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  NIKOLAI GOGOL (18091852), the son of a gentleman farmer who was the author of Ukrainian folk comedies, was born in the Ukraine and grew up on his mother’s family estate. He attended a variety of boarding schools, where he proved an indifferent student and made few friends but was admired for his gifts as a comic actor. In 1828 he moved to St. Petersburg and began to publish stories, and by the mid-1830s he had established himself in the literary world and been warmly praised by Pushkin. In 1836, his play The Inspector-General was attacked as immoral, and Gogol went abroad, where he remained for most of the next twelve years. During this time he wrote two of his best-known stories, “The Nose” and “The Overcoat,” and in 1842 he published the first part of his masterpiece Dead Souls. Gogol became ever more religious as the years passed, and in 1847 he fell under the sway of an Orthodox priest on whose advice he burned much of the second part of Dead Souls and soon gave up writing altogether. After undertaking a fast to purify his soul, he died at the age of forty-two.



  DONALD RAYFIELD is emeritus professor of Russian and Georgian at Queen Mary, University of London.


  DEAD SOULS


  An Epic Poem


  NIKOLAI GOGOL


  Translated from the Russian and with an introduction by


  DONALD RAYFIELD


  NEW YORK REVIEW BOOKS


  [image: ]


  New York


  CONTENTS


  Biographical Notes


  Title Page


  Introduction


  DEAD SOULS


  Part One:1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10,11


  Part Two:1, 2, 3,4


  One of the Final Chapters


  Copyright and More Information


  INTRODUCTION


  
    I have managed to translate this book, but I am apprehensive: the fact is, once a book has been translated, translating it again is a great sin, because the second translation will appear to be a hostile act against the first.


    Dachi, Georgian monk


    (circa AD 900)

  


  This is probably the thirteenth translation of Nikolai Gogol’s Dead Souls into English. On the whole, each successive translation has been more professional and accurate, so that in my recent predecessors I could detect only half a dozen mistakes and a couple of omitted lines (oddly enough, in the two most recent versions these occur in the same place). Nevertheless, rather than revise an existing translation, there seemed to be good reason to undertake a totally new one. First, because even greater accuracy can be achieved: total accuracy is probably impossible. Gogol was a great collector of new and arcane words, and even though his notebooks record the meaning, he was notoriously uninterested in accuracy and never made systematic inquiries, so that what a word actually means may contradict what Gogol thought it meant, and the translator probably has to settle for the latter meaning. (Russian commentators differ in their interpretations, but I have, other factors being equal, usually adopted those offered by V. A. Voropaev and I. A. Vinogradov in their 1994 edition.)


  The second justification for translating Dead Souls again is that a much fuller text needs to be presented to the English-speaking reader. The unfinished (or half-destroyed) part 2, for instance, has usually been translated from the second version that Gogol produced. As a rule, Russian readers are given both the first and the second versions, which are ninety percent identical. The first version, however, does have two or three magnificent episodes which Gogol discarded: Chichikov’s anecdote “Love us when we’re nasty, since anyone would love us when we’re nice” and Chichikov’s consultation with a lawyer are too superb, in my view, to omit. This version therefore attempts a synoptic version of part 2, basing the translation on the second version but incorporating passages from the first, whenever the loss seems serious. The situation is somewhat like that of Wordsworth’s The Prelude, where religious feelings, as well as artistic maturity, drove the author to revise, and sometimes spoil, a more youthful version. Recent editorial and archival work in Russia has brought to light a number of passages which Gogol intended to add to a final edition of the work: one of them (the conversation of the town officials with Korobochka and Sobakevich) would be fit to incorporate into part 1, except for the disruption this would cause to the flow of the existing narrative.


  Other factors have played a role in my approach to translation. Gogol’s Russian text is ideal for theatrical recitation, and I have tried to ensure that in English, too, the sentences, however long, can be spoken aloud without getting out of breath.


