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CHRONOLOGY
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HISTORICAL EVENTS
Alexander II (tsar since 1855) following a reformist policy, in complete opposition to his predecessor, the reactionary Nicholas I. Port of Vladivostok founded to serve Russia’s recent annexations (from China). Huge investment in railway building begins.
Emancipation of the serfs (February), the climax of the tsar’s program of reform. While his achievement had great moral and symbolic significance, many peasants felt themselves cheated by the terms of the complex emancipation statute. Outbreak of American Civil War. Unification of Italy. Bismarck prime minister of Prussia. 1860s and 1870s: “Nihilism” – rationalist philosophy skeptical of all forms of established authority – becomes widespread among young radical intelligentsia in Russia.
Polish rebellion. Poland incorporated into Russia. Itinerant movement formed by young artists, led by Ivan Kramskoi and later joined by Ivan Shishkin: drawing inspiration from the Russian countryside and peasant life, they are also concerned with taking art to the people.
The first International. Establishment of the Zemstva, organs of self-government and a significant liberal influence in tsarist Russia. Legal reforms do much towards removing class bias from the administration of justice. Trial by jury instituted and a Russian bar established. Russian colonial expansion in Central Asia (to 1868).
Slavery formally abolished in U.S.A.
Young nobleman Dmitry Karakozov tries to assassinate the tsar. Radical journals The Contemporary and The Russian Word suppressed. Austro-Prussian war.
St. Petersburg section of Moscow Slavonic Benevolent Committee founded (expansion of Pan-Slav movement). Rimsky-Korsakov’s symphonic poem Sadko .
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HISTORICAL EVENTS
Chemist D. I. Mendeleyev wins international fame for his periodic table of chemical elements based on atomic weight.
Lenin born. Franco-Prussian war. End of Second Empire in France and establishment of Third Republic. Repin paints The Volga Boatmen (to 1873).
Paris Commune set up and suppressed. Fall of Paris ends war. German Empire established.
Three Emperors’ League (Germany, Russia, and Austria-Hungary) formed in Berlin. During the late 1860s and early 1870s, Narodnik (Populist) “going to the people” campaign gathers momentum: young intellectuals incite peasantry to rebel against autocracy.
First performance of Rimsky-Korsakov’s first opera, The Maid of Pskov.
Mussorgsky’s Pictures at an Exhibition; first performance of  Boris Godunov.
Bulgarian Atrocities (Bulgarians massacred by Turks). Founding of Land and Freedom, first Russian political party openly to advocate revolution. Death of anarchist Mikhail Bakunin. Official statute for Women’s Higher Courses, whereby women are able to study at the universities of St. Petersburg,
Moscow, Kiev, Odessa, and Kazan. By 1881 there are two thousand female students. Queen Victoria proclaimed Empress of India.
Russia declares war on Turkey (conflict inspired by Pan-Slav movement). Tchaikovsky: Swan Lake.
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HISTORICAL EVENTS
Congress of Berlin ends Russo-Turkish war; other European powers compel Russia to give up many of her territorial gains; partition of Bulgaria between Russia and Turkey. Mass trial of Populist agitators in Russia (“the trial of the 193”). Shishkin, pioneer of the plein-air study in the 1870s, paints Rye, a classic evocation of Russian countryside.
Birth of Stalin. The People’s Will, terrorist offshoot of Land and Freedom, founded. Assassination of Prince Kropotkin, governor of Kharkov. Tchaikovsky: Evgeny Onegin. Death of historian S. M. Solovyov, whose history of Russia had been appearing one volume per year since 1851.
Oil drilling begins in Azerbaidzhan; big program of railway building commences. Borodin: In Central Asia. During 1870s and 1880s the Abramtsevo Colony, drawn together by railway tycoon Mamontov, includes Repin, Serov, Vrubel, and Chekhov’s friend Levitan. Nationalist in outlook, they draw inspiration from Russian folk art and the Russo-Byzantine tradition. Assassination of Alexander II by Ignatius Grinevitsky, a member of the People’s Will, following which the terrorist movement is crushed by the authorities. Revolutionary opposition goes underground until 1900. “Epoch of small deeds”: intelligentsia work for reform through existing institutions. The new tsar, Alexander III, is much influenced by his former tutor, the extreme conservative Pobedonostsev, who becomes chief procurator of the Holy Synod. Resignation of Loris-Melikov, architect of the reforms of Alexander II’s reign. Jewish pogroms.
Censorship laws tightened. Student riots in Kazan and St. Petersburg. Reactionary regime of Alexander III characterized by stagnation in agriculture, retrogression in education, russification of non-Russian section of the population, and narrow bureaucratic paternalism.
First Russian Marxist revolutionary organization, the Liberation of Labor, founded in Geneva by Georgi Plekhanov. Increased persecution of religious minorities.
New education minister Delyanov increases powers of inspectors; university appointments made directly by the ministry rather than academic councils; fees increased. Fatherland Notes, edited by Saltykov-Shchedrin, suppressed. During 1880s organizations such as the Moscow Law Society and the Committee for the Advancement of Literacy become centers for the discussion of political and social ideas among the intelligentsia.
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HISTORICAL EVENTS
Students hold a demonstration to commemorate the fiftieth anniversary of the birth of Dobrolyubov. Several of them, disgusted by the brutal way in which the demonstration is suppressed, resolve to assassinate the tsar; the plot is discovered, and among those executed is Lenin’s brother Alexander Ulyanov, whose death he swears to avenge.
During the late 1880s Russia begins her industrial revolution.
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HISTORICAL EVENTS
Rimsky-Korsakov: Scheherazade.

Introduction of land captains, powerful administrator magnates who increase control of the gentry over the peasants, undermining previous judicial and local government reforms. Shishkin: Morning in a Pine Forest.
First performance of Tchaikovsky’s opera The Queen of Spades and first (posthumous) performance of Borodin’s Prince Igor. Peasant representation on Zemstva reduced. Bismarck dismissed. During the 1890s growth rate for industrial output averages about 8 percent per annum. Important development of coal mines in southern European Russia. Industrial expansion sustained by growth of banking and joint stock companies, which begin to attract foreign, later native, investment.
Harvest failure in central Russia causes famine and starvation: up to a million peasants die by the end of the winter. Work commences on Trans-Siberian Railway. Twenty thousand Jews brutally evicted from Moscow. Rigorously enforced residence restrictions, quotas limiting entry of Jews into high schools and universities, and other anti-Jewish measures drive more than a million Russian Jews to emigrate, mainly to North America.
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HISTORICAL EVENTS
Tchaikovsky: The Nutcracker. Property qualification for franchise raised, reducing number of voters in St. Petersburg from 21,176 to 7,152.
Armenian massacres begin. As part of the russification of the Balkans, the German University of Dorpat is reopened as the University of Yuryev, with a majority of Russian students. Death of Tchaikovsky.
Death of Alexander II; accession of Nicholas II. Growth in popularity of Marxist ideas among university students encouraged by appearance of Struve’s  Critical Notes and Beltov’s Monistic View.
A. S. Popov, pioneer of wireless telegraphy, gives demonstration and publishes article on his discoveries, coinciding with Marconi’s independent discoveries in this field. Establishment of Marxist newspaper Samarskii Vestnik . In May, two thousand people crushed to death on Klondynka field when a stand collapses during the coronation ceremony.
Tsar Nicholas II visits President Faure of France: Russo-French alliance. Lenin deported for three years to Siberia. Only systematic census carried out in Imperial Russia reports a population of 128 million, an increase of three and a half times over the century. The industrial labor force of three million (3 percent) is small compared with the West but shows a fifteen-fold increase over the century. Thirteen percent of the population now urban as opposed to only 4 percent a century earlier.
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HISTORICAL EVENTS
Russian Social Democratic Labor Party founded. Between 1898 and 1901 Caucasian oil production is higher than that of the rest of the world together. Finns begin to lose their rights as a separate nation within the Empire. Sergey Diaghilev and others found the World of Art society, prominent members of which are Benois and Bakst; its most notable production is Diaghilev’s Ballet Russe. The magazine, to which “decadent” writers such as Balmont frequently contribute, opposes the “provincial naturalism” of the Itinerant school, and advocates a philosophy of art for art’s sake.
Student riots. All universities in Russia temporarily closed. Moscow Law Society also closed. Reactionary Sipyagin becomes minister of the interior. During 1890s the so-called Third Element, consisting of doctors, teachers, statisticians, engineers, and other professionals employed by the Zemstva, becomes a recognized focus of liberal opposition to the tsarist regime. Russian industry enters a period of depression.
Lenin allowed to leave Russia. Founds paper Iskra in Germany. Russia ends nineteenth century with a total of 17,000 students spread over nine universities: a hundred years before, the Empire had only one university – Moscow. Nevertheless, the proportion of illiterates in the Empire was recorded at this time as 75 percent of persons aged between nine and forty-nine.
Murder of minister of education Bogolepov by a student marks beginning of wave of political assassinations. For the authorities, the principal menace is the Socialist Revolutionary Party, which looks for support from the peasantry, rather than the Social Democrats, who hope to rouse the urban proletariat. First performance of Rachmaninov’s piano concerto No. 2, with the composer as soloist. Death of Queen Victoria.
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HISTORICAL EVENTS
Lenin’s What Is to Be Done? provides blueprint for future Bolshevik party. Sipyagin assassinated by Socialist Revolutionaries.
Conflict between Bolsheviks and Mensheviks at second Congress of Russian Social Democratic Labor Party. Assassination of King Alexander and Queen Draga of Serbia.
Russo-Japanese war (to 1905), both unpopular and unsuccessful from the Russian point of view. Assassination of V. K. Pleve, minister of the interior, and notorious oppressor of minority peoples within the Empire.
First Russian Revolution.

