had not, in the first
place, been utterly disillusioned as regards her brother’s friend within a
fortnight, and secondly, fallen in love with a young student on a visit in the
neighbourhood, with whom she at once rushed into a fervid and active
correspondence; in her missives she consecrated him, as the manner of such is,
to a noble, holy life, offered herself wholly a sacrifice, asked only for the name
of sister, launched into endless descriptions of nature, made allusions to Goethe,
Schiller, Bettina and German philosophy, and drove the luckless young man at
last to the blackest desperation. But youth asserted itself: one fine morning he
woke up with such a furious hatred for ‘his sister and best of friends’ that he
almost killed his valet in his passion, and was snappish for a long while after at
the slightest allusion to elevated and disinterested passion. But from that time
forth Tatyana Borissovna began to avoid all intimacy with ladies of the
neighbourhood more than ever.

Alas! nothing is lasting on this earth. All I have related as to the way of
life of my kind-hearted neighbour is a thing of the past; the peace that used to

reign in her house has been destroyed for ever. For more than a year now there
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has been living with her a nephew, an artist from Petersburg. This is how it
came about.

Eight years ago, there was living with Tatyana Borissovna a boy of twelve,
an orphan, the son of her brother, Andryusha. Andryusha had large, clear,
humid eyes, a tiny little mouth, a regular nose, and a fine lofty brow. He spoke
in a low, sweet voice, was attentive and coaxing with visitors, kissed his
auntie’s hand with an orphan’s sensibility; and one hardly had time to show
oneself before he had put a chair for one. He had no mischievous tricks; he was
never noisy; he would sit by himself in a corner with a book, and with such
sedateness and propriety, never even leaning back in his chair. When a visitor
came in, Andryusha would get up, with a decorous smile and a flush; when the
visitor went away he would sit down again, pull out of his pocket a brush and a
looking-glass, and brush his hair. From his earliest years he had shown a taste
for drawing. Whenever he got hold of a piece of paper, he would ask Agafya
the housekeeper for a pair of scissors at once, carefully cut a square piece out
of the paper, trace a border round it and set to work; he would draw an eye with
an immense pupil, or a Grecian nose, or a house with a chimney and smoke
coming out of it in the shape of a corkscrew, a dog, en face, looking rather like
a bench, or a tree with two pigeons on it, and would sign it: ‘Drawn by Andrei
Byelovzorov, such a day in such a year, in the village of Maliya-Briki.” He used
to toil with special industry for a fortnight before Tatyana Borissovna’s
birthday; he was the first to present his congratulations and offer her a roll of
paper tied up with a pink ribbon. Tatyana Borissovna would kiss her nephew
and undo the knot; the roll was unfolded and presented to the inquisitive gaze
of the spectator, a round, boldly sketched temple in sepia, with columns and an
altar in the centre; on the altar lay a burning heart and a wreath, while above,
on a curling scroll, was inscribed in legible characters: ‘To my aunt and
benefactress, Tatyana Borissovna Bogdanov, from her dutiful and loving
nephew, as a token of his deepest affection.” Tatyana Borissovna would kiss
him again and give him a silver rouble. She did not, though, feel any very

warm affection for him; Andryusha’s fawning ways were not quite to her taste.
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Meanwhile, Andryusha was growing up; Tatyana Borissovna began to be
anxious about his future. An unexpected incident solved the difficulty to her.

One day eight years ago she received a visit from a certain Mr.
Benevolensky, Piotr Mihalitch, a college councillor with a decoration. Mr.
Benevolensky had at one time held an official post in the nearest district town,
and had been assiduous in his visits to Tatyana Borissovna; then he had moved
to Petersburg, got into the ministry, and attained a rather important position,
and on one of the numerous journeys he took in the discharge of his official
duties, he remembered his old friend, and came back to see her, with the
intention of taking a rest for two days from his official labours ‘in the bosom of
the peace of nature.” Tatyana Borissovna greeted him with her usual cordiality,
and Mr. Benevolensky.... But before we proceed with the rest of the story,
gentle reader, let us introduce you to this new personage.

Mr. Benevolensky was a stoutish man, of middle height and mild
appearance, with little short legs and little fat hands; he wore a roomy and
excessively spruce frock-coat, a high broad cravat, snow-white linen, a gold
chain on his silk waistcoat, a gem-ring on his forefinger, and a white wig on his
head; he spoke softly and persuasively, trod noiselessly, and had an amiable
smile, an amiable look in his eyes, and an amiable way of settling his chin in
his cravat; he was, in fact, an amiable person altogether. God had given him a
heart, too, of the softest; he was easily moved to tears and to transports;
moreover, he was all aglow with disinterested passion for art: disinterested it
certainly was, for Mr. Benevolensky, if the truth must be told, knew absolutely
nothing about art. One is set wondering, indeed, whence, by virtue of what
mysterious uncomprehended forces, this passion had come upon him. He was,
to all appearance, a practical, even prosaic person... however, we have a good
many people of the same sort among us in Russia.

Their devotion to art and artists produces in these people an inexpressible
mawkishness; it is distressing to have to do with them and to talk to them; they
are perfect logs smeared with honey. They never, for instance, call Raphael,

Raphael, or Correggio, Correggio; ‘the divine Sanzio, the incomparable di
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Allegri,’ they murmur, and always with the broadest vowels. Every pretentious,
conceited, home-bred mediocrity they hail as a genius: ‘the blue sky of Italy,’
‘the lemons of the South,” ‘the balmy breezes of the banks of the Brenta,” are
for ever on their lips. ‘Ah, Vasya, Vasya,” or ‘Oh, Sasha, Sasha,’ they say to one
another with deep feeling, ‘we must away to the South... we are Greeks in
soul—ancient Greeks.” One may observe them at exhibitions before the works
of some Russian painters (these gentlemen, it should be noted, are, for the most
part, passionate patriots). First they step back a couple of paces, and throw back
their heads; then they go up to the picture again; their eyes are suffused with an
oily moisture.... ‘There you have it, my God!’ they say at last, in voices broken
with emotion; ‘there’s soul, soul! Ah! what feeling, what feeling! Ah, what soul
he has put into it! what a mass of soul!... And how he has thought it out!
thought it out like a master!” And, oh! the pictures in their own drawing-rooms!
Oh, the artists that come to them in the evenings, drink tea, and listen to their
conversation! And the views in perspective they make them of their own rooms,
with a broom in the foreground, a little heap of dust on the polished floor, a
yellow samovar on a table near the window, and the master of the house
himself in skull-cap and dressing-gown, with a brilliant streak of sunlight
falling on his cheek! Oh, the long-haired nurslings of the Muse, wearing
spasmodic and contemptuous smiles, that cluster about them! Oh, the young
ladies, with faces of greenish pallor, who squeal; over their pianos! For that is
the established rule with us in Russia; a man cannot be devoted to one art
alone—he must have them all. And so it is not to be wondered at that these
gentlemen extend their powerful patronage to Russian literature also, especially
to dramatic literature.... The Jacob Sannazars are written for them; the struggle
of unappreciated talent against the whole world, depicted a thousand times over,
still moves them profoundly....

The day after Mr. Benevolensky’s arrival, Tatyana Borissovna told her
nephew at tea-time to show their guest his drawings. ‘Why, does he draw?’ said
Mr. Benevolensky, with some surprise, and he turned with interest to

Andryusha. ‘Yes, he draws,’ said Tatyana Borissovna; ‘he’s so fond of it! and