  This is not the place for an essay on Gogol’s life or on the genesis and meaning of Dead Souls. As far as biographies and critical studies in English go, the reader is spoilt for choice: I suggest (in descending order of personal preference) that readers seek out monographs by Vladimir Nabokov, V. V. Gippius, Vsevolod Setchkarev, Henri Troyat, Victor Erlich, David Magarshack, Charles Edward Turner, Janko Lavrin, and Ernest Dupuy. My personal contribution to their disquisitions is that, after teaching Gogol to students for forty years and visiting Russia over an even longer period, I have progressed (or regressed) from the prevailing academic view of Gogol as a phantasmagorist, even as an idiot savant, creating, like Kafka, a parallel world from a reality he sees without logical understanding, closer to the view of the nave Russian “realists” of more than a hundred years ago: that Gogol sees very clearly and represents, with no more distortion than art requires, the same Russia that astounded the Marquis de Custine and frustrated or bewitched other travelers, a Russia still recognizable today. An encounter with Russian customs will convince any traveler that Chichikov really did begin his career in the Customs Service, and any traffic policeman will observe an etiquette of bribery identical to Chichikov’s registering his purchases of dead souls.


  I might also add that part 2 is neither as incomplete nor as uneven as the critical consensus asserts. The content of the missing chapters (between chapter 4 and the final, or near-final, chapter) can be inferred from that last chapter, and, if there are failures (such as Gogol’s paralysis when faced with the task of describing the uncompromising self-sacrificing heroine Ulinka, a type that was waiting for Turgenev and Dostoevsky to turn her into a role model for Russian womanhood), they are few and far between and of little significance compared with the brilliance of the setting (the south of the Ukraine) and the wonderfully evoked and now likable characters of General Betrishchev, Platonov, and Petukh, let alone the subtle development in Chichikov himself. Part 2, in any case, contains in embryonic form most major Russian fiction of the rest of the nineteenth centuryGoncharov’s Oblomov, Turgenev’s Rudin, Dostoevsky’s penitent criminals, and Tolstoy’s heart-searching landowners. For that reason alone, it deserves rehabilitating.


  Anna Pilkington also thoroughly compared this translation with the original and corrected a number of omissions, blunders, and infelicities.


  Donald Rayfield


  August 2008


  DEAD SOULS


  PART ONE


  1


  Lieutenant colonels in retirement, staff captains, landowners with about a hundred serfs, bachelorsin a nutshell, anyone classed as middling gentry tends to drive a vehicle like the rather fine small barouche that drove through the gates of the hotel in the town of N, a provincial capital. The gentleman in the barouche was no Apollo, neither was he ugly. He was neither fat nor thin. He couldn’t be called old, yet he wasn’t young, either. His arrival created no stir in the town and was not marked by any particular event; but two Russian peasants standing by the doors of the tavern opposite the hotel did make a few remarks which referred to the carriage rather than to its passenger. “Look at that,” one said to the other, “what a pair of wheels! What do you think, would it get to Moscow, if it had to, or wouldn’t it?” “It would,” replied the other. “But I don’t think it would get as far as Kazan, would it?” “Not to Kazan,” replied the other. At that the conversation ended. However, when the barouche drove up to the hotel, it crossed the path of a young man wearing very tight and short white linen trousers, a frock coat which was meant to be fashionable, revealing a shirtfront fastened by a bronze pistol-shaped pin made in Tula. The young man turned around, looked at the carriage, put his hand to his cap, which the wind threatened to blow off, and went on his way.