INTRODUCTION
God’s world is good. One thing is not good: us.
– Chekhov to Suvorin, 1891
A good man’s indifference is as good as any religion.
– Chekhov’s diary, 1897
Chekhov wrote his first and only novel when he was twenty-four. Its title is Drama na okhote, or Drama at the Hunt, known in English as A Shooting Party. It is 170 pages long, was serialized in thirty-two issues of the scandal sheet Daily News (which Chekhov renamed  Daily Spews) from August 1884 to April 1885, and was never reprinted in his lifetime. It is by far his longest work of fiction. As Donald Rayfield wrote in Chekhov: The Evolution of His Art, “It reflects almost everything he had ever read, from The Sorrows of Young Werther to The Old Age of Lecoq. It also contains embryonically everything he was to write.” It is part detective story, part psychological study, and very cleverly plotted – a broad parody with a fine sense of the absurd, filled with stock Russian characters and situations, set on a decaying estate that would reappear time and again in Chekhov’s subsequent work. One of the characters is a naïve and sympathetic doctor, not unlike Dr. Samoilenko in The Duel and some of the other doctors who inhabit Dr. Chekhov’s fictional world.
Drama at the Hunt gave fullest expression to Chekhov’s early humorous manner, which was otherwise mainly confined to the brief sketches he produced to pay his way through medical school. The five works collected here belong to the period following his entry into serious literature. The first of them, The Steppe, published in 1888, the same year in which he won half of the Russian Academy’s prestigious Pushkin Prize, was in fact the work which marked that entry. Through the mid-1890s, before the period of the last great plays, the idea of writing a novel continued to entice him. In February 1894 he took a sizeable advance from the Petersburg publisher Adolf Marx (“I’ve become a Marxist,” he would joke later) for a novel to be serialized in the magazine Niva (“The Cornfield”). Meanwhile, he was working on what he described to his brother Mikhail as “a novel about Moscow life.” This was Three Years, a story set in Moscow merchant circles, which he had been mulling over since 1891. It was published early in 1895 in the liberal journal Russian Thought. In the spring of 1896, to fulfill his contract with Marx, he set to work on another “novel,” eventually entitled My Life, his last extended prose work and, in the opinion of D. S. Mirsky, his masterpiece.
Chekhov’s genius defined its formal limits in these works of 90 to 120 pages. It balked at anything longer. Literary genres are notoriously elusive of definition (Chekhov called his last play, The Cherry Orchard, a comedy; its first director, Konstantin Stanislavsky, considered it a tragedy), but it seems justifiable to call the five works collected here short novels, and to distinguish them from Chekhov’s other works, which are at most half their length. The question is metrical, not mechanical. A hundred-page narrative, whatever generic name we give it, moves to a different measure than a narrative of five, or fifteen, or even fifty pages. It includes the effective time and space of a full-bodied novel, but treats them with the short story’s economy of means. The interest in bringing Chekhov’s five short novels together in one volume is precisely to focus on that distinction of form.
The Steppe was a pivotal work in Chekhov’s artistic development. It opened the door to “serious literature” for him, but it also closed the door on the world of his childhood in southern Russia, in the area around Taganrog on the Sea of Azov, with its unique landscape, wildlife, and culture. He never wrote anything like it again. The prose is lyrical, musically constructed, full of alliterations and internal rhymes, its sentences shaped after what they describe, rendering the movement of the carriage, the mysteriously alive nights and immobile, stifling noondays of the steppe, the flashing and rumbling of what is one of the most famous thunderstorms in Russian literature. While he was working on it, he wrote to a friend that Gogol, “the tsar of the steppe,” might be envious. Indeed, Gogol’s influence is more marked in The Steppe than in anything else Chekhov wrote. Gogol’s Dead Souls begins with the description of a rather handsome spring britzka driving into the district town of N. The Steppe begins with a shabby, springless britzka rolling out of another district town of N. The nod to the master is unmistakable. Like Dead Souls, The Steppe is virtually plotless, recounting a string of adventures that have no internal connection, a series of encounters with characters who are then left behind. Also like its predecessor, it combines an abundance of natural description with a sense of human flimsiness. Chekhov allows himself the devices of Romantic prose that Gogol reveled in: apostrophes, anthropomorphisms, addresses to the reader. But the similarities end there, because the hero of The Steppe is not that middling, middle-aged apotheosis of banality, Chichikov, but a nine-year-old boy, whose innocent eye takes in the wonders and terrors of his thousand-mile journey with fear and curiosity.
Chekhov never ventured into anything like Gogol’s cosmic satire, wild humor, or formal inventiveness. Gogol once boasted of Dead Souls : “All Russia will appear in it,” but later confessed that he had made it all up. The writer who did know and portray “all Russia” was Nikolai Leskov, a slightly younger contemporary of Dostoevsky, Turgenev, and Tolstoy. Leskov had traveled throughout Russia as an agent for the stewards of a rich Russian landowner, sending back reports that delighted his employers and marked his beginnings as a writer. Chekhov never met Dostoevsky or Turgenev; he was invited to Tolstoy’s estate only in 1895, when he was already an established writer; but he ran into Leskov at a decisive moment, in the summer of 1883, when he was twenty-three and Leskov fifty-two. After some low-life carousing in Moscow, he and Leskov ended up in a cab together, where, as Chekhov recounted in a letter to his brother, the following exchange took place: “[Leskov] turns to me half drunk and asks: ‘Do you know what I am?’ ‘I do.’ ‘No, you don’t. I’m a mystic.’ ‘I know.’ He stares at me with his old man’s popping eyes and prophesies: ‘You will die before your brother.’ ‘Perhaps.’ ‘I shall anoint you with oil as Samuel did David . . . Write.’ ”
The consecration was more meaningful than the circumstances might suggest. Chekhov was indeed Leskov’s successor in important ways, not least in his knowledge of Russia. The critic Boris Eichenbaum wrote: “One of the basic principles of Chekhov’s artistic work is the endeavor to embrace all of Russian life in its various manifestations, and not to describe selected spheres, as was customary before him.” Dostoevsky was an urban intellectual in excelsis, Turgenev and Tolstoy belonged to the landed gentry, but Chekhov was the son of a former serf, and not only saw things differently but also saw different things than his aristocratic elders. In its breadth of experience and closeness to life, in its linguistic resources – particularly the use of Church Slavonicisms and the rendering of peasant speech – Chekhov’s work continues Leskov’s. Chekhov also has a paradoxical, Leskovian vision of the harshness and beauty of the world that goes beyond correct moral or ideological attitudes, and he has something of Leskov’s deep comic sense. Leskov was an Orthodox Christian, though of a somewhat unorthodox kind, for whom the evil and sin of the world could suddenly be pierced by holiness, and the “desperate injustice of earthly happening” (the words are Erich Auerbach’s, in Dante, Poet of the Secular World) was open to “the otherworldly character of justice.” Chekhov was an agnostic and a man of science; reason imposed greater restraints on him than on Leskov; but there are moments of transcendence, or near-transcendence, in his stories, understated, hedged round with irony, but nevertheless there, when contradiction becomes so intense and unresolvable that the “veil” is almost torn. Donald Rayfield speaks of this “mystic side of Chekhov – his irrational intuition that there is meaning and beauty in the cosmos,” and rightly says that it “aligns him more to Leskov than to Tolstoy in the Russian literary tradition.” It is also what distinguishes him from Maupassant and Zola, whom he greatly admired.
One quality of The Steppe was to prove a constant of Chekhov’s art: his method of composition by means of shifting impressions, the deceptive play of appearances – especially heightened in effect by the naïve incomprehension of the boy Egorushka. The world appears now enticing, now menacing; now good, now evil; now beautiful, now terrible. The picture keeps changing like the weather, and it is the weather that finally predominates: human beings are at its mercy morally as well as physically. Chekhov’s predilection for the pathetic fallacy (surprising in a man whose ideal was scientific objectivity) brings about a peculiar interchange in his work: as nature rises towards spirit, human beings sink into matter.
The Steppe contains all the emotion of Chekhov’s childhood, but hardly recollected in tranquillity. In 1886 he had begun to publish in the most prominent Petersburg newspaper, the conservative New Times, owned and edited by Alexei Suvorin, who was twenty-six years his senior. A close bond developed between the two men, based partly on their similar origins, and, despite stormy disagreements, it lasted for the rest of Chekhov’s life. In 1887, Chekhov felt a need for fresh impressions after eight years of medical study and Grub Street hackwork. He took an advance from Suvorin and headed south to revisit his birthplace and travel around the Donets region. He was away for six weeks. Experiencing again the vast freedom and beauty of the steppe was important for him, but the trip also had its painful effects. He was sickened by the provincial narrowness of his native town, as he wrote in his letters: “60,000 inhabitants busy only with eating, drinking and reproducing . . . How dirty, empty, idle, illiterate, and boring is Taganrog.” (We will hear almost the same lament from the narrator of My Life ten years later.) He was also alarmed by the rapid industrialization of the Donets valley. In fact, though he professed a belief in progress, he portrayed only its negative consequences in his work, its natural and human waste, and when he bought the small estate of Melikhovo, near Moscow, he became a dedicated planter of trees, an activity he continued in his last years when he moved to Yalta.
Chekhov produced The Steppe only eight months after his return from the south. Its lyricism was born of a sense of irrevocable loss. His youth was finished, as he wrote to his brother, and he looked back enviously at his nine-year-old hero. But a more profound change had also taken place in him. It is clearly marked by the distance that separates The Steppe from his next major work, “A Boring Story,” written in 1889, which looks ahead to the spiritual problematics of the twentieth century. Here there is no trace of Gogolian Romanticism, nor of the “hypnosis” (Chekhov’s word) of Tolstoy’s moral influence. The story is quintessential Chekhov, and laid the foundation for all that came after it. “Perhaps in the future it will be revealed to us in the fullest detail who Chekhov’s tailor was,” wrote the philosopher Lev Shestov, “but we will never know what happened to Chekhov in the time that elapsed between the completion of The Steppe and the appearance of ‘A Boring Story.’ ”
In 1884, a year after his anointing by Leskov, Chekhov had suffered a first hemorrhage of the lungs, revealing the illness that would bear out Leskov’s prophecy. He never acknowledged that he was consumptive, though as a doctor he could hardly have mistaken the symptoms. They recurred intermittently but more and more alarmingly in the remaining twenty years of his life. His younger brother Nikolai, a gifted artist, was also consumptive. His death in June 1889 deeply shocked Chekhov. Two months later, he began writing “A Boring Story,” the first-person account of a famous professor of medicine faced with the knowledge of his imminent death and an absolute solitude, detached from everything and everyone around him. Shestov considers it “the most autobiographical of all his works.” But Shestov is right to insist that the change in Chekhov reflected something more profound than the shock of his brother’s death and the awareness that the same fate awaited him. We can only learn what it was from the works that followed, among them the four short novels he wrote between 1891 and 1896. In them his impressionism goes from the meteorological to the metaphysical.
By December 1889, Chekhov had decided to make another Russian journey, this time not to the south but across the entire breadth of the continent to Sakhalin Island, off the far eastern coast of Siberia. Given the state of his health, the trip was extremely foolhardy, but he refused to be put off. He was disappointed by the failure of his play The Wood Demon, the first version of Uncle Vanya, which had opened to boos and catcalls on November 27 and closed immediately; he was generally disgusted with literary life and the role of the fashionable writer; he longed to escape his entanglements with women, editors, theater people, and also to answer his critics, who reproached him with social indifference. He wanted, finally, to do something real. Sakhalin Island was the location of the most notorious penal colony in Russia. He planned to make a detailed survey of conditions on the island and write a report that might help to bring about reforms in the penal system.
After a few months of preparation, reading all he could find about Sakhalin and Siberia, obtaining the necessary permissions, as well as tickets for a return by sea to Odessa, he left on April 21, 1890, traveling by train, riverboat, and covered wagon. Eighty-one days later, on July 11, he set foot on the island, where he spent the next three months gathering information about the prisoners, the guards, their families, the native peoples, the climate, the flora and fauna. He interviewed hundreds of men, women, and children, inspected the mines, the farms, the schools and hospitals (he was especially indignant at the treatment of children and the conditions in the hospitals, and later sent shipments of books and medical supplies to the island). On December 2, 1890, having crossed the China Sea, circumnavigated India, and passed through the Suez Canal and the Bosphorus, he landed back in Odessa, bringing with him a pet mongoose and thousands of indexed notecards.
In January he began what would be his longest published work,  Sakhalin Island, an intentionally dry sociological dissertation, which was completed and appeared serially in Russian Thought only in 1893–94. After his look into the inner abyss in “A Boring Story,” he had turned and gone to the worst place on earth, as if to stifle his own metaphysical anguish by plunging into the physical sufferings of others. “Sakhalin,” writes Donald Rayfield, “gave Chekhov the first of his experiences of real, irremediable evil . . . in Sakhalin he sensed that social evils and individual unhappiness were inextricably involved; his ethics lost their sharp edge of blame and discrimination.”
That experience is reflected, though only indirectly, in The  Duel, which Chekhov worked on alternately with Sakhalin Island during the summer of 1891. It is his longest work of fiction. The duel it dramatizes, before it becomes literal, is a conflict of ideas between the two main phases of the Russian intelligentsia in the nineteenth century, the liberal idealism of the 1840s and the rational egoism of the 1860s, in the persons of Laevsky, a self-styled “superfluous man” (a type christened by Ivan Turgenev in 1850), and von Koren, a zoologist and Social Darwinian with an appropriately German name. The one talks like a book (or a small library); the other is so dedicated to science that he decides to participate actively in the process of natural selection. Laevsky and von Koren demolish each other in words behind each other’s backs, before they face each other with loaded pistols. But it is rather late in the day for dueling, the clash of ideas has grown weary, the situation has degenerated, and the whole thing is displaced from the capitals to a seedy resort town on the Caucasian coast, where the Russians appear as precarious interlopers among the native peoples.
The Duel verges on satire, even farce, but pulls back; it verges on tragedy but turns comical; it ends by deceiving all our expectations. The closing refrain – “No one knows the real truth” – is first spoken by von Koren, then repeated by Laevsky. Chekhov enters all his characters’ minds in turn. No single point of view prevails.
In The Duel, Chekhov’s art becomes “polyphonic,” though not in the Dostoevskian sense. It does not maintain the independence of conflicting “idea-images” or “idea-voices” in “a dialogic communion between consciousnesses,” to use Mikhail Bakhtin’s terms in Problems of Dostoevsky’s Poetics. As Bakhtin writes:
The idea [in Dostoevsky] lives not in one person’s isolated individual consciousness – if it remains there only, it degenerates and dies. The idea begins to live, that is, to take shape, to develop, to find and renew its verbal expression, to give birth to new ideas, only when it enters into genuine dialogic relationships with other ideas, with the ideas of  others. Human thought becomes genuine thought, that is, an idea, only under conditions of living contact with another and alien thought, a thought embodied in someone else’s voice, that is, in someone else’s consciousness expressed in discourse. At that point of contact between voice-consciousnesses the idea is born and lives. In Chekhov it is exactly the opposite: the idea enters into no relationship with the ideas of others; each consciousness is isolated and impenetrable; there is a polyphony of voices but no dialogue; there is compassion but no communion. Chekhov became the master of this protean, quizzical form of narrative, with its radical undercutting of all intellectual positions. The Duel begins and ends at sea.
The Story of an Unknown Man is one of the less well-known of Chekhov’s works. The title has been mistranslated into English as An Anonymous Story . In fact, the first-person narrator, far from being anonymous, has not just one name but two. But though he began with commitment to a revolutionary cause, and ends saying: “One would like to play a prominent, independent, noble role; one would like to make history,” he knows he is fated to do nothing, to pass from this world without leaving a trace, to remain “unknown.” Chekhov began work on the story in 1888, at the same time as The Steppe, but gave it up as too political. In the version he finished four years later, the politics have thinned out to almost nothing. The narrator, based on an actual person, is a former naval officer turned radical, who gets himself hired as a servant in the house of a rich young man named Orlov in order to spy on his father, a well-known elder statesman. At one point he even has a chance to assassinate the old man, but nothing comes of it. The result of all his spying is not action but total inaction. The ideas and ideals that are mentioned never get defined and play no part in the story. There is talk of freedom, of Turgenev’s heroes, but it all borders on absurdity, as do Orlov’s feasts of irony with his cronies. What interested Chekhov was the ambiguous position of the “servant,” who lives as if invisibly with Orlov and his mistress, is there but not there, overhears their most intimate conversations and quarrels, becomes involved in their lives to the point of falling in love with the rejected lady, and all the while is not what he seems.
Central to the story is the passionate and transgressive letter in which the “servant” exposes himself to Orlov, denouncing his own life as well as his unsuspecting master’s. He knows that he himself is terminally ill, and this ineluctable fact has altered his radical ideas or simply done away with them. His letter ends as a plea for life:
Why are we worn out? Why do we, who start out so passionate, brave, noble, believing, become totally bankrupt by the age of thirty or thirty-five? Why is it that one is extinguished by consumption, another puts a bullet in his head, a third seeks oblivion in vodka, cards, a fourth, in order to stifle fear and anguish, cynically tramples underfoot the portrait of his pure, beautiful youth? Why is it that, once fallen, we do not try to rise, and, having lost one thing, we do not seek another? Why?
Chekhov’s depiction of the dissolution of society goes beyond and even against the political: it is an exploration of human deception and betrayal, of human insubstantiality. The dying man cries out: “I want terribly to live, I want our life to be holy, high, and solemn, like the heavenly vault.” But his life turns out to be tawdry, mean, empty. In his final conversation with Orlov, he poses an unanswerable question: “I do believe in the purposefulness and necessity of what happens around us, but what does that necessity have to do with me? Why should my ‘I’ perish?” At which point the unhearing Orlov shows him to the door.
Though he denied it, Chekhov constantly drew on his own life for his fiction. That is especially true in his portraits of women. They were sometimes quite vindictive and brought pained or angry protests from their real-life counterparts. Others are more complex and compassionate, as in the last two short novels in this collection, which, like so many of his briefer works, are love stories, or stories about the failure to love. The two heroines of Three Years, the young beauty Yulia Sergeevna and the edgy, unattractive intellectual “new woman” Rassudina (her name comes from the Russian rassudok, “reason”), were drawn in part from two women, Lika Mizinova and Olga Kundasova, who loved Chekhov all their lives. There are other autobiographical elements in the story. The mercantile milieu of the hero’s childhood, the strictly religious father, the beatings, the gloom of the warehouse, are Chekhov’s experience. Minor characters and incidents also come from Chekhov’s circle and his life in Moscow.
The hero, Alexei Laptev, thirty-five years old like his author, a merchant’s son declassed by university education but, as certain scenes make clear, not educated enough, is caught between worlds. His story is a variation on the theme of Beauty and the Beast, as Vladimir Kataev has said. It begins with the lovelorn Laptev recalling
long Moscow conversations in which he himself had taken part still so recently – conversations about how it was possible to live without love, how passionate love was a psychosis, how there was finally no such thing as love, but only physical attraction between the sexes – all in the same vein; he remembered and thought sadly that if he were now asked what love was, he would be at a loss to answer.
Other definitions of nonlove are given as the story unfolds: the brother-in-law Panaurov’s (“In every person’s skin sit microscopic iron strips which contain currents. If you meet an individual whose currents are parallel to your own, there’s love for you”); Yulia Sergeevna’s (“You know, I didn’t marry Alexei for love. Before, I used to be stupid, I suffered, I kept thinking I’d ruined his life and mine, but now I see there’s no need for any love, it’s all nonsense”); Yartsev’s (“Of course, we’re not in love with each other, but I think that . . . that makes no difference. I’m glad I can give her shelter and peace and the possibility of not working, in case she gets sick, and it seems to her that if she lives with me, there will be more order in my life, and that under her influence, I’ll become a great scholar”). But Laptev finds that he has simply fallen in love, passionately and absurdly, sitting all night in ecstasy under a forgotten parasol.
The decay of the Moscow merchant class, which some critics take to be the real subject of the story, is a secondary theme, sketched in broad strokes; extensive sociological documentary in the manner of Zola was not Chekhov’s way. At the center of the story is Yulia Sergeevna. She is a provincial girl, she rarely speaks, she has no fashionable ideas, and she can hardly even explain why she accepted Laptev’s proposal without loving him. Chekhov follows this exchange of love and nonlove and its surprising reversals over the three years of the story.
Three Years is filled with striking details, a complex interweaving of impressions, including visionary moments such as Yartsev’s dream of a barbarian invasion and an all-engulfing fire (Russia’s past or her future?), and Laptev’s meditations in the lunar solitude of the garden, when he recalls his far-off, cheerless boyhood in that same garden, hears lovers whispering and kissing in the next yard, and is strangely stirred:
He went out to the middle of the yard and, unbuttoning his shirt on his chest, looked at the moon, and he fancied that he would now order the gate to be opened, go out and never come back there again; his heart was sweetly wrung by the foretaste of freedom, he laughed joyfully and imagined what a wonderful, poetic, and maybe even holy life it could be . . .
But the final moment of near-revelation is not an imaginary one. It is the last image Chekhov grants us of Yulia Sergeevna, as Laptev watches her walking by herself: “She was thinking about something, and on her face there was a sad, charming expression, and tears glistened in her eyes. She was no longer the slender, fragile, pale-faced girl she once had been, but a mature, beautiful, strong woman.” This image of all that eludes possession hangs suspended without commentary at the end of the story.
During 1896, which was to be his last full year at Melikhovo, Chekhov wrote only two works of fiction: “The House with the Mezzanine: An Artist’s Story” and My Life: A Provincial’s Story. The provisional titles he gave them – “My Fiancée” and “My Marriage” – suggest the closeness of their themes in his mind. Both are ironic. My Life is the most saturated of these five short novels in the realia of Chekhov’s life, from his childhood in Taganrog and from his four years on the estate. Taganrog gave him the provincial town, the business of snaring songbirds, the housepainter Radish, the butcher Prokofy, and the nickname “Small Profit,” which had been pinned on his brother Alexander. Melikhovo gave him the derelict estate of Dubechnya, the incursion of the railways, the thousand details of the building trades, the trials of farming and village life, a close knowledge of peasants, the construction and consecration of the schoolhouse. And life gave him the three women, three variations on failed love, who are central to the narrator’s story. It is a summa of Chekhov’s world.
He described My Life as a portrayal of the provincial intelligentsia. The social ideas it embodies had been in the air for two decades in Russia: the Populists’ idea of going to the land, and the Tolstoyan ideas of radical simplification, the virtues of honest labor, and the rejection of class distinctions. Misail Poloznev, the narrator, is a young man who rebels against the deadly dullness of provincial life by putting some of those ideas into practice. His story tests them against the complexities of human reality: the uprooting force of modernization embodied in the successful railway constructor Dolzhikov; the collapsing aristocracy represented by Mrs. Cheprakov and her degenerate son; the actualities of the peasants’ life and their relations with the “masters,” which are far from Populist and Tolstoyan idealization.
Chekhov had been “deeply moved” and “possessed” by Tolstoy’s ideas in the 1880s, as he wrote to Suvorin in 1894. But after his trip to Sakhalin, he gradually abandoned them. He told Suvorin:
Maybe it’s because I’ve given up smoking, but Tolstoy’s moral philosophy has ceased to move me; down deep I’m hostile to it, which is of course unfair. I have peasant blood flowing in my veins, and I’m not the one to be impressed with peasant virtues . . . War is an evil and the court system is an evil, but it doesn’t follow that I should wear bast shoes and sleep on a stove alongside the hired hand and his wife . . .
My Life has been seen as both an advocacy and a send-up of Tolstoyan “simplification.” It is neither. “Chekhov does not debunk Tolstoy,” writes Donald Rayfield, “but strips his ideas of sanctimony.” Misail, who is the instrument of that process, is an unlikely hero – slow, passive, not very articulate, tolerant except in his revolt against philistine deadness and his search for an alternative way of life. He persists, but in solitude, not in some “rural Eden” of saved humanity. He accepts the consequences of his choice, which Count Tolstoy never had to consider.
The story is symmetrically structured, ending with a final confrontation between Misail and his father that matches the opening scene. It is preceded by another of those uncanny moments in Chekhov. The housepainter Radish has just told Misail’s friend, the young Dr. Blagovo (his name means “goodness”), that he will not find the Kingdom of Heaven. “No help for it,” the doctor jokes, “somebody has to be in hell as well.” At those words, something suddenly happens to the consciousness of Misail, who has been listening; he has a waking dream, the recapitulation of an earlier episode, but this time verging on the recognition that hell is exactly where they are.
In 1899, Chekhov wrote to his friend Dr. Orlov, a colleague from the district of Melikhovo: “I have no faith in our intelligentsia . . . I have faith in individuals, I see salvation in individuals scattered here and there, all over Russia, be they intellectuals or peasants, for they’re the ones who really matter, though they are few.” Misail’s victory is personal and solitary. The ambiguity of his nickname, “Small Profit” – is it ironic or not? – is characteristic of Chekhov’s mature vision. In his refusal to force the contradictions of his stories to a resolution, Chekhov seems to come to an impasse. Interestingly, of these five short novels, the last three end with a man left with an orphaned girl on his hands, a being who, beyond all intellectual disputes and human betrayals, simply needs to be cared for. And we may remember the moment in The Duel when the deacon, in a comical reverie, imagines himself as a bishop, intoning the bishop’s liturgical prayer: “Look down from heaven, O God, and behold and visit this vineyard which Thy right hand hath planted.” The quality of Chekhov’s attention is akin to prayer. Though he was often accused of being indifferent, and sometimes claimed it himself, that is the last thing he was.
Richard Pevear

THE STEPPE
The Story of a Journey


I
ON AN EARLY July morning a battered, springless britzka— one of those antediluvian britzkas now driven in Russia only by merchants’ agents, herdsmen, and poor priests—rolled out of the district town of N., in Z—— province, and went thundering down the post road. It rattled and shrieked at the slightest movement, glumly seconded by the bucket tied to its rear—and from these sounds alone, and the pitiful leather tatters hanging from its shabby body, one could tell how decrepit it was and ready for the scrap heap.
In the britzka sat two residents of N.: the merchant Ivan Ivanych Kuzmichov, clean-shaven, in spectacles and a straw hat, looking more like an official than a merchant; and the other, Father Khristofor Siriysky, rector of the church of St. Nicholas in N., a small, long-haired old man in a gray canvas caftan, a broad-brimmed top hat, and a colorfully embroidered belt. The first was thinking intently about something and kept tossing his head to drive away drowsiness; on his face a habitual, businesslike dryness struggled with the good cheer of a man who has just bid farewell to his family and had a stiff drink; the second gazed at God’s world with moist, astonished little eyes and smiled so broadly that his smile even seemed to reach his hat brim; his face was red and had a chilled look. Both of them, Father Khristofor as well as Kuzmichov, were on their way now to sell wool. Taking leave of their households, they had just had a filling snack of doughnuts with sour cream and, despite the early hour, had drunk a little...They were both in excellent spirits.
Besides the two men just described and the coachman Deniska, who tirelessly whipped up the pair of frisky bay horses, there was one more passenger in the britzka—a boy of about nine whose face was dark with tan and stained with tears. This was Egorushka, Kuzmichov’s nephew. With his uncle’s permission and Father Khristofor’s blessing, he was going somewhere to enroll in school. His mama, Olga Ivanovna, widow of a collegiate secretary 1 and Kuzmichov’s sister, who liked educated people and wellborn society, had entreated her brother, who was going to sell wool, to take Egorushka with him and enroll him in school; and now the boy, not knowing where or why he was going, was sitting on the box beside Deniska, holding on to his elbow so as not to fall off, and bobbing up and down like a kettle on the stove. The quick pace made his red shirt balloon on his back, and his new coachman’s hat with a peacock feather kept slipping down on his neck. He felt himself an unhappy person in the highest degree and wanted to cry.
When the britzka drove past the prison, Egorushka looked at the sentries quietly pacing by the high white wall, at the small barred windows, at the cross gleaming on the roof, and remembered how, a week ago, on the day of the Kazan Mother of God,2 he had gone with his mama to the prison church for the feast; and earlier still, for Easter, he had gone to the prison with the cook Liudmila and Deniska and brought kulichi, 3 eggs, pies, and roasted beef; the prisoners had thanked them and crossed themselves, and one of them had given Egorushka some tin shirt studs of his own making.
The boy peered at the familiar places, and the hateful britzka raced past and left it all behind. After the prison flashed the black, sooty smithies, after them the cozy green cemetery surrounded by a stone wall; the white crosses and tombstones hiding among the green of the cherry trees and showing like white blotches from a distance, peeped merrily from behind the wall. Egorushka remembered that when the cherry trees were in bloom, these white spots blended with the blossoms into a white sea; and when the cherries were ripe, the white tombstones and crosses were strewn with blood-red spots. Behind the wall, under the cherries, Egorushka’s father and his grandmother Zinaida Danilovna slept day and night. When the grandmother died, they laid her in a long, narrow coffin and covered her eyes, which refused to close, with two five-kopeck pieces. Before her death she had been alive and had brought soft poppy-seed bagels from the market, but now she sleeps and sleeps...
And beyond the cemetery the brickworks smoked. Thick black smoke came in big puffs from under the long, thatched roofs flattened to the ground, and lazily rose upwards. The sky above the brickworks and cemetery was swarthy, and big shadows from the puffs of smoke crept over the fields and across the road. In the smoke near the roofs moved people and horses covered with red dust...
Beyond the brickworks the town ended and the fields began. Egorushka turned to look at the town for the last time, pressed his face against Deniska’s elbow, and wept bitterly...
“So you’re not done crying, crybaby!” said Kuzmichov. “Mama’s boy, sniveling again! If you don’t want to go, stay then. Nobody’s forcing you!”
“Never mind, never mind, Egor old boy, never mind...” Father Khristofor murmured quickly. “Never mind, old boy...Call upon God...It’s nothing bad you’re going to, but something good. Learning is light, as they say, and ignorance is darkness...It’s truly so.”
“You want to turn back?” asked Kuzmichov.
“Ye...yes...” answered Egorushka with a sob.
“And you should. Anyhow, there’s no point in going, it’s a long way for nothing.”
“Never mind, never mind, old boy...” Father Khristofor went on. “Call upon God... Lomonosov4 traveled the same way with fishermen, yet from him came a man for all Europe. Intelligence, received with faith, yields fruit that is pleasing to God. How does the prayer go? ‘For the glory of the Creator, for the comfort of our parents, for the benefit of the Church and the fatherland’... That’s it.”
“Benefits vary...” said Kuzmichov, lighting up a cheap cigar. “There are some that study for twenty years and nothing comes of it.”
“It happens.”
“Some benefit from learning, but some just have their brains addled. My sister’s a woman of no understanding, tries to have it all in a wellborn way, and wants to turn Egorka into a scholar, and she doesn’t understand that with my affairs I could make Egorka happy forever. I explain this to you because, if everybody becomes scholars and gentlemen, there’ll be nobody to trade or sow grain. We’ll all starve to death.”
“But if everybody trades and sows grain, then nobody will comprehend learning.”
And, thinking that they had both said something convincing and weighty, Kuzmichov and Father Khristofor put on serious faces and coughed simultaneously. Deniska, who was listening to their conversation and understood nothing, tossed his head and, rising a little, whipped up the two bays. Silence ensued.
Meanwhile, before the eyes of the travelers there now spread a wide, endless plain cut across by a chain of hills. Crowding and peeking from behind each other, these hills merge into an elevation that stretches to the right from the road all the way to the horizon and disappears in the purple distance; you go on and on and there is no way to tell where it begins and where it ends...The sun has already peeped out from behind the town and quietly, without fuss, set about its work. At first, far ahead, where the sky meets the earth, near the barrows and a windmill that, from afar, looks like a little man waving his arms, a broad, bright yellow strip crept over the ground; a moment later the same sort of strip lit up somewhat closer, crept to the right, and enveloped the hills; something warm touched Egorushka’s back, a strip of light, sneaking up from behind, darted across the britzka and the horses, raced to meet the other strips, and suddenly the whole wide steppe shook off the half-shade of morning, smiled, and sparkled with dew.
Mowed rye, tall weeds, milkwort, wild hemp—all of it brown from the heat, reddish and half dead, now washed by the dew and caressed by the sun—were reviving to flower again. Martins skimmed over the road with merry cries, gophers called to each other in the grass, somewhere far to the left peewits wept. A covey of partridges, frightened by the britzka, fluttered up and, with its soft “trrr,” flew off towards the hills. Grasshoppers, crickets, capricorn beetles, mole crickets struck up their monotonous chirring music in the grass.
But a little time passed, the dew evaporated, the air congealed, and the deceived steppe assumed its dismal July look. The grass wilted, life stood still. The sunburnt hills, brown-green, purple in the distance, with their peaceful, shadowy tones, the plain with its distant mistiness, and above them the overturned sky, which, in the steppe, where there are no forests or high mountains, seems terribly deep and transparent, now looked endless, transfixed with anguish ...
How stifling and dismal! The britzka runs on, but Egorushka sees one and the same thing—the sky, the plain, the hills ... The music in the grass has grown still. The martins have flown away, there are no partridges to be seen. Rooks flit over the faded grass, having nothing else to do; they all look the same and make the steppe still more monotonous.
A kite flies just above the ground, smoothly flapping its wings, and suddenly stops in the air, as if pondering life’s boredom, then shakes its wings and sweeps away across the steppe like an arrow, and there is no telling why it flies and what it wants. And in the distance the windmill beats its wings ...
For the sake of diversity, a white skull or a boulder flashes among the weeds; a gray stone idol or a parched willow with a blue roller on its topmost branch rises up for a moment, a gopher scampers across the road, and—again weeds, hills, rooks run past your eyes ...
Then, thank God, a cart laden with sheaves comes the opposite way. On the very top lies a peasant girl. Sleepy, exhausted by the heat, she raises her head and looks at the passersby. Deniska gapes at her, the bays stretch their muzzles out to the sheaves, the britzka, shrieking, kisses the cart, and prickly ears of wheat brush like a besom over Father Khristofor’s top hat.
“Running people down, eh, pudgy!” shouts Deniska. “See, her mug’s all swollen like a bee stung it!”
The girl smiles sleepily, moves her lips, and lies down again ... But now a solitary poplar appears on a hill; who planted it and why it is here—God only knows. It is hard to tear your eyes from its slender figure and green garments. Is the handsome fellow happy? Heat in summer, frost and blizzards in winter, terrible autumn nights when you see only darkness and hear nothing but the wayward, furiously howling wind, and above all—you are alone, alone your whole life ... Beyond the poplar, fields of wheat stretch in a bright yellow carpet from the top of the hill right down to the road. On the hill the grain has already been cut and gathered into stacks, but below they are still mowing ... Six mowers stand in a row and swing their scythes, and the scythes flash merrily and in rhythm, all together making a sound like “vzzhi, vzzhi!” By the movements of the women binding the sheaves, by the faces of the mowers, by the gleaming of the scythes, you can see that the heat is burning and stifling. A black dog, its tongue hanging out, comes running from the mowers to meet the britzka, probably intending to bark, but stops halfway and gazes indifferently at Deniska, who threatens it with his whip: it is too hot to bark! One woman straightens up and, pressing both hands to her weary back, follows Egorushka’s red shirt with her eyes. The red color may have pleased her, or she may have been remembering her own children, but she stands for a long time motionless and looks after him ...
But now the wheat, too, has flashed by. Again the scorched plain, the sunburnt hills, the torrid sky stretch out, again a kite skims over the ground. The windmill beats its wings in the distance, as before, and still looks like a little man waving his arms. You get sick of looking at it, and it seems you will never reach it, that it is running away from the britzka.
Father Khristofor and Kuzmichov were silent. Deniska kept whipping up the bays and making little cries, and Egorushka no longer wept but gazed indifferently on all sides. The heat and the boredom of the steppe wearied him. It seemed to him that he had already been riding and bobbing about for a long time, that the sun had already been baking his back for a long time. They had not yet gone ten miles, but he was already thinking: “Time for a rest!” The good cheer gradually left his uncle’s face, and only the businesslike dryness remained, and to a gaunt, clean-shaven face, especially when it is in spectacles, when its nose and temples are covered with dust, this dryness lends an implacable, inquisitorial expression. Father Khristofor, however, went on gazing in astonishment at God’s world and smiled. He was silently thinking of something good and cheerful, and a kindly, good-natured smile congealed on his face. It seemed that the good, cheerful thought also congealed in his brain from the heat ...
“What do you say, Deniska, will we catch up with the wagon train today?” asked Kuzmichov.
Deniska glanced at the sky, rose a little, whipped up the horses, and only then replied:
“By nightfall, God willing.”
The barking of dogs was heard. Some six huge steppe sheepdogs suddenly rushed at the britzka, as if leaping from ambush, with a fierce, howling barking. Extraordinarily vicious, with shaggy, spiderlike muzzles, their eyes red with malice, they all surrounded the britzka and, shoving each other jealously, set up a hoarse growling. Their hatred was passionate, and they seemed ready to tear to pieces the horses, and the britzka, and the people ... Deniska, who liked teasing and whipping, was glad of the opportunity and, giving his face an expression of malicious glee, bent over and lashed one of the sheepdogs with his whip. The dogs growled still more, the horses bolted; and Egorushka, barely clinging to the box, looked at the dogs’ eyes and teeth and understood that if he were to fall off, he would instantly be torn to pieces, but he felt no fear and looked on with the same malicious glee as Deniska, regretting that he had no whip in his hands.
The britzka overtook a flock of sheep.
“Stop!” cried Kuzmichov. “Hold up! Whoa ...”
Deniska threw his whole body back and reined in the bays. The britzka stopped.
“Come here!” Kuzmichov shouted to the shepherd. “Calm those dogs down, curse them!”
The old shepherd, ragged and barefoot, in a warm hat, with a dirty bag on his hip and a long staff with a crook— a perfect Old Testament figure—calmed the dogs down and, removing his hat, came up to the britzka. Exactly the same Old Testament figure stood motionless at the other end of the flock and gazed indifferently at the passersby.
“Whose flock is this?” asked Kuzmichov.
“Varlamov’s!” the old man replied loudly.
“Varlamov’s!” repeated the shepherd standing at the other end of the flock.
“Say, did Varlamov pass by here yesterday or not?”
“No, sir...His agent passed by, that’s a fact ...”
“Gee-up!”
The britzka drove on, and the shepherds with their vicious dogs were left behind. Egorushka reluctantly looked ahead into the purple distance, and it was beginning to seem to him that the windmill beating its wings was coming nearer. It was getting bigger and bigger, it really grew, and you could now distinctly make out its two wings. One wing was old, patched up; the other had just recently been made of new wood and gleamed in the sun.
The britzka drove straight on, but the mill for some reason began moving to the left. They drove and drove, but it kept moving to the left and would not disappear from sight.
“A fine windmill Boltva built for his son!” observed Deniska.
“But his farmstead’s nowhere to be seen.”
“It’s over there, beyond that little gully.”
Soon Boltva’s farmstead appeared as well, but the windmill still would not drop back, would not fall behind, looking at Egorushka with its gleaming wing and beating away. What a sorcerer!