  When the carriage entered the courtyard, the gentleman was greeted by the inn servant, or waiter as they are called in Russian inns, a man who spun around so nimbly that it was quite impossible to get a look at his face. He came running out swiftly, a napkin in his hand, a lanky man in a long denim frock coat, whose back came up to the nape of his neck; he shook his hair and swiftly led the gentleman upstairs and along the length of the wooden veranda to show him to the room God had granted him. The room was the familiar sort, for the hotel was also the sort familiar in provincial capitals, where for two rubles a day travelers get a quiet room with cockroaches black as damsons peeking out of every corner, and with a door, blocked by a chest of drawers, leading to a room where someone else is staying, taciturn and unobtrusive but extremely inquisitive and curious about every detail of his neighbor, the traveler. The hotel’s exterior faade matched its interior: it was very long and two stories high. The lower story was of plain dark-red brick, even darker thanks to the deleterious effects of the seasons, and dirty by its very nature. The upper story was painted the inevitable yellow. Built into the lower story were shops selling yokes, ropes, and wooden balls to protect horses’ legs from chafing. In the corner shop, or in the window to be precise, a spiced-drink seller was sitting, with a copper samovar and a face equally copper-colored, so that at a distance you might think that there were two samovars in the window, were it not that one of these samovars had a beard as black as pitch.


  While the new arrival was examining his room, his luggage was brought in: first of all, a white leather suitcase, somewhat battered, obviously much traveled. The suitcase was carried in by the driver, Selifan, a squat fellow wearing a sheepskin jacket, and by the footman, Petrushka, about thirty years old, a rather surly-looking fellow with a very thick nose and thick lips, wearing a floppy, well-worn frock coat, clearly a hand-me-down from his master. The suitcase was followed by a mahogany carrying case with Karelian birch inlay, shoe trees, and a roast chicken wrapped in greaseproof paper. When all this had been brought in, Selifan the driver set off for the stables to attend to the horses, while Petrushka the footman began to make himself at home in the small hallway, a very dark kennel of a place, which he had already filled with his greatcoat and his own peculiar smell which imbued the sack of footman’s things that he had brought in. He fixed a narrow three-legged bedstead to the wall of this kennel and covered it with a miniature mattress, as flat and battered, and perhaps just as greasy, as the pancake which he had managed to wheedle from the hotelier.


  While the servants were busy sorting everything out, the gentleman set off for the dining room. Any traveler knows only too well what these dining rooms are like: the usual oil-painted walls, blackened high up by pipe smoke and rubbed to a shine farther down by the backs of various travelers, even more so by the backs of the local merchants, for on market days the merchants come in groups of six or seven to drink their usual pot of tea with an extra pot of boiling water; the usual sooty ceiling; the usual sooty chandelier with a thicket of pendant bits of glass, which bounce up and down and jingle every time the waiter runs past between the oilcloth-covered tables, waving with bravura a tray carrying as many teacups as there are birds on the seashore; the usual oil paintings on the wallin a word, the same as anywhere else, the only difference being that one picture portrayed a nymph with breasts more enormous than any that the reader, I am certain, has ever seen, although such a freak of nature can be seen in certain historical paintings of unknown date, provenance, and ownership, which are imported into Russia, sometimes by our great magnates, lovers of the arts, who buy a lot of them in Italy on the advice of their guides.