II
AROUND MIDDAY THE britzka turned off the road to the right, drove slowly for a while, and stopped. Egorushka heard a soft, very gentle burbling and felt on his face the cool velvet touch of some different air. Out of a hill that nature had glued together from huge ugly stones, through a little hemlock pipe put in by some unknown benefactor, ran a thin stream of water. It fell to the ground, gay, transparent, sparkling in the sun, and, murmuring quietly, as if imagining itself a strong and swift torrent, quickly flowed off somewhere to the left. Not far from the hill, the little rivulet broadened into a pool; the hot rays and scorching soil drank it up greedily, diminishing its strength; but a bit further on, it probably merged with another such little rivulet, because some hundred paces from the hill, along its course, dense, lush green sedge was growing, from which, as the britzka approached, three snipe flew up with a cry.
The travelers settled by the brook to rest and feed the horses. Kuzmichov, Father Khristofor, and Egorushka sat down in the thin shade of the britzka and the unharnessed horses, on a spread piece of felt, and began to eat. Once he had drunk his fill of water and eaten a baked egg, the good, cheerful thought congealed by the heat in Father Khristofor’s brain asked to be let out. He looked at Egorushka affectionately, munched his lips, and began:
“I myself studied a bit, old boy. From a very early age, God put sense and comprehension into me, so that unlike others, being still as you are now, I comforted my parents and preceptors with my understanding. I was not yet fifteen, and I already spoke and wrote verses in Latin as if it was Russian. I remember when I was a staff-bearer for Bishop Khristofor. Once after the liturgy, I remember it like today, on the name day of the most pious sovereign Alexander Pavlovich the Blessed,5 while he was taking off his vestments in the sanctuary, he looked at me affectionately and asked: ‘Puer bone, quam appellaris?’1 And I answered: ‘Christophorus sum.’2 And he: ‘Ergo connominati summus,’3 meaning that we were namesakes...Then he asks in Latin: ‘Whose child are you?’ I answered, also in Latin, that I was the son of the deacon Siriysky in the village of Lebedinskoe. Seeing such promptness and clarity in my answers, his grace blessed me and said: ‘Write to your father that I will not forget him and will keep an eye on you.’ The archpriests and priests who were in the sanctuary, listening to the Latin exchange, were also not a little surprised, and each showed his pleasure by praising me. I didn’t have whiskers yet, old boy, and was already reading Latin, and Greek, and French, knew philosophy, mathematics, civic history, and all subjects. God gave me an amazing memory. It happened that I would read something twice and learn it by heart. My preceptors and benefactors were amazed and supposed I would become a man of great learning, a Church luminary. And I myself thought of going to Kiev to continue my studies, but my parents would not give me their blessing. ‘You’ll go on studying for ages,’ said my father, ‘when will we be done waiting for you?’ On hearing these words, I abandoned my studies and took a post. True, no scholar came of me, but I obeyed my parents instead, brought peace to their old age, and buried them honorably. Obedience is greater than fasting and prayer!”
“You must have forgotten all your learning by now!” observed Kuzmichov.
“How could I not? Praise God, I’m in my seventies! I still remember something of philosophy and rhetoric, but languages and mathematics I’ve quite forgotten.”
Father Khristofor closed his eyes, thought, and said in a low voice:
“What is a being? A being is a self-sufficient thing that requires nothing for its completion.”
He wagged his head and laughed with sweet emotion.
“Spiritual food!” he said. “Truly, matter nourishes the flesh, and spiritual food for the soul!”
“Learning’s learning,” sighed Kuzmichov, “but if we don’t catch up with Varlamov, that’ll learn us all.”
“A man’s not a needle, we’ll find him. He’s circling around in these parts now.”
The three familiar snipe flew over the sedge, and in their squawks, anxiety and vexation could be heard at having been driven away from the brook. The horses munched sedately and snorted; Deniska walked around them, trying to show that he was totally indifferent to the cucumbers, pies, and eggs his masters were eating, immersing himself completely in slaughtering the flies and horseflies that covered the horses’ bellies and backs. Apathetically, his throat producing some sort of special, sarcastically triumphant sound, he swatted his victims, but in case of failure, he grunted vexedly, his eyes following each of the lucky ones that had escaped death.
“Deniska, where are you? Come and eat!” said Kuzmichov, sighing deeply and thereby letting it be known that he had already had enough.
Deniska timorously approached the felt and chose for himself five big and yellow cucumbers, so-called “yallers” (he was ashamed to choose the smaller and fresher ones), took two baked eggs, blackened and cracked, then irresolutely, as if afraid of being struck on his outstretched hand, touched a little pie with his finger.
“Take it, take it!” Kuzmichov urged him.
Deniska resolutely took the pie and, walking far off to one side, sat down on the ground, his back to the britzka. At once such loud chomping was heard that even the horses turned around and looked at Deniska suspiciously.
Having had a bite to eat, Kuzmichov took a sack with something in it out of the britzka and said to Egorushka:
“I’m going to sleep, and you watch out that nobody pulls this sack from under my head.”
Father Khristofor took off his cassock, belt, and caftan, and Egorushka, looking at him, froze in astonishment. He had never supposed that priests wore trousers, but Father Khristofor had on a pair of real canvas trousers tucked into his high boots, and a short buckram jacket. Looking at him, Egorushka found that in this costume so unsuited to his dignity, with his long hair and beard, he looked very much like Robinson Crusoe. After they undressed, Father Khristofor and Kuzmichov lay down face-to-face in the shade under the britzka and closed their eyes. Deniska, having finished chomping, stretched out belly-up in the sun and also closed his eyes.
“Watch out that nobody steals the horses!” he said to Egorushka and fell asleep at once.
Quiet ensued. All that could be heard was the horses snorting and munching and the sleepers snoring; somewhere not close by a peewit wept, and from time to time there came a squawk from the three snipe, who kept coming to check whether the uninvited guests had left; the brook burbled with a soft burr, yet all these sounds did not disturb the quiet or awaken the congealed air, but, on the contrary, drove nature into slumber.
Egorushka, suffocating from the heat, which was especially felt now, after eating, ran to the sedge and from there surveyed the countryside. He saw the same thing he had seen before noon: the plain, the hills, the sky, the purple distance; only the hills stood nearer and there was no windmill, which had been left far behind. Beyond the rocky hill where the brook flowed rose another hill, smoother and wider; to it clung a small hamlet of five or six farmyards. There were no people, or trees, or shadows to be seen by the huts, as if the hamlet had suffocated in the hot air and dried up. Having nothing to do, Egorushka caught a capricorn beetle in the grass, held it to his ear in his fist, and listened to it playing its fiddle for a long time. When he got tired of the music, he chased after a crowd of yellow butterflies that had come to the sedge to drink, and did not notice himself how he wound up by the britzka again. His uncle and Father Khristofor were fast asleep; their sleep was bound to go on for another two or three hours, till the horses were rested... How to kill that long time and where to hide from the heat? A tricky problem ... Mechanically, Egorushka put his mouth to the stream running from the pipe; his mouth felt cold and tasted of hemlock; first he drank eagerly, then forcing himself, until the sharp cold had spread from his mouth to his whole body and the water flowed down his shirt. Then he went over to the britzka and began to look at the sleepers. His uncle’s face, as before, showed a businesslike dryness. A fanatic for his business, Kuzmichov always thought about his affairs, even in his sleep, even while praying in church, when they sang the “Cherubic Hymn,”6 unable to forget them even for a moment, and was now probably dreaming of bales of wool, carts, prices, Varlamov ... But Father Khristofor was a gentle man, light-minded and given to laughter, who never in all his life had known a single such affair, which could bind his soul like a boa constrictor. In all the numerous affairs he had undertaken in his life, he had never been tempted by the affair itself so much as by the bustle and intercourse with people proper to every undertaking. Thus, in the present journey, he was interested not so much in wool, Varlamov, and prices as in the long route, the conversation on the way, sleeping under the britzka, eating at odd times ... And now, judging by his face, he must have been dreaming of Bishop Khristofor, the Latin discussion, his wife, doughnuts with sour cream, and all that Kuzmichov never could have dreamed of.
While Egorushka was looking at the sleeping faces, he suddenly heard a soft singing. Somewhere not close by, a woman was singing, but precisely where and in which direction was hard to make out. The song, soft, drawn out, and mournful, like weeping, and barely audible, came now from the right, now from the left, now from above, now from under the ground, as if some invisible spirit was hovering over the steppe and singing. Egorushka looked around and could not tell where this strange song was coming from; then, when he listened better, it began to seem to him that it was the grass singing; in its song, half dead, already perished, wordless, but plaintive and sincere, it was trying to persuade someone that it was not to blame for anything, that the sun was scorching it for nothing; it insisted that it wanted passionately to live, that it was still young and would be beautiful if it were not for the heat and drought; it was not to blame, but even so, it asked forgiveness of someone, swearing that it was suffering unbearably, felt sad and sorry for itself ...
Egorushka listened a little, and it began to seem to him that this mournful, drawn-out song made the air still more sultry, hot, and immobile ... To stifle the song, he ran to the sedge, humming and trying to stamp his feet. From there he looked in all directions and found the one who was singing. Near the last hut in the hamlet, a peasant woman in a short shift, long-legged and lanky as a heron, stood sifting something. White dust drifted lazily down the knoll from under her sieve. It was now obvious that it was she who was singing. A few feet from her, a little boy stood motionless in nothing but a shirt, and with no hat. As if enchanted by the song, he did not stir and looked down somewhere, probably at Egorushka’s red shirt.
The song ceased. Egorushka trudged back to the britzka and again, having nothing to do, occupied himself with the stream of water.
And again he heard the drawn-out song. The same long-legged woman in the hamlet behind the knoll was singing. Egorushka’s boredom suddenly came back to him. He abandoned the pipe and raised his eyes. What he saw was so unexpected that he was slightly frightened. Above his head, on one of the big clumsy stones, stood a little boy in nothing but a shirt, pudgy, with a big protruding belly and skinny legs, the same one who had been standing by the woman earlier. With dull astonishment and not without fear, as if seeing otherworldly beings before him, unblinking and openmouthed, he studied Egorushka’s red shirt and the britzka. The red color of the shirt lured and caressed him, and the britzka and the people sleeping under it aroused his curiosity; perhaps he himself had not noticed how the pleasing red color and curiosity had drawn him down from the hamlet, and probably he was now astonished at his own boldness. Egorushka studied him for a long time, and he Egorushka. Both were silent and felt a certain awkwardness. After a long silence, Egorushka asked:
“What’s your name?”
The stranger’s cheeks swelled still more; he pressed his back against the stone, goggled his eyes, moved his lips, and answered in a husky bass:
“Titus.”
The boys said not one word more to each other. After a short silence, and not tearing his eyes from Egorushka, the mysterious Titus raised one leg, felt for a foothold behind him with his heel, and climbed up the stone; from there, backing up and staring point-blank at Egorushka, as if afraid he might hit him from behind, he got up onto the next stone and so kept climbing until he vanished altogether over the top of the knoll.
Having followed him with his eyes, Egorushka put his arms around his knees and bowed his head ... The hot rays burned his nape, his neck, his back ... The mournful song now died down, now drifted again through the stagnant, stifling air, the brook burbled monotonously, the horses munched, and time dragged on endlessly, as if it, too, had congealed and stopped. It seemed that a hundred years had passed since morning ... Did God want Egorushka, the britzka, and the horses to stand stock-still in this air and, like the hills, turn to stone and stay forever in one place?
Egorushka raised his head and, with bleary eyes, looked in front of him; the purple distance, which till then had been motionless, swayed and, along with the sky, sped off somewhere still further away ... It pulled the brown grass and the sedge with it, and Egorushka, with extraordinary swiftness, sped after the fleeing distance. Some force was noiselessly drawing him somewhere, and in his wake raced the heat and the wearisome song. Egorushka bowed his head and closed his eyes ...
Deniska was the first to wake up. Something had stung him, because he jumped up, quickly scratched his shoulder, and said:
“Heathenish anathema, the plague’s too good for you!”
Then he went to the brook, drank, and washed for a long time. His snorting and splashing brought Egorushka out of oblivion. The boy looked at his wet face, covered with drops and large freckles, which made it look like marble, and asked:
“Will we go soon?”
Deniska looked to see how high the sun was and answered:
“Ought to be soon.”
He dried himself with his shirttail and, making a very serious face, began hopping on one leg.
“Hey, let’s see who’ll reach the sedge first!” he said.
Egorushka was weary with heat and drowsiness, but all the same he went hopping after him. Deniska was already about twenty, he served as a coachman and was going to get married, but he had not yet stopped being a child. He loved flying kites, chasing pigeons, playing knucklebones, playing tag, and always mixed into children’s games and quarrels. The masters had only to leave or fall asleep for him to start something like hopping on one leg or throwing stones. It was hard for any adult, seeing the genuine enthusiasm with which he frolicked in the company of the young ones, to keep from saying: “What a dolt!” But children saw nothing strange in the big coachman’s invasion of their domain: let him play, so long as he doesn’t fight! Just as little dogs see nothing strange when a big, sincere dog mixes into their company and starts playing with them.
Deniska beat Egorushka and apparently remained very pleased with that. He winked and, to show that he could hop on one leg any distance you like, proposed that Egorushka hop down the road with him and from there back to the britzka without resting. Egorushka rejected the proposal, because he was quite breathless and faint.
Suddenly Deniska made a very serious face, such as he never made, even when Kuzmichov reprimanded him or raised his stick to him; listening, he quietly lowered himself on one knee, and an expression of sternness and fear appeared on his face, as happens with people listening to heresy. He aimed his eyes at one point, slowly raised his hand with the palm cupped, and suddenly fell belly-down on the ground, hitting the grass with his hand.
“Got it!” he croaked triumphantly and, getting up, brought to Egorushka’s eyes a big grasshopper.
Thinking it was pleasant for the grasshopper, Egorushka and Deniska stroked its broad green back with their fingers and touched its feelers. Then Deniska caught a fat bloodfilled fly and offered it to the grasshopper. Very indifferently, as if it had known Deniska for a long time, the latter moved its big visorlike jaws and bit off the fly’s stomach. Released, it flashed its pink underwings and, landing in the grass, at once chirped out its song. The fly was also released; it spread its wings and flew off to the horses minus its stomach.
A deep sigh came from under the britzka. This was Kuzmichov waking up. He quickly raised his head, gazed uneasily into the distance, and it was evident from this look, which slipped insensibly past Egorushka and Deniska, that on waking up, he had thought of wool and Varlamov.
“Father Khristofor, get up, it’s time!” he began in alarm. “Enough sleeping, we’ve slept through business as it is! Deniska, harness up!”
Father Khristofor woke up with the same smile he had fallen asleep with. His face was crumpled and wrinkled from sleep and seemed to have become twice smaller. After washing and dressing, he unhurriedly took a small, greasy Psalter from his pocket and, turning his face to the east, began reading in a whisper and crossing himself.
“Father Khristofor!” Kuzmichov said reproachfully. “It’s time to go, the horses are ready, and you, by God ...”
“Right away, right away ...” Father Khristofor murmured. “I must read the kathismas7 ... I haven’t read any today.”
“The kathismas can wait till later.”
“Ivan Ivanych, I have a rule for each day ... I can’t.”
“God’s not a stickler.”
For a whole quarter of an hour Father Khristofor stood motionless, facing the east and moving his lips, while Kuzmichov looked at him almost with hatred and impatiently shrugged his shoulders. He was especially angry when, after each “Glory,” Father Khristofor drew his breath, quickly crossed himself, and, deliberately raising his voice so that the others would cross themselves, said three times:
“Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia, glory to Thee, O God!”
At last he smiled, looked up into the sky, and, putting the Psalter into his pocket, said:
“Finis!”
A minute later the britzka started on its way. As if it was driving backwards and not forwards, the travelers saw the same things as before noon. The hills were still sinking into the purple distance, and there was no end of them in sight; tall weeds flashed past, boulders, mowed fields rushed by, and the same rooks, and the kite, sedately flapping its wings, flew over the steppe. The air congealed still more from the heat and the stillness, obedient nature grew torpid in the silence. No wind, no brisk, fresh sound, no clouds.
But then, finally, as the sun began to sink in the west, the steppe, the hills, and the air could bear no more oppression, and, worn out, their patience exhausted, they attempted to throw off the yoke. An ash-gray curly cloud unexpectedly appeared from behind the hills. It exchanged glances with the steppe—I’m ready, it seemed to say—and frowned. Suddenly something broke in the stagnant air, a strong gust of wind came and, whistling noisily, went wheeling around the steppe. At once the grass and last year’s weeds raised a murmur, the dust of the road whirled into a spiral, ran across the steppe, and, drawing straw, dragonflies, and feathers with it, rose up into the sky in a black, spinning pillar and obscured the sun. Tumbleweed rolled hither and thither, stumbling and leaping, over the steppe, and one bush got into the whirl, spun like a bird, flew up into the sky, and, turning into a black speck there, disappeared from sight. After it swept another, then a third, and Egorushka saw two tumbleweeds collide in the blue height and clutch at each other as if in combat.
A kestrel took flight just by the roadside. Flashing its wings and tail, bathed in sunlight, it looked like an angler’s fly or a pond moth whose wings merge with its feelers as it flashes over the water, and it seems to have feelers growing on it in front, and behind, and on the sides ... Quivering in the air like an insect, sporting its motley colors, the kestrel rose high up in a straight line, then, probably frightened by the cloud of dust, veered off to one side, and its flashing could be seen for a long time ...
And now, alarmed by the wind and not understanding what it was about, a corncrake flew up from the grass. It flew with the wind, not against it as all birds do; this ruffled its feathers, puffing it up to the size of a hen, and it looked very angry and imposing. Only the rooks, grown old on the steppe and used to its turmoil, calmly raced over the grass or else, paying no attention to anything, indifferently pecked the tough ground with their fat beaks.
From beyond the hills came a dull rumble of thunder; there was a breath of coolness. Deniska whistled merrily and whipped up the horses. Father Khristofor and Kuzmichov, holding on to their hats, turned their eyes to the hills ... It would be nice if it spat some rain!
A little more, it seemed, the smallest effort, a single push, and the steppe would gain the upper hand. But the invisible oppressive force gradually fettered the wind and the air, settled the dust, and again came stillness, as if nothing had happened. The cloud hid, the sunburnt hills frowned, the air obediently congealed, and only the alarmed peewits wept somewhere and bemoaned their fate ...
Soon after that, evening came.

III
IN THE EVENING twilight a big, one-story house appeared, with a rusty iron roof and dark windows. This house was called an innyard, though there was no yard around it, and it stood in the midst of the steppe not fenced by anything. Slightly to one side of it, a pathetic little cherry orchard with a wattle fence could be seen, and under its windows, their heavy heads bowed, sunflowers stood sleeping. In the orchard a tiny little windmill rattled away, set there so that the noise would frighten the hares. Besides that, there was nothing to be seen or heard near the house but the steppe.
The britzka had barely stopped by the covered porch when joyful voices were heard inside the house—one male, the other female. The sliding door shrieked on its pulley, and in an instant a tall, skinny figure rose up by the britzka, flapping its arms and coattails. This was the innkeeper Moisei Moiseich, a middle-aged man with a very pale face and a handsome ink-black beard. He was dressed in a worn black frock coat that hung on his narrow shoulders as if on a hanger, and its tails flapped like wings each time Moisei Moiseich clasped his hands in joy or horror. Besides the frock coat, the landlord was wearing wide white untucked trousers and a velvet vest with orange flowers resembling gigantic bedbugs.
Moisei Moiseich, recognizing the visitors, first stopped dead from the flood of emotion, then clasped his hands and groaned. His frock coat flapped its tails, his back bent into a curve, and his pale face twisted into such a smile as if the sight of the britzka was not only pleasant for him but also painfully sweet.
“Ah, my God, my God!” he began in a high singsong voice, breathless and bustling, his movements hindering the passengers from getting out of the britzka. “And what a happy day it is for me! Ah, and what am I to do now! Ivan Ivanych! Father Khristofor! What a pretty little sir is sitting on the box, God punish me! Ah my God, what am I doing standing here and not inviting the guests in? Please, I humbly beg you ... come in! Give me all your things ... Ah, my God!”
While rummaging in the britzka and helping the visitors to get out, Moisei Moiseich suddenly turned around and shouted in such a wild, strangled voice, as if he were drowning and calling for help:
“Solomon! Solomon!”
“Solomon, Solomon!” the woman’s voice repeated in the house.
The door shrieked on its pulley, and a young Jew appeared on the threshold, of medium height, red-haired, with a big bird’s nose and a bald spot in the midst of his stiff, curly hair; he was dressed in a short, very worn jacket with rounded tails and too short sleeves, and tricot trousers, also too short, as a result of which he himself looked short and skimpy, like a plucked bird. This was Solomon, Moisei Moiseich’s brother. Silently, not offering any greeting but only smiling somehow strangely, he approached the britzka.
“Ivan Ivanych and Father Khristofor have come!” Moisei Moiseich said to him in such a tone as if he was afraid his brother might not believe him. “Oi, weh, amazing business, such good people up and came! Well, take the things, Solomon. Come in, dear guests!”
A little later Kuzmichov, Father Khristofor, and Egorushka were sitting in a big, gloomy, and empty room at an old oak table. This table was almost solitary, because apart from it, a wide sofa covered with torn oilcloth, and three chairs, there was no other furniture in the room. And not everyone would have ventured to call those chairs chairs. They were some pitiful semblance of furniture, with oilcloth that had outlived its time, and a highly unnatural bend to their backs, which gave them a great likeness to a child’s sled. It was hard to see what comfort the unknown cabinetmaker had in mind in bending the backs so mercilessly, and one would rather have thought that it was the fault not of the cabinetmaker but of some itinerant strongman who, wishing to boast of his strength, had bent the chairs’ backs, then tried to set them straight and bent them still more. The room looked gloomy. The walls were gray, the ceiling and cornices were covered with soot, the floor was cracked and had holes of unknown origin gaping in it (one might have thought the same strongman had broken through it with his heel), and it seemed that if a dozen lamps were hung up in the room, it would not stop being dark. There was nothing resembling decoration either on the walls or on the windows. However, on one wall, in a gray wooden frame, hung a list of rules of some sort with a double-headed eagle, and on another, in the same sort of frame, some lithograph with the caption: “Men’s Indifference.” What it was that men were indifferent to was impossible to tell, because the lithograph was badly faded with time and generously flyblown. The room smelled of something musty and sour.
Having led the guests into the room, Moisei Moiseich went on writhing, clasping his hands, squirming, and making joyful exclamations—he considered it necessary to perform all this in order to appear extremely polite and amiable.
“When did our carts pass by here?” Kuzmichov asked him.
“One party passed this morning, and another, Ivan Ivanych, rested here at dinnertime and left before evening.”
“Ah ... Did Varlamov pass this way or not?”
“No, Ivan Ivanych. Yesterday morning his agent, Grigory Egorych, passed by and said he must now be at the Molokan’s8 farmstead.”
“Excellent. That means we’ll catch up with the train now, and then go to the Molokan’s.”
“God help you, Ivan Ivanych!” Moisei Moiseich clasped his hands, horrified. “Where are you going to go with night falling? Have a nice little bite of supper, spend the night, and tomorrow morning, with God’s help, you can go and catch up with anybody you want!”
“No time, no time ... Sorry, Moisei Moiseich, some other occasion, but now is not the time. We’ll stay for a quarter of an hour and then go, and we can spend the night at the Molokan’s.”
“A quarter of an hour!” shrieked Moisei Moiseich. “You have no fear of God, Ivan Ivanych! You’ll force me to hide your hats and lock the door! At least have a bite to eat and some tea!”
“We have no time for any teas and sugars,” said Kuzmichov.
Moisei Moiseich inclined his head, bent his knees, and held his palms up in front of him as if defending himself from blows, and with a painfully sweet smile began to implore:
“Ivan Ivanych! Father Khristofor! Be so kind, have some tea with me! Am I such a bad man that you can’t even have tea with me? Ivan Ivanych!”
“Why, we might just have a drop of tea,” Father Khristofor sighed sympathetically. “It won’t keep us long.”
“Well, all right!” Kuzmichov agreed.
Moisei Moiseich roused himself, gasped joyfully, and, squirming as if he had just jumped out of cold water into the warmth, ran to the door and shouted in a wild, strangled voice, the same with which he had called Solomon earlier:
“Rosa! Rosa! Bring the samovar!”
A minute later, the door opened and Solomon came into the room with a big tray in his hands. Setting the tray on the table, he looked mockingly somewhere to the side and smiled strangely, as before. Now, in the light of the lamp, it was possible to examine his smile; it was very complex and expressed many feelings, but one thing was predominant in it—an obvious contempt. It was as if he was thinking of something funny and stupid, could not stand someone and was contemptuous of him, was glad of something and waiting for the appropriate moment to sting someone with his mockery and roll with laughter. His long nose, fat lips, and sly, protruding eyes seemed to be straining with the wish to burst out laughing. Looking at his face, Kuzmichov smiled mockingly and asked:
“Solomon, why didn’t you come to the fair this summer in N. to play the Yid for us?”
Two years ago, as Egorushka also remembered perfectly well, in one of the show booths at the fair in N., Solomon had narrated some scenes from Jewish everyday life and had been a great success. The reminder of it did not make any impression on Solomon. He went out without answering and a little later came back with the samovar.
After doing what was to be done at the table, he went to one side and, crossing his arms on his chest, thrusting one foot forward, fixed his mocking eyes on Father Khristofor. There was something defiant, haughty, and contemptuous in his pose, and at the same time something pathetic and comical in the highest degree, because the more imposing it became, the more conspicuous were his short trousers, his skimpy jacket, his caricature of a nose, and his whole plucked-bird-like little figure.
Moisei Moiseich brought a stool from another room and sat down at some distance from the table.
“Good appetite! Tea and sugar!” he began to entertain his guests. “Good health to you. Such rare guests, rare guests, and Father Khristofor I haven’t seen for five years already. And does nobody want to tell me whose nice little boy this is?” he asked, looking affectionately at Egorushka.
“He’s the son of my sister Olga Ivanovna,” answered Kuzmichov.
“And where is he going?”
“To study. We’re taking him to school.”
Moisei Moiseich, for the sake of politeness, gave his face a look of astonishment and wagged his head meaningfully.
“Oh, this is good!” he said, shaking his finger at the samovar. “This is good! You’ll come out of school such a gentleman we’ll all take our hats off. You’ll be intelligent, rich, ambitious, and your mama will rejoice. Oh, this is good!”
He paused for a while, stroked his knees, and began to speak in a respectfully jocular tone:
“You forgive me now, Father Khristofor, but I’m going to write a letter to the bishop that you’re cutting into the merchants’ bread. I’ll take official paper and write that it means Father Khristofor hasn’t got enough money, if he’s gone into trade and started selling wool.”
“Yes, I’ve taken a notion in my old age . . .” Father Khristofor said and laughed. “I’ve gone over from the priests to the merchants, old boy. Instead of staying home and praying to God, I gallop around like pharaoh in his chariot ... Vanity!”
“But you’ll get a lot of moneys!”
“Oh, yes! A fig9 under my nose, not moneys! The goods aren’t mine, they’re my son-in-law Mikhailo’s!”
“Why didn’t he go himself ?”
“Because ... The mother’s milk still hasn’t dried on his lips. Buy the wool he did, but sell it—no, he’s not clever enough, he’s still young. He spent all his money, meaning to gain by it and kick up the dust, but he tried here and there, and nobody would even give him what he paid. So the lad knocked about for a year, then came to me and— ‘Papa, do me a favor, sell the wool! I don’t understand anything about these things!’ There you have it. So now I’m papa, but before, he could do without papa. When he bought the wool, he didn’t ask, but now he’s in a pinch, and so I’m papa. And what about papa? If it weren’t for Ivan Ivanych, papa wouldn’t be able to do a thing. What a bother they are!”
“Yes, children are a bother, I can tell you!” sighed Moisei Moiseich. “I myself have six of them. One to be taught, another to be doctored, the third to be carried in your arms, and when they grow up, there’s still more bother. Not only now, it was so even in Holy Scripture. When Jacob had little children, he wept, and when they grew up, he wept still worse!”10 
“Mm, yes . . .” agreed Father Khristofor, gazing pensively at his glass of tea. “Personally, as a matter of fact, I’ve got no business angering God, I’ve reached the limit of my life, as God grant everybody ... I’ve married my daughters to good men, I’ve set my sons up, now I’m free, I’ve done my duty, and I can go any which way. I live quietly with my wife, eat, drink, and sleep, rejoice in my grandchildren, and pray to God, and I don’t need anything else. I’m rolling in clover and I answer to no one. In all my born days, I’ve never known any grief, and if, say, the tsar now asked me: ‘What do you need? What do you want?’ Well, there’s nothing I’m in need of! I have everything and thank God. There’s no happier man than I in the whole town. Only I have many sins, but then they say only God is without sin. Isn’t that right?”
“Must be right.”
“Well, of course, I’ve got no teeth, my back aches from old age, this and that ... shortness of breath and so forth ... Illnesses, the flesh is weak, but you must agree I’ve lived enough! I’m in my seventies! You can’t go on forever, enough’s enough!”
Father Khristofor suddenly recalled something, burst out laughing into his glass, and got into a coughing fit from laughter. Moisei Moiseich, out of politeness, also laughed and coughed.
“So funny!” said Father Khristofor and waved his hand. “My older son Gavrila comes to visit me. He works in the medical line and serves in Chernigov province as a zemstvo11 doctor . . . Very well, sir ... I say to him: ‘See here,’ I say, ‘I’m short of breath, this and that ... You’re a doctor, treat your father!’ He got me undressed at once, tapped, listened, various other things ... kneaded my stomach, and then says: ‘Papa,’ he says, ‘you need treatment with compressed air.’”
Father Khristofor laughed convulsively, to tears, and stood up.
“And I say to him: ‘God help it, this compressed air!’ ” he brought out through his laughter and waved both hands. “God help it, this compressed air!”
Moisei Moiseich also stood up and, clutching his stomach, also dissolved in high-pitched laughter, resembling the yelping of a lapdog.
“God help it, this compressed air!” Father Khristofor repeated, laughing loudly.
Moisei Moiseich rose two notes higher and rocked with such convulsive laughter that he barely kept his feet.
“Oh, my God ...” he moaned amid his laughter. “Let me catch my breath ... You’ve made me laugh so much that ... oh! ... it’s the death of me.”
He laughed and talked and meanwhile kept glancing timorously and suspiciously at Solomon. The latter stood in the same pose and smiled. Judging by his eyes and smile, his contempt and hatred were serious, but they were so unsuited to his plucked little figure that it seemed to Egorushka that he assumed this defiant pose and sarcastic, contemptuous expression on purpose in order to play the buffoon and make the dear guests laugh.
Having silently drunk some six glasses, Kuzmichov cleared a space before him on the table, took his sack, the same one that lay under his head while he slept under the britzka, untied the string on it, and shook it. Stacks of banknotes spilled from the sack onto the table.
“Come, Father Khristofor, let’s count it while there’s time,” said Kuzmichov.
Seeing the money, Moisei Moiseich became embarrassed, got up, and, as a tactful man who does not want to know other people’s secrets, left the room on tiptoe, balancing himself with his arms. Solomon stayed where he was.
“How many are there in the one-rouble stacks?” Father Khristofor began.
“Fifty in each ... In the three-rouble stacks, ninety . . . The twenty-fives and hundreds are by the thousands ... You count out seven thousand eight hundred for Varlamov, and I’ll count out for Gusevich. And see that you don’t miscount ...”
Never since the day he was born had Egorushka seen such a pile of money as now lay on the table. It was probably a great deal of money, because the stack of seven thousand eight hundred that Father Khristofor set aside for Varlamov seemed very small compared to the whole pile. Another time such a mass of money might have struck Egorushka and prompted him to reflect on how many bagels, babas, and poppy-seed rolls could be bought with this pile; but now he looked at it impassibly and sensed only the smell of rotten apples and kerosene that the pile gave off. He was worn out from the jolting ride on the britzka, was tired and wanted to sleep. His head was heavy, his eyes kept closing, and his thoughts were tangled like threads. If it had been possible, he would gladly have lowered his head to the table, closed his eyes so as not to see the lamp and the fingers moving over the pile, and let his sluggish, sleepy thoughts tangle still more. When he made an effort not to doze off, the flame of the lamp, the cups, and the fingers went double, the samovar swayed, and the smell of rotten apples seemed still sharper and more repellent.
“Ah, money, money!” sighed Father Khristofor, smiling. “Nothing but woe! Now my Mikhailo is surely sleeping and dreaming of me bringing him such a pile.”
“Your Mikhailo Timofeich is a man of no understanding,” Kuzmichov said in a low voice, “he took up a business that’s not right for him, but you understand and can reason. Why don’t you give me your wool, as I said, and go back home, and I—very well—I’ll give you fifty kopecks over your asking price, and that only out of respect . . .”
“No, Ivan Ivanovich,” sighed Father Khristofor. “Thank you for the offer ... Of course, if it were up to me, there’d be no discussion, but as you know, the goods aren’t mine . . .”
Moisei Moiseich came in on tiptoe. Trying out of delicacy not to look at the pile of money, he crept up to Egorushka and tugged him by the shirt from behind.
“Come along, little lad,” he said in a low voice, “I’ve got a bear cub to show you! Such a terrible, angry one! Ohh!”
Sleepy Egorushka got up and lazily plodded after Moisei Moiseich to look at the bear. He went into a small room where, before he saw anything, his breath was taken away by the smell of something sour and musty, which was much more dense here than in the big room and had probably spread from here all over the house. One half of the room was occupied by a big bed covered with a greasy quilted blanket, and the other by a chest of drawers and heaps of all possible rags, beginning with stiffly starched petticoats and ending with children’s trousers and suspenders. A tallow candle was burning on the chest of drawers.
Instead of the promised bear, Egorushka saw a large, very fat Jewess with loose hair and in a red flannel dress with black specks; she was turning heavily in the narrow passage between the bed and the chest of drawers and letting out long, moaning sighs, as if she had a toothache. Seeing Egorushka, she made a tearful face, heaved a long sigh, and, before he had time to look around, brought to his mouth a chunk of bread smeared with honey.
“Eat, child, eat!” she said. “You’re here without your mama, and there’s nobody to feed you. Eat.”
Egorushka began to eat, though after the fruit drops and poppy-seed rolls he ate every day at home, he found nothing good in honey half mixed with wax and bees’ wings. He ate, and Moisei Moiseich and the Jewess watched and sighed.
“Where are you going, child?” asked the Jewess.
“To study,” replied Egorushka.
“And how many of you does your mama have?”
“I’m the only one. There’s nobody else.”
“Och!” sighed the Jewess, and she raised her eyes. “Poor mama, poor mama! How she’s going to weep and miss you! In a year we, too, will take our Nahum to study! Och!”
“Ah, Nahum, Nahum!” sighed Moisei Moiseich, and the skin twitched nervously on his pale face. “And he’s so sickly.”
The greasy blanket stirred, and from under it appeared a child’s curly head on a very thin neck; two black eyes flashed and stared at Egorushka with curiosity. Moisei Moiseich and the Jewess, without ceasing to sigh, went over to the chest of drawers and began talking about something in Yiddish. Moisei Moiseich talked softly in a low bass, and generally his Yiddish resembled a ceaseless “gal-gal-gal-gal . . .” and his wife answered him in a thin hen-turkey’s voice, and with her it came out something like “tu-tu-tu-tu . . .” While they were conferring, another curly head on a thin neck peeked from under the greasy blanket, then a third, then a fourth ... If Egorushka had possessed a rich fantasy, he might have thought a hundred-headed hydra was lying under the blanket.
“Gal-gal-gal-gal . . .” said Moisei Moiseich.
“Tu-tu-tu-tu ...” the Jewess replied.
The conference ended with the Jewess sighing deeply, going to the chest of drawers, unfolding some sort of green rag there, and taking out a big rye gingerbread shaped like a heart.
“Take, child,” she said, handing Egorushka the gingerbread. “You’ve got no mama now, there’s nobody to give you a treat.”
Egorushka put the gingerbread in his pocket and backed towards the door, no longer able to breathe the musty and sour air in which his hosts lived. Returning to the big room, he snuggled up comfortably on the sofa and let his thoughts run freely.
Kuzmichov had just finished counting the money and was putting it back in the sack. He treated it with no particular respect and shoved it into the dirty sack unceremoniously, with such indifference as if it was not money but wastepaper.
Father Khristofor was conversing with Solomon.
“Well, then, my wise Solomon?” he asked, yawning and crossing his mouth.12 “How’s things?”
“What things are you talking about?” asked Solomon and looked at him with great sarcasm, as if he was hinting at some sort of crime.
“Generally ... What are you doing?”
“What am I doing?” Solomon repeated and shrugged his shoulders. “The same as everybody ... You see, I’m a lackey. I’m my brother’s lackey, my brother is the travelers’ lackey, the travelers are Varlamov’s lackeys, and if I had ten million, Varlamov would be my lackey.”
“Why would he be your lackey?”
“Why? Because there’s no such gentleman or millionaire as wouldn’t lick the hands of a scruffy Yid for an extra kopeck. I’m now a scruffy and beggarly Yid, and everybody looks at me like a dog, but if I had money, Varlamov would mince before me like a fool, the way Moisei does before you.”
Father Khristofor and Kuzmichov exchanged glances. Neither of them understood Solomon. Kuzmichov looked at him sternly and drily and asked:
“How can a fool like you put yourself on a par with Varlamov?”
“I’m not such a fool as to put myself on a par with Varlamov,” Solomon replied, looking his interlocutors over mockingly. “Varlamov may be a Russian, but in his soul he’s a scruffy Yid; his whole life is money and gain, but I burned up my money in the stove. I don’t need money, or land, or sheep, and I don’t need to be feared and have people take their hats off when I drive by. Meaning I’m smarter than your Varlamov and more like a human being!”
A little later, Egorushka, through half-sleep, heard Solomon speaking about the Jews in a voice hollow and hoarse from the hatred that choked him, hurrying and swallowing his R’s; at first he spoke correctly, in Russian, then he lapsed into the tone of raconteurs of Jewish life and began speaking with an exaggerated Jewish accent, as he used to in the show booth.
“Wait . . .” Father Khristofor interrupted him. “If you don’t like your faith, change it, but it’s a sin to laugh at it; he’s the lowest of men who derides his own faith.”
“You don’t understand anything!” Solomon rudely cut him short. “I’m talking to you about one thing, and you’re talking about another ...”
“It’s obvious at once that you’re a stupid man,” Father Khristofor sighed. “I admonish you the best I can, and you get angry. I talk to you as an old man, quietly, but you’re like a turkey: blah-blah-blah! An odd fellow, really ...”
Moisei Moiseich came in. He looked in alarm at Solomon and his guests, and again the skin on his face twitched nervously. Egorushka shook his head and looked around him; he caught a fleeting glimpse of Solomon’s face just at the moment when it was turned three-quarters towards him and the shadow of his long nose crossed his whole left cheek; his contemptuous smile, mingled with this shadow, his glittering, mocking eyes, his haughty expression, and his whole plucked little figure, doubling and flashing in Egorushka’s eyes, now made him resemble not a buffoon but something one occasionally dreams of, probably an unclean spirit.
“Some kind of demoniac you’ve got here, Moisei Moiseich, God help him!” Father Khristofor said with a smile. “You’d better set him up somewhere, get him married or something ... He’s not like a human being ...”
Kuzmichov frowned angrily. Moisei Moiseich again gave his brother and his guests an alarmed and quizzical look.
“Solomon, get out of here!” he said sternly. “Get out.”
And he added something else in Yiddish. Solomon laughed abruptly and went out.
“But what is it?” Moisei Moiseich fearfully asked Father Khristofor.
“He forgets himself,” replied Kuzmichov. “He’s a rude one and thinks a lot of himself.”
“I just knew it!” Moisei Moiseich was horrified and clasped his hands. “Ah, my God! My God!” he murmured in a low voice. “Be so kind, forgive and don’t be angry. He’s such a man, such a man! Ah, my God! My God! He’s my own brother, but I’ve never had anything but grief from him. You know, he’s ...”
Moisei Moiseich twirled his finger near his forehead and went on:
“Not in his right mind ... a lost man. And what I’m to do with him, I don’t know! He doesn’t love anybody, he doesn’t esteem anybody, he’s not afraid of anybody ... You know, he laughs at everybody, says stupid things, throws it in everybody’s face. You won’t believe it, but once Varlamov came here, and Solomon said such things to him that the man struck both him and me with his whip ... But why me? Is it my fault? God took away his reason, that means it’s God’s will, and is it my fault?”
Some ten minutes passed, and Moisei Moiseich still went on murmuring in a low voice and sighing.
“He doesn’t sleep nights and keeps thinking, thinking, thinking, and what he thinks about, God knows. You come to him at night, and he’s angry and he laughs. He doesn’t love me, either ... And he doesn’t want anything! Father, when he was dying, left us six thousand roubles each. I bought myself an inn, got married, and now have children, but he burned up his money in the stove. Such a pity, such a pity! Why burn it? If you don’t need it, give it to me, why burn it?”
Suddenly the door shrieked on its pulley, and the floor trembled from someone’s footsteps. A light wind blew at Egorushka, and it seemed to him that a big black bird swept past him and flapped its wings just by his face. He opened his eyes ... His uncle, the sack in his hands, ready for the road, was standing by the sofa. Father Khristofor, holding his broad-brimmed top hat, was bowing and smiling to someone, not gently and tenderly, as always, but with a strained deference that was very unsuited to his face. And Moisei Moiseich, as if his body had broken into three parts, was balancing and trying all he could not to fall apart. Only Solomon stood in the corner as if nothing had happened, his arms crossed, and smiling as contemptuously as before.
“Your Excellency, forgive us, it’s not clean here!” moaned Moisei Moiseich with a painfully sweet smile, no longer noticing Kuzmichov or Father Khristofor, but only balancing his whole body so as not to fall apart. “We’re simple people, Your Excellency!”
Egorushka rubbed his eyes. Indeed, in the middle of the room stood an excellency in the guise of a young, very beautiful and shapely woman in a black dress and a straw hat. Before Egorushka had time to make out her features, he recalled for some reason the solitary slender poplar he had seen that day on a hill.
“Did Varlamov pass here today?” asked a woman’s voice.
“No, Your Excellency!” replied Moisei Moiseich.
“If you see him tomorrow, ask him to stop at my place for a minute.”
Suddenly, quite unexpectedly, an inch from his eyes, Egorushka saw black velvety eyebrows, big brown eyes, and pampered woman’s cheeks with dimples, from which a smile spread all over her face like rays from the sun. There was a scent of something magnificent.
“What a pretty boy!” said the lady. “Whose boy is he? Kazimir Mikhailovich, look, how lovely! My God, he’s asleep! My dear little chubsy . . .”
And the lady kissed Egorushka hard on both cheeks, and he smiled and, thinking he was asleep, closed his eyes. The door pulley shrieked, and hurried steps were heard: someone was going in and out.
“Egorushka! Egorushka!” came the thick whisper of two voices. “Get up, we’re leaving!”
Someone, probably Deniska, stood Egorushka on his feet and led him by the arm; on the way he half opened his eyes and once more saw the beautiful woman in the black dress who had kissed him. She was standing in the middle of the room and, seeing him leave, smiled and nodded to him amiably. When he reached the door, he saw some handsome and thickset dark-haired man in a bowler hat and leggings. This must have been the lady’s escort.
“Whoa!” came from the yard.
By the porch Egorushka saw a new luxurious carriage and a pair of black horses. On the box sat a lackey in livery with a long whip in his hand. Only Solomon came out to see the departing guests off. His face was tense with the desire to burst out laughing; he looked as if he was waiting with great impatience for their departure in order to laugh at them all he wanted.
“Countess Dranitsky,” whispered Father Khristofor, getting into the britzka.
“Yes, Countess Dranitsky,” Kuzmichov repeated, also in a whisper.
The impression produced by the countess’s arrival was probably very strong, because even Deniska spoke in a whisper and only dared to shout and whip up the bays when the britzka had gone about a quarter of a mile and instead of the inn nothing but a dim little light could be seen far behind them.
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The Steppe and Other Storics
KATE CHOPIN
The Awakening.
CARL VON CLAUSEWITZ
On War
S.T. COLERIDGE.
Pocms
WILKIE COLLINS
The Moonstone
The Woman in White
CONFUCIUS
Tiox Anulocts
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183