  The gentleman removed his cap and freed his neck from a colorful wool cravat, the sort that wives knit personally for their husbands together with edifying instructions to wrap up warm, while who gives them to bachelors I really cannot say, God knows, I’ve never worn such cravats. After undoing his cravat, the gentleman ordered dinner. While he was being served the usual various dishes in such innscabbage soup, with a puff pastry deliberately kept several weeks for travelers; brains and peas; sausages and cabbage; roast pullet; pickled gherkins; the eternal sweet puff pastry, always on the menuwhile he was being served dishes warmed up and dishes just served cold, he got the servant, or waiter, to tell him all sorts of trivial things about who used to run the inn, who ran it now, whether it brought in a lot of income, whether the owner was a nasty piece of work, to which the waiter, as was his custom, would reply, “Oh yes, sir, a real crook.” As in enlightened Europe, so in enlightened Russia, there are nowadays a very great number of respectable people who cannot have a meal in an inn without having a conversation with the servant, or even a joke at his expense. The new arrival’s questions, however, were not all trivial; he asked a lot of extremely pointed questions: Who was the governor of the town, the chief judge, the chief prosecutor, in fact he did not leave out a single important official; with even greater precision, if not personal concern, he asked about all the important landowners, how many serfs each had, how far they lived from town, even what sort of person they were, and how often they visited the town; he asked in detail about local conditions, prevalent diseasesepidemic fevers, lethal contagious diseases, such as smallpoxand all these questions were so exhaustively and precisely put that they were clearly inspired by more than mere curiosity. The gentleman’s manners were rather august, and he blew his nose extremely loudly. How he did this is a mystery, but his nose sounded like a trumpet. This apparently completely innocuous talent did, however, evoke the servant’s respect, so that every time he heard the sound he would shake his hair, straighten himself attentively, and, inclining his head from above, ask if anything were required. After dinner the gentleman drank a cup of coffee and sat on the sofa, placing behind his back a cushion which in Russian inns is always stuffed not with springy wool but with something remarkably like bricks and cobblestones. Here he began to yawn and asked to be taken to his room, where he lay down and slept for two hours. After his rest he wrote on a piece of paper, at the request of the inn servant, his rank, Christian name, and patronymic and surname to be passed on, as appropriate, to the police. As he went downstairs the waiter made out syllable by syllable on the piece of paper the following: “Collegiate Councillor Pavel Ivanovich Chichikov, landowner, on private business.” While the waiter was still deciphering the note, Pavel Ivanovich Chichikov had already set off to inspect the town, which appeared to satisfy him, for he found that the town was no worse than any other provincial capital: one was strongly struck by the yellow paint on stone buildings, while wooden buildings were colored a modest dark gray. The buildings were one- or two-story, or one-and-a-half with the inevitable mezzanine, which provincial architects consider to be very beautiful. Sometimes these houses seemed to be lost behind endless wooden fences in streets as wide as fields; sometimes they were clustered together, and then the movement of people and the animation were more noticeable. Intermittently one came across shop signs, almost washed out by rain, displaying bagels and shoes, occasionally with drawings of blue trousers and the signature of a tailor “from Arsaw.” There was a shop selling caps, peaked and not peaked, with the inscription THE FOREIGNER VASILI FIODOROV; there was a picture of a billiards table with two players wearing frock coats, just like those that actors wear in our theaters when they come onstage as “guests” in the last act. The billiards players were shown aiming their cues, with their arms twisted behind their backs, and bowlegged, as if they had just completed an entrechat in the air. Underneath all this was an inscription: AND HERE IS THE ESTABLISHMENT. Here and there in the open street were tables laden with nuts, soap, and gingerbread that looked like soap; there was a tavern with a drawing of a fat fish with a fork stuck into it. Much more frequently, however, one came across signs with barely discernible official two-headed eagles, now replaced by the laconic inscription LICENSED PREMISES. Everywhere the paving was fairly bad. Chichikov even took a look at the town park, which consisted of some haggard saplings that had rooted badly and were supported by triangular stakes, very nicely painted with green oil paint. But although these trees were no taller than reeds, they were mentioned in the newspapers in a description of the illuminations: “Our town has been beautified, thanks to the city’s caring chief administrator, by a park which consists of shady, broad-branching trees that offer a cool refuge on a sultry day,” and “It was very moving to see citizens’ hearts quivering with an overflow of thankfulness, and tears flowing in gratitude to his lordship, the mayor.” After minutely questioning a constable about the shortest route, should it be needed, to the cathedral, the government offices, the governor’s house, Chichikov set off to take a look at the river that ran through the middle of the town; on the way he tore off a poster nailed to a pillar so that he could give it his full attention when he got home; he stared hard at a rather good-looking woman walking along the wooden footpath with a small boy, dressed in military uniform and carrying a parcel, in tow. Then surveying the scene once more, as though he wanted to fix the location in his mind, he set off straight home to his hotel room, accepting from the inn servant gentle assistance in climbing the stairs. He drank his fill of tea, settled at the desk, ordered a candle, took the poster out of his pocket, raised it to the candlelight, and, screwing up his right eye, began to read. Not that there was anything remarkable in the poster: a performance of Mr. Kotzebue’s drama, with Rolla played by Mr. Popliovin, Kora by Miss Ziablova; the other characters were even less interesting, but he read the entire cast list and even the price of a stall and learnt that the poster had been printed in the governor’s official printworks. Then he turned the poster over to see if there was anything else, but finding nothing, rubbed his eyes, folded it up neatly, and put it in his carrying case, where he customarily kept everything he came across. The day appeared to have come to an end with a portion of cold veal, a bottle of sparkling malt kvass, and a deep sleep with all pumps working, as the expression goes in certain parts of the extensive Russian empire.


  All the following day was given over to making calls: the new arrival set off to visit all the town’s high-ranking officials. He paid his respects to the governor, who turned out to be, like Chichikov, neither fat nor thin, had the Order of St. Anne around his neckit was even rumored that he had been recommended for the Order of St. Stanislas starand was a very good-hearted sort and even did occasional embroidery on tulle. Then Chichikov went to see the vice-governor, then he visited the prosecutor, the chief judge, the chief of police, the alcohol monopolist, the chief manager of state factories ... unfortunately, it’s hard to remember all the mighty and powerful, but suffice it to say that the new arrival proved himself to be remarkably enterprising in his visits: he even went to pay his respects to the inspector of medical services and the town architect. Afterwards he spent a long time sitting in his barouche trying to think of anyone else he ought to call on, but there were no other officials in the town. In his conversations with these authorities he showed great skill at flattering each one. To the governor he hinted in passing that entering his province was like entering paradise, the roads were as smooth as velvet, and that governments who appoint wise officials deserve high praise. To the chief of police he said something very flattering about the town constables, while in conversation with the vice-governor and the chief judge, who were still only state councillors, he said twice, by mistake, “Your Excellency,” which pleased them greatly. The upshot of all this was that the governor invited him to a soire that same day at his house, while other officials invited him to dinner, to a round of Boston whist, or to a cup of tea.


  The new arrival seemed to avoid saying much about himself; if he did, then only vaguely, with striking modesty, and then his turn of phrase became rather bookish: that he was an insignificant worm in this world and not really worthy of others’ concern, that he had been sorely tried in his lifetime, that he had suffered in his career for righteousness’ sake, that he had made a lot of enemies who had even made attempts on his life, and that now, desirous of peace and quiet, he was looking for a place to reside and that, having arrived in this town, he considered it his absolute duty to pay his respects to its leading officials. That was all that the town found out about this new person, who in a very short time did not fail to show up at the governor’s soire. Getting himself ready for the soire took more than two hours, and here the new arrival showed a concern for his appearance that is far from universal. After a short postprandial nap he ordered hot water for washing and spent an extraordinary amount of time scrubbing both cheeks with soap, using his tongue to tauten his face; then, taking a towel from the inn servant’s shoulder, he rubbed his chubby face all over, beginning with the ears, after going so far as to snort twice right into the inn servant’s face. Then, looking in the mirror, he attached his shirtfront, plucked out two hairs sprouting from his nose, and without further ado put on his tailcoat, cranberry-red with a gold sheen.


  After getting dressed, he bowled along in his own carriage down the infinitely broad streets, illuminated faintly by light from an occasional window. The governor’s house, however, was lit up as if for a ball; there were carriages with torches, two gendarmes at the entry to the drive, the distant cries of postillionsin short, everything you would expect. Entering the hall, Chichikov had to screw up his eyes for a minute, so fearful was the radiance of the candles, lamps, and ladies’ gowns. Everything was flooded with light. Everywhere black tailcoats flashed and flitted past, on their own or in clusters, like flies on a hot summery July day buzzing around a shining white loaf of sugar when the old housekeeper is standing by an open window chopping the sugar into gleaming fragments: the children have all gathered around to look, keeping a curious eye on the movements of her horny hands as they raise the mallet, while aerial squadrons of flies, aloft in the light air, fly boldly in, as if they owned the house, and, profiting from the old woman’s poor sight and the sunlight in her eyes, land all over the tasty lumps, some scattered, some piled up. Sated by the prosperous summer which has already offered them delicious tidbits everywhere, they have flown in not so much to eat as to show themselves off, to promenade up and down the pile of sugar, to rub a front or rear leg against another, or to scratch themselves under the wings with their legs, or, stretching out both front claws, to lift them over their heads and rub them, then turn around and fly off, only to come flying back in new importunate squadrons.