1894

1896

1897

Purchases country house and
estate at Melikhovo, fifty miles
south of Moscow, where he
‘moves with his parents, Maria
and Mikhail. During cholera
epidemic helps man the local
; acts as unpaid “cholera
superintendent” for twenty-five
villages. Writes “The
Grasshopper.” “Ward No. 6"
appears in Russian Thought
Serial publication of The Iland
of Sabdalin (book version
published 1895).

Writes “The Student” (spring).
Boat trip down the Volga
(August). Travels to Europe with
Suvorin (autumn),

Publishes “Three Years.” Visits
Tolstoy at Yasnaya Polyana
(August). Works on The Seagull,
Writes “The House with the
Mezzanine.”

Writes My Lifi- Builds school at
Melikhovo. The Seagull staged in
St. Petersburg (October). The
first night is a disaster, and
Chekhov flees to Melikhovo.
Publishes “Peasants” (February).
Collapse in health; TB
diagnosed (March). Convalesces
in Biarritz and Nice. Sides with
Zola in the Dreyfus affair; ceases
10 write for Netw Times, which
takes an anti-Semitic line.

Gorky: “Makar Chudra.”
Fofanov: Shadows and Secrets.
Hauptmann: The Weaoers.
Macterlinck: Pelias ct
Misande.

Tbsen: The Master Builder,

Critic Dimitri Merezhkovsky
cites Chekhov, Garshin,
Fofanov, and Minsky as
heralds of new era in Russian
literature.

Zola: Le Docteus Pascal.
Bryusov brings out three
collections of The Rusian
Symbolists (10 185).

Balmont: Under Norther i
Rostand: Les Romanesques.
Tolstoy: “Master and Man.”
Gorky: “The Song of the
Falcon”; Clelkash

Bryusov: Cigfs d'Ocures.
Balmont: Boond All Limits.
Fontane: Efi Brist.

Wilde: The Inportance of Being
Earnest

Rostand: La Princess lintaine.
Sologuby first. collection of
Symbolist poetry.
Merczhkovsky: Christ and
Anichist (0 105).

Gorky: “Creatures that Once
Were Men.”

Bunin: To the Edge of the World.
Bryusov: Me cum ese.

Kuprin: Miniatures

Wells: The Iuvisible Man.
Rostand: Gyrano de Begerac.
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faichfil with  double candlesrick (dikisi)
in one hand, signiying he owo narres
of Chris, and a wiple candleick
ek in the oxher, signifyng the three
persons ofthe Triniey. Diing the
Jiorgy, he speks heline Chekhov
qotes here, fce which the hoie sings
the wiagion (e “thice hay”
sspplicaton: “Holy God, Holy Mighty.
Holy Immoral have mercy

on ),

Aline from Pushkin' Evgeny Onegi,
Chapeer 1, Sanza XV

See note o The Sippe

Words fom the Orchodos funerl or
memoriasrvic (“Give s, O Lowd,
o the sol of hy servanewho hasfillen
ety

“The Webdh-born josenal Henry.
Morton Saney (1841-1504), who was
Sent 13 N York Times reporter o find
the fmous Scotsh explore of Africs,
David Livingsone (1313-73), who had
ot been head fom for fveyeurs snd
i pressmed desd. Sanley st st with
His xpediion in 1565 and n 1571 ond
D Livingsone, il b alive.

A phrse limtely derived fiom an
cpisode in Placurcs e of Cacsar. A
the young Caesar was crosing the Alps
on his way o Spin, e pased haoigh 3
wretched villg inbabited by  fe half-
sarsed people. When ks companions
began to make fin of them, Cacsar
eplicd: “For my par, | bad racher be the
it man among these ellowes han the

second min in Rome.”
Count Alexsi A. Arakeheey (1769~
£534), Rasin sodier and sxesman,
wasenrusted by the emperor Pa
(47541504) wic the rfoem ofthe
army sk he caried ot with
Dotoriouly rrbless dsipline.
Areerence o the Gospels “And
bl P R S

E

ones chat believe in me, it s better for
him thae 3 millone were hnged sbost
his neck, and b werecxse oo the sex”
(Mark 9.3 s also Marthew 15:6)

“The lianiesofthe Orthod oy
include s petiton “for  good defeme.
before e dreadJudgament Sst of
Cheise” s he Lt Judgment.

Rsdin, rslos, inefeceal sl of
the 1540, i the e ofthe novel of
the same mame (1356) by Ivan Turgener
(see e 3 above) Heis kil on the
baricades i Pacis during th revohtion
ofisgs

Nikola Leskor (1531-59), one o the
gresest mastesof Rssian prose,
publihed his“Legend of the
Consientions Danil” in 1555

See the epsle ofames 2147 “Even s0.
i, i bt ot works, i dead, being
e and Pusls i tothe
Galurans 3:16  man s no stified by
he works of the L, b by the fich of
Joss Chrie”

“The Pecer-and.-Pacl foreres,the aldse
uibing in Peersbirg, was a prison of
formidable reputation,reserved mainly
for pliica riminal

“The line s fom the poemn
“Remembrance” (1534

S Samuel 157 Sl ha i

i thossands, and David s cen
thowsande.

THE STORY OF AN
UNKNOWN MAN

“The German tide Kameger
(“genteman of the bedchamber
adopred by the Rasian imperialcoure.
“The Hlsces brodher oundod  famoss
delicsenen on Newky Prospectin
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Pecersburg, which is will chere and seill
caled Elseews”

See note 0 The D Gogolisthe
premice i (though msch more than
ases)of Russian leracure AL E.
Siltykor (1536-59), who wroteunder
the name of . Shchedsin, was 3 radicl
publics most mous for his condensed
el isory of R, The Hitry of
a Cortain Toum (136970 the mame of
the townis Glopor, e, “Seupidville
Actualsate councilo wassecond i the
ible of ks e mote 1 0 The Sipp)
oquivilent o the iy rank of
gencrl. The e conferred heesdiry
nobiliy on s older

See note 0 The Dl

The Semate was ot only a egidaive
bosdy bt ako the bighest cosrt of e i
imperal Resia

Theee young writers, Cosne Aleei K.
Tobtoy (1317-75) nd bis cousins Alexei
M. Zhemehszhnikor (1531-1908) ind
Viadimie M. Zhemchushrikov
(1830-54),invenced the absandly unmy
writer Koz Prackos, nd n his e

and eyl wrote verss, aphorisms (s
of pondering”), and a roject fo che
introduction ofunied hinking i
Russa

Aline from Pushkin’ Exgeny Onegin,
Chapee , Sanza XXU, i which the
young poes Lensky ponders he future
(and Pshiin parodicsbad omansic
pocry) before hisfalduel with
Onegin (see note 3 o The Duc),

The Acadimic s e fosnded n
1650 by Cardinal Richeli or the
purpose of sablihing  dicionary of
the French ingeage. T member,
chosenfrom among diinguished
ltcery igres, axc known 2s mmoreals
Diogenes of Synope wasa Greek Cynic
g s el ey .

I
16

s ot clear what “perversicy” is meant
here,
Marcss Catothe Eber (234149 .6
was 2 man ofte et habis and e,
bt didindeed marry  yorng gil et
biswif's desch. The sory is ol in
Plicch’s e of Cato.
Ajombled allsion toche Onthodo:
ingesevice, ehich ncludesinthe
pras forche marrid couple: “Grant
hem ofthe e ofhei bodics, i
chidren, concord ofsoul nd of bods:
st them ke the codrs of Lebanon,
ik s boxurant vin.
Chch Svonic s the hngasge of the
Rusian and oher Savic Orchodox
Chache, derived from OM Balgarian.
Margaste (Gretchen)i che young gil
whos sediced nd abandoned by Fassc
in the monumentalowo-part
Fost (1505, 1552), by the Geeman poct
Jobnn Wolfgng von Gocthe
(a7as-183
See note 30 The Dl
Odlovis refering o saror, hero of
Turgenev’s novel O the Eve (1860,
Whogoes o help liberae he Belgarians
fom Turkish rule but dies before e ges
there
‘The German philosopher Eduard von
Harcmann (1543-1906) psblshed bis
ovjor work, The Phibophy ofthe
Uionsios (Piksohic des Unbesusten),
in 1565, Tews widely ead and o
dacedthe notion ofthe unconcios
inco inclligent conversaion
An adupeed qotaion from Ace I,
Scene i, of W fom Wit (e e to
The Duc), i which the smatmy young
wooer Molchalinsays o Chassky: “At
my age 1 shoud noe dae my own
judgment tobes.
Caille Suoe-Saems (1535-1921) wote
“The Swan (Le ) for bis Camivlof
PRl ok A —
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1878

187

1880

1861

1862

1863

1884

First attempts 1o write a play.

Marriculates. Leaves Taganrog
for Moscow (Augusi), where he
joins his parents and younger
siblings in lodgings. Enrolls 1 2
‘medical student at Moscow
University

First stories published in The
Diagonfy under a pcudonym.

Possbly writing i first
surviving ply, Platoer
Conteibuting regulrly o The
Spectaor. A wih Natalia
Golden (who later marries his
brother Alexander.

Writing regularly for The Alarm
Gk First contribution 10 4 St.
Petersburg paper, Slters, after
‘mecting with the editor, Nikolay
Leykin

Spends summer at his brother
Tean's house at Voskresensk, a
provincial town forty miles from
Moscow. Writes “The Daughier
of Albion,” his first picce for
Spiinrs (0 win renown.
Friendship with Kiscliov family,
neighboring landowners
Beginning of long relationship
with Olga Kundasova
Gradustes. Summer at
Vosksesensk, helping at the
hospital. Returns to Moscow

10 practice medicine. First
symptoms of TB. Publishes
collection of his best storis,
Tales of Melpomenc. A Shooting

Saltykov-Shehedrin: The
Sonctary of Mon Repos.
Garshin: “An Incident”
James: “Daisy Miller.”

Dostoevsky: The Bothere
Haramazoy (0 1880).
Saltykov-Shehedrin: Tie
Gololes Family.

Maupassant: “Boule-de-suit”
Death of Flaubert and
George Eliot

Tolstoy: “What Men Live By.
Turgenev: “The Song of
Triumphant Love.”
Leskov: “The Lefihanded
Crafisman.”

Flaubert: Bousard Pkt
Tbsen: Glosts

Death of Dostocvsky.
Keavchinsky: Undaground
Russia (frst chronice of the
revolutionary movemen).
Uspensky: The Pacer of he
il

Turgenes: “Clara Milich.”
Garshin: “The Red Flower.”
Fet: Evening Lights

Ostrovsky: The Handsome Man.
Maupassant: Une Vi, Clair de
Lune

Tolstoy: Confsion,
Leskov: “The Toupée Artist."
Ostrovsky: Gl withou Gl
Ihsen: The Wild Duck.
Strindberg: Geting Marred (10
1885)

Maupassant: Miss Harriet.
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THE COMPLETE
SHORT NOVELS

ANTON CHEKHOV
A NEW TRANSLATION BY
RICHARD PEVEAR &
LARISAA VOLOKHONSKY

A KNOPF () BOOK
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JOSEPH CONRAD
Heart of Darkness
Lord Jim
Nostromo
The Secret Agent
Typhoon and Other Stories
Under Western Eyes
Victory
THOMAS CRANMER
The Book of Common Prayer
(UK only)

DANTE ALIGHIERT
‘The Divine Comedy

GHARLES DARWIN
The Origin of Species
The Voyage of the Beagle

1 vol)

DANIEL DEFOE
Mol Flanders
Robinson Crusae

CHARLES DICKENS
Barnaby Rudge
Bleak House
David Copperfield
Dombey and Son
Great Expectations.
Hard Times
Litte Dorrit
Martin Chuzzlewit
The Mystery of Ediwin Drood
Nicholas Nickicby
‘The Old Curiosity Shop
Oliver Twist
Our Mutual Friend
The Pickwick Papers
ATale of Two Cities
DENIS DIDEROT
Memoirs of a Nun
JOHN DONNE.

“The Complete English Pocms
FYODOR DOSTOEVSKY
The Adolescent
‘The Brothers Karamazov
Crime and Punishment
Demons
The Double and The Gambler
The Idiot
Notes from Underground

‘W. E. B. DU BOIS
The Souls of Black Folk
(US only)
GEORGE ELIOT
‘Adam Bede
Danicl Deronda
Middiemarch
“The Mill on the Floss
Silas Marner
WILLIAM FAULKNER
The Sound and the Fury
(UK only)
HENRY FIELDING
Joseph Andrews and Shamela

Tom Jones
FSCOTT ITZGERALD
“The Great Gaby
“Thi Sid of Paradic
(UK only)
PENELOPE FITZGERALD
“The Bookshop
The Gate of Angels
“The Blue Flower
n 1 ol
Offhore
Human Voces
“The Beginning o Spring
{1 ol
GUSTAVE FLAUBERT
Madame Bovary
FORD MADOX FORD
"The Good Soldier
Parade’s End
E M FORSTER
Howards End
A Pasage to India
ELIZABETH GASKELL
Mary Barion
EDWARD GIBEON
“The Decline and Falofthe
Roman Empire
Vol 1 05 The Western Empire
Vol 4 10.: The Estern Empire
JW. VN GOETHE,
Seected Works
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THE COMPLETE
HORT NOVEL

ANTON CHEKHOV
ANEW TRANSLATION BY
RICHARD PEVEAR &
LARISAA VOLOKHONSKY

>>2

Alfred A. Knopf - New York
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Akamilavka is 2 stiff upright hat
wanded o Rssian Orchodor prics
and aschpries a3 token of mert

An akahis (rom the Greck akaizo,
“ucanding up") i a specal anticle sung
in Bonor of Chais,the Mother of God,
o one ofthe sint.

The prayer “Many Yeus” asking or 3
peacetilife,hesth, vion, prospriey
in all chings, and many years, i sung for
specfc persons o sich occsions as
apeism, marrige, bithdays, and s0 o0
See  Samoel 16145,

Anton Rabinsten (1529-04) was 3
Rsian pani, composer ind condac-
torand cofosnder ofhe Petenburg
Comerviory

Guerriercouries wers higher couriesin
the hsmanices fo women, i ofcred
dhrosgh Moscow Univrsie in 1573
dhey were ter expanded nco 3 hree-
year universiy progan.

Jscob Becker bl in pins in
Petcnsburg, sring in 1841

The Iventaya Chape,a the
Voskessensky Gate on Red Sqsare in
Moscow; hossed acopy—made in 1645
acthe requesofdh e Alexeh
Mikhailovich (1639-76)—of2 wonder
working ion known s the Ierskays
Mocherof God, thosght to have been
paincedin Byzantsoninth cighth
century and ke in the Ieron.
(berian”) Monstery on Mosnt Adhos
One ofthe holest sites in Moscow, the
chapel s demolshedin Soviee imes
and replaced by a s ofa worker, bic
s bl in 1999,

The Maidof Orleans (Die o s
Orea)is  romantic agedy abose Josn.
of Ase, witten i 1501 by the German,
postand playwright Fisdrich Schiler
(1759-1505). Marya N Ermolova
(15531035) wasone ofthe most Fmoss
S S—

il

See Genesis 3:19, God's punishment of
Ads: “Inthe st of ey fice shalt
thos ext bread, il o retsen sovo the
ground”

Tean Shichkin (1533-99) w3 Rissin
painer who belonged t th guosp.
Knowen s Peredvizhnik (“Teinerans”)
ecause dhey joindly organized inerant
exhibitonsoftheirwork. He ws chichy
 puiner of fores scencs.

The Orthodox fse ofthe Hlevtion of
the Crou i elebrated on Sepember 4.
Yaroslav (380-1054),geandprince of
K, was the son o Viadimis 1 see
pote 7t0 The Duet), Vi 11
Monomakh (10531124, grand prince
of K, was the grandson of arola.

2. Pimen i the monk-chronicle i

Pushkin’stagedy Boris Godnow
(1339, Pimen's monologse inth scene
“Night: A Cell in e Chidowo
Monatery, 1603
fimoss pissags from the play:

The Kemans,calld Polowsin Rasia,
were  nomdic Exe Turkic people who
imvaded southern R inthe cleven
cencury and fosghewith the Kiewan
princs. They wete cventualy defeted
by he eatern Shavs and wees crushed
defniively by e invading Mongol in
s

A memorialsrvice (pankhide)for 3
dead person s rdiionaly served on
thenindh, ewentich, and forieh days
llowing the deah

Delcnes s Don Qixore's ame for the
peasane el whom b idealzes s bis:
chivalic ldy love n Cervaness novel
Rassuding crudely rephrses s remark
made by Chky in Acc I, Scene i, of
Griboodov's Wi fom Wit ee noe 3 to
The Duc,

Aneferenceto che poem “The Drearn”
(840 by Mikhsil Lermontor s ote
3 00 The Duel), sbout a sokdier who dies

s one ofthe mose
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1888

1889

1890

1891

Writes The Steppe (January). The
Chekhovs rent a summer dacha
at Sumy in the Ukraine;
friendship with Lintvariov
family. Visits Suvorin in the
Crimea; goes to Baku with
Suvorin's son. Makes first of
several abortive attempts to buy
a farm in the Ukraine. Awarded
half the Russian Academy’s 1888
prize for literature. Stays with
Suvorin in St. Petersburg
December); meets Tehaikovsky.
Toanoy a success in St. Petersburg
(January). Death of his brother
Nikolai, a talented arist, from
tuberculosis (June). Spends the
summer in Sumy. Short visit to
Odessa, where the Moscow
Maly Theater company is on
tour; writes “A Boring Story”
while in the rimea. The Wood
Demon produced in Moscow but
badly received (November).

In April sets off for Sakhalin, 2
penal colony off the Pacific coast
of Siberia, traveling by road and
river. Returns via Hong Kong,
Singapore, and Ceylon, arriving
in Moscow in December. Writes
“Gusev.”

To Vienna, Venice, Florence,
Rome, Naples, Nice, Monte
Carlo, and Paris with Suvorin
(March to May). Summer spent
at Bogimovo, joined by friends
including Lika Mizinova (later to
provide the inspiration for the
character of Nina in The Sagull)
and the artist Levitan. Writes
The Duel. Engaged in fund-
raising activities for victims of
the famine.

Suicide of Vsevolod Garshin.
Strindberg: Miss Julie.
Maupassant: Piare e Jean.
James: “The Aspern Papers.”
Hardy: Wesex Tales.

Kipling: Plain Tales fiom the
Hills.

Tolstoy: “The Kreutzer
Sona
Kravchinsky: The Carer of a
Nililst,

Ertel: The Gardenins.
Hauptmann: Before Surrise.
Maeterlinck: La Princesse
Maleine.

Tolstoy: The Fruits of
Enlightennent.

Polonsky: Evening Bell

Tbsen: Hedda Gabler
Maeterlinck: Les Aveigls.
Wilde: The Pictae of Dorian
Gra

Death of Goncharo.

Leskov: “Night Owls.”
Ertel: Clange

Conan Doyle: The Adventures
of Sherlock Holnes.
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Ilya Musomers and Nightingale the
Robber arespic heross fom the
anooymous medictl Russian poces
known s byliny.
A popsla diortion ofthe name of
St George.
“Thatis, Ssin Basbaes, 2 sty of the
hindceneary nd patron sin of
acllerymen.
Inan Onthodx church,th iconoseus,
s partion with three doors and
decorsced wih cons,spariesche.
sancesay fom the main body ofhe
church.
Aprosphor s 2 small osnd oaf o
lesvened bread, ofered by the fihfel
and blesed b thepris, 2 porion of
which i incorporatedintothe
sacrament ofthe cschurs
Kb, prepanaion of boiled geain, s
one ofthe saples ofthe Russian dic
35, The e of Theophany, known inthe
Wt Epiphany, commemorites
Chris bpcim in che Jordan, I 6
on Jmsary 6
“There was  schism in the Rusian
Orthodos Chch following the reforms
insivsted by the paciach Nikon i the
seventeenth century. Those who.
ejected the eformscame o be known
20 OM Believers:thy were (and are)
enenlly conservatve and ofsict
bebavior, and svoid ontace wich the
Orthodos.
“The feue of s Peter and Pl ill on
June 35
InUkninian the common nosn mazepa
mean “boor” Ie e o che proper
ame or pickname of hetman of he
Ukainian Cossacks (1644-1709), who.
it served Pece he Grear, then tned
agins bim and oined Chares Xl of
Sweden. When Chades ws defeated
s e b of Polavs, Mazepa (or
Mazeppa) flod to Tutkey.

Egorushka whispers the finst words of
he bymn fom the Amphors the
“offring ") in the Orthodex gy,
Petse Mogil (1£96-1646), 2 Mokdavian
nokleman who, e sdying in Prs,
ceurned home t become 1n Orchodox
monk and evenrualythe merropolian
of Kiev, reformed theologial cholar.
i and wote  ighly sl
Orthodox Catehim.

“The quocion i fom Sain Pauls
episle o the Hebrewes (155).
Frightened by che host of the Philines,
King S22 s0ught hel fom the witch of
Endor who calldup the piit of he
dead prophee Samsel 1 Samsel 25
729

Saine Basl he Great (129-7), bisbop of
Cacsares nd e of the most imporcane
ichers of the Orcbodos Chirch, stsdied
i th pltonic Academy of Adhens

Saine Nesor the Chioniler (156~
1114), f the Monasery of the Cavesin
Kiev,probably one ofthe fs Ressian
ehroniclers,aho wrot the lvesof Sanes
Bors nd Gich and of Ssint Theodosis,
oneofthe founden of the monisery
and threfor of Rssian monisicsm.

THE DUEL

Rsian vl servanes bad official
niforms simil o the mily.

Stae cosneilo s the 5 i the tble
of ranks (s note 110 The ). Only
thoseofthe fourth rank and higher,
which confered hereditay nobily,
were enred o be clled

“Your Excellney.

boan Targenes (1815-53) inerodsced
i teren i bis Dy of a Supeons
Man (1559 i came o ypiy
intellocnuals fiom the 18404 1 che 608,
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published in bis lifecime. Originally
scoredfo the dosble b, i s been
adspred fo cll, vk, e, g,
and pino soo. It waschoreogeaphed s
“The Dying Swan” by Mikhal Fkine
in 1905

25, See Jodges 165 “And Samson by )
‘midnight, ad arose ¢ midnight, and
ook the doors of the gate ofhe iy,
and e o posts,and e avay with
hem,barand ll,and pi chem spon his
Shosers, and caried them up tothe
top of an hillshacsbefore Hebron.

1. See Geness 1126 “And God s, Let s

ke man i o image, er oor

likens.

“The episode occurs in part one, chapeer

13, he Hmilsedandthe e

(1361 by Fyodor Dostoevsky (1531

See Luke 3313943, where one o the

o thievescrsficed with Chiist tsens

o Him and says: “Lond, emenmber me

when thos comest inco thy Kinglom.

And Jssssid unto hion, Verity 1 sy

o thee, Today shil thos be with me

in paraise”

4. Le B Goriot (135 is one of the major
Dol rom the serics Lacomide
namaine, by Hono de Balsac

59, Zinaids Fyodorovna
asotesthe words of the novel’ hero,
the pennilessyoung Rastignic, i the
very end of the novel

Antonio Canas(1737-1523) was the

et Ilin neoclasiclsclptor.

Marino Faliero (1274-1353), fom an

lstrious Veneran fmily tha spplied

he ity with several doges, was himself.
made dogein 1354 Caught up in 3 plor

o sasinse he nobles and sblsh

il s dicetor, he was ried by the

Coneil of Ten and decpinted. He s

the anly one of he sevenry-sixdoges of

Verice whose portst hisbeen removed

from the wll of che Sal del Maggior.

)

LS

By

&

Consigho in the ducal palice on Saint,
Mark's Squae,

See note 5 to The Ducl

Aline rom a popiiarsong, probibly
sbost the batle of Poltava n 1709 (e
ok 350 The Sepe

Ol paraphesses o linesfoms Ace,
Scene i, of e fom Wit “What
chore, O Creor o be th ftherof s
roven-up dasghter”

THREE YEARS

See note 13 10 The Duc
See note 32 10 The e

Anion the Wi (1546) s 2 s novel
by D. V. Grigorovich (132-55)
depicing pessane I i the darkes
color.

The vale Marvei conslsSeva
Olonsky with tis phease s the very
beginning of Tobtoy's Ams Karnina
(s

See note 18 o The e

The Bl of Coneile (o known n
English 13 The Chines o Normandy) is 3
comic opereta by he French composer
Robere Planguette (1843-1903), e
performed n Bars at the Thelee des
Folies Deamatiqees in Apri 1577 and in
Neww York at the Fith Avense Theater
in October ofthe same yeur.

“The imam Shamil (1756-1571) was the
Teader o jhad aginst the Resians
among the mosnaineersof Dagesan
and Chechya dhas bsted foreweny-ive
yeurs

See note 5 t0 The Sty of an U
Man. Porphyry Golovlyov, known 3

Golopor Fanily (1576), i a0 unctsons
Iappocrine and moesl sosuses.
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DATE  AUTHOR'S LIFE LITERARY CONTEX

1859 Goneharov: Oblamar.
Ostrovaky: The Sorm.

1860 Anton Pavlovich Chekhov born  Turgenev: On the Eve, “First
in Taganrog on the Sea of Azov  Love.
in southern Russia (16 January),  Dostocvsky: The House of the
the third of seven children of 3 Dead (0 1863).
small shopkeeper, and grandson  George Eliot: The Millon te
of a serf who had bought his o,
fieedom.

1861 Herzen publishes My Pustand

Thoughts (0 1866),
Dickens: Grat Expectations

T

1862 Turgenev: Fathers and Children
Hugo: Les Misirables.
Flaubert: Salamnbi,

1863 Tolstoy: The Cossacks
Chernysheasky: Wiat Is 0 e
Done?

Nekrasov: Rad-Nosed Fios
186y Dostoevsky: Notes fim
Undergrund.
Fet: “Tormented by lf ..."

1855 Leskov: “Lady Macbeth of
the Mtensk District”
Slepsov: Hard Tims.
Dickens: Ou Mutual Frend.

1856 Dostocvsky: Crime and.
Puisimat.
Daudet: Lettres de mon masdin.
1857 Barolled at parish school Turgene: Soke
attached to Greek Orthodox  Dostocysky: The Gamblr
church. Unable to master Zola: Thrse Raquin

modern Greek, he leaves at the  Marx: Das Kapial, vol. 1.
end of the school year.

1868 Joins preparatory class atthe  Laveov: Hisorical Letts.
Taganrog gimnazia. Followi Nekrasov: “Who Can Be
the recent reforms of Dmitry  Happy and Free in Russia?”
Tolstoy, minister of educatior
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in the bartle of Dasgo, in which the ‘adopted by Orthodox monks, but highly

imam Sl deveed a crsbing et snosiland e . iven mame
tothe Rosionfres under General (Clopae nly dghdly o s
[———— P ————
5. S ot 0 The Sty of o U body, i i e  manicip by
Mo 7 Tt the v wec s prceing e
. Grigory LobysnoichSkurtor Bbky et ofsns Pt and Pl on e 35
(@167, known s Ny Sk, 5. Acthe d of ool comedy R
s the ighe and man ofthe sl (“The mpecorGenert ), which
he Terible (1550-54), who made bim  openodin Apeil 1656, he goernorin
eud ofthe Oprichnins,specil force i monologse ok ase e e
oppod o he noily whch sudience o s e ses“pignose”
wrried Rais, busing,plsice es——
nd mdeing man pople. PR —
. Thatisthe Chicigo Work e of Genghin Khun, nvadedosthern R
1895, o offcly . the W' andby 1242w in ol ofh Kievn
Colimbian Exposion. pincsl.Ha sy kncvnso e

Kipehak Khanse andin Russi s che
Golden Honde, had s e in Saay o
the lower Vol

AiiBE 10, See note 17 0 The Siepp.
11, Sce Lke 169, Chris' reproach o the

. Borodino wasth scene ofthe it Pharises: "And 1 sy snco you, Make 0
pitchod bucde benween the Russins yosselves fiends ofthe mmmon of
inder Genersl Kstszov and the French nrighteossnes e, whenye i, thy.
nder Napalcon, fought on Sepenber ay receive you int everlsting
71513, endedin 3 s, wich esvy. habieaions.”
casualies on both sides “The decessed pesan (r “dead sosl”)
Marshal ofche nobiley was che bighese Byocr Savelies Disspec- Trogh s
eciveoffce among the Rusian menvioned in Volume One, Chapeer 7,
nobilty before dhe reforms of e 15655 of Gogol'snovel-pocm Dead Sous

5. Collegit asssor ws cighth of the (1842,
fourtcen civil ks n Russia feepote 113, Inimperil Russia, seminaries were
o The Sappe,eqeivilent o the wilary oftenthe only schools open o the
ek of mjor ehikren ofpoorer tradesmen and

4 There were seven chss in the Rasian pessans, who wosl atend them
ymnasim, o high school he sevendh without necesarly preparing for 3
being the Lt clerical caseer. Smimarians acgined a

5 1 the Book of Danie, 167, the mames ceputaion forbeing couse, owdy, and
of Danielsthice compnions — Balfdcieod. Many ninsecenth- nd.
Hananih, Mishacl, 3nd Azarish— eventeds century Rissia revltion-
r changed by the pince of King ares were former smiarians, among
Nebuchudnesr’s cunschs o Shadeach, them Joseph St
Meshach,and Abedoego. Mishacl 4. Thicis, Theophany (e note 390 The

(Misailin Stavonic) is  name often Steppe).
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“The decoration of the Order of Sainc

S Thomas'sSanday s he firse
Sunday aftr Exter Marisges were ot
performed duting the iy days preced-
ing Easer,comprising the forey daysof
Lent and Holy Week: ths,they were
married 1 so0n s possble afr Eer.
See note 11 to The Sppe

“The Pechencs wee Torkic nomads
Whe inbabitedthe ower Vlga egion in
e cighth and nineh centries. Driven
wes by dhe Kumans hey secledinthe
southern Ukraine, wherethey harsed
e Kivan principaley.In 1061 they
cven besieged Constantinople, whee
cheywere virually naibilieed by he
emperor Alexis

B, che iner bk of the linden, s 3
fiber s by Rasin peasants 0 make
shoss, mats, ad 0 on.

Akalik i sich and. by implication,
tighe fised pessane the word Kk
means “ft”).

“The sec of the agellnes ("Khysey”)
emerged among Risian pesants in the
seventeenth cencury. I adherencs
pracilced self fagellazion 2 2 means of

. The romance *

purification from sin. Both the sect and.
the practice were condemned by the
Chrch.

Among the Russian ineelligencsia che
15408 were the period of Bberalidealim,
the 15695 the period of radical il
“The year dhaethe Varangian chief Ruik
(& 579, founder ofthe firse dynaey of
Rusian s, setled in Novgorod:
Teveas customary to hokd 2 prayerservice
in any new building (or o buikling
with new nbabicans) and bles the
rooms wih thesprinkling ofholy watcr.
ight.” by Pyorr lyich
Tehaikovsky (1549-93). o words by the
poct Yako Polonsky (1519-95).

“The md stove of Russian peasane
cortages was(and ) an elborate
consriction tht inclides a shelffor
secping. O people commanly dept on
thesove, i being the warmes phce in
the hosse

. See note 30 to The Yo

Alexander Ostrovsky (1823-96) was the
ot prolific Rusian playwright ofbis
ime, abor of i hronicles he

pocti folk play Sneguhl, and

nsmeross relisic/stircal dramas set
among the merchan clas.





OPS/images/Chek_9780307428295_epub_002_r1.jpg
1868 cont Greek and Latin dominate the

1869

1870

17

1872

1873

1874
1875

1876

1877

curriculum and study of
“subversive” subjects such as
Russian lterature is severely
restricted.

Embarks on cight-year course
that he completes in ten, being
twice kept down. Obliged to
work in his father’s shop in the
evenings and on holidays

Death of his infant sbier,
Evgenia.

Goes 1o the theater for the first
time (Offenbach’s La Belle Helond
and is immediately hooked,

“Two of his brothers leave for
Moscow, Alexander to the
universit, Nikolai 0 art college.
Anton sarts a class magazine,
The Hiceup.

Facing bankeuptcy, his father
fiees 0 Moscow, leaving Anton
10 negotiate with debtors and
creditors (April. His mother and
the two youngest children, Maria
and Mikhal, follow in July
‘When his younger broiher lvan
joinsthe rest of the family,
‘Anton i ef alone in Taganrog
to complete his education.
Finances himself by coaching.

Tolstoy: War and Pace
Goneharov: The Pripic
Flaubert: L'duwation
setimental.
Gaboriau: Monsicr Letoy.
Nerne: Vg mille liues sous
es mer.
Turgeney: “King Lear of the
Steppes.”
Death of Herzen and
Dickens.
Dostocsky: Demons.
Ostrovsky: The Focst.
Elio: Middlemarch 10 1872).
Turgenev: “Spring Torrents”;
A Month in the Coulry
(frst performance).
Leskov: Cathadral Fok.
Kushehevsky: Niolay Negores,
o Th Sl R,
tasche: The Bithof Tiagey.
Oty The S o

Eliot: Danicl Davonda
Henry James: Rodirick Hudon

Tolstoy: Ansa K
Turgenev: Virgin Soil
Garshin: “Four Days.”
Zola: LAsommair.
Flaubert: Tiois contes.
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D. H. LAWRENCE.
Coliected Storics
“The Rainbow
Sons and Lovers
Women in Love
MIKHAIL LERMONTOV
A Herq of Our Time
PRIMO LEVI
16 This is  Man and The Truce
(UK only)
The Periodic Table
THE MABINOGION.

NIGCOLO MACHIAVELLI
The Prince
NAGUIB MAHFOUZ
The Gairo Trilogy
THOMAS MANN
Buddenbrooks
Gollected Stories (UK only)
Death in Venice and Other Stories
S only)
Doctor Faustus
Joseph and His Brothers
"The Magic Mountain
KATHERINE MANSFIELD
The Garden Party and Other
Stories
MARCUS AURELIUS
GABRIEL GARCIA MARQUEZ
“The General in His Labyrindh
Love in the Time of Cholera
One Hundred Years of Salitude
ANDREW MARVELL
The Complte Porms
W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM
Collected Stories
CORMAC McCARTHY
The Border Trilogy (US only)
HERMAN MELVILL
The Complete Shorter Fiction
Moby-Dick,

JOHN STUART MILL,
O Liberty and Utlitarianism
JOHN MILTON
The Gompletc Englsh Pocrms

'YUKIO MISHIMA
The Temple of the
Golden Pavilion

MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU
Leters

MIGHEL DE MONTAIGNE
The Complete Works
THOMAS MORE.
Utopia
TONI MORRISON
Soug of Solomon,
MURASAKI SHIKIBU
The Tale of Genji

VLADIMIR NABOKOV
Lol
Pale Fire
Prin
Speak, Memory
V.S NAIPAUL
A House for Mr Bisws
THE NEW TESTAMENT
King James Version)
THE OLD TESTAMENT
King James Version)
GEORGE ORWEL

THOMAS PAINE.
Rights of Man
and Common Sense

BORIS PASTERNAK.
Doctor Zhivago
SYLVIA PLATH
“The Bell Jar (US only)
PLATO
The Republic
‘Symposium and Phacdrus
EDGAR ALLAN POE
‘The Complte Stories
MARCEL PROUST
In Search of Lost Time
(4 vols, UK only)
ALEXANDER PUSHKIN
The Collected Stories