  Before Chichikov could get his bearings, the governor grabbed him by the arm and introduced him there and then to his wife. Again the new guest seized the moment: he made a compliment very appropriate for a middle-aged person of neither high nor low rank. When the pairs of dancers formed and pressed everyone else to the wall, Chichikov put his hands behind his back and watched them very attentively for about two minutes. Many of the ladies were well dressed, and fashionably, too; other ladies were wearing whatever God sent to a provincial capital. Here the men were, as everywhere, of two kinds: the first kind were slim and always fawning on the ladies, some of them being almost indistinguishable from Petersburg gentlemen with the same sideburns very deliberately and tastefully combed back, or plain respectable, very close-shaven oval-cheeked faces, who also casually sat down next to the ladies, spoke French, and amused them, just as in Petersburg. The second kind of men were stout or, just like Chichikov, not particularly fat but not thin, either. These men, in contrast, looked askance at the ladies and stood well back from them; they looked only sideways to see if the governor’s servant was setting out a baize table for whist anywhere. Their faces were round and chubby, some even had warts, one or two of them were pockmarked, their haircuts had no forelocks or curls, no “devil take it,” as the French say, but were close-cropped or slicked down, and their cheeks were mostly rounded and strong-boned. These were the town’s respected officials. Alas, the stout are better than the thin at arranging their worldly affairs. Thin men work without portfolios or are only supernumeraries shifting from post to post; their existence is somehow too insubstantial, ethereal, and quite precarious. The stout, however, never hold obscure positions; theirs are direct and straightforward, and if they have a position it is secure and strong: it is more likely to crack and bend under their weight than that they should lose it. They dislike displays of splendor; their tailcoats are not so skillfully tailored as those of the thin men, but their treasure chests are blessed. After three years a thin man won’t have a single serf left that he hasn’t mortgaged; a stout man doesn’t need to do anything but in no time at one end of town he has a house bought in his wife’s name and then at the other end another house, then a hamlet just outside town, then a whole village with lands and farms. Finally, the stout man, after serving God and the emperor and earning universal respect, retires from work, moves house, and becomes a landowner, a glorious hospitable Russian lord, and lives the good life. But after he’s gone his thin heirs squander, as is the Russian habit, all their father’s fortune posthaste.


  It must be admitted that very similar thoughts were running through Chichikov’s mind while he was contemplating the gathering, and the outcome was that he finally went over to join the stout group, where he found he already knew almost everybody: the prosecutor with his very black thick eyebrows and a left eye which tended to wink as if hinting “Come into the next room, my dear fellow, and I’ll tell you something,” a man who was, however, serious and taciturn. Chichikov met the postmaster, a squat man, but a wit and a philosopher, as well as the chief judge, a very sagacious and agreeable person. They all greeted him like an old acquaintance, in response to which Chichikov bowed lightly to one side, but not at all unpleasantly. At the same time he made the acquaintance of the very friendly and polite landowner Manilov and of Sobakevich, somewhat clumsy, at first sight, for he immediately trod on Chichikov’s foot and said, “Sorry.”


  There and then Chichikov had a ticket for whist thrust into his hand: he accepted with his usual polite bow. They sat down at the baize table, not getting up until supper. All conversation ceased, as always when people finally get down to business. Although the postmaster was very talkative, he too, once he had picked up his cards, put a preoccupied expression on his face, covered his lower lip with his upper lip, and kept this pose until the game ended. If he was playing a court card he would bang the table hard with his hand and say, if it was a queen, “Off with you, old priest’s wife,” and if it was the king, “Off with you, Tambov peasant!” The chief judge would say, “I’ll bash his face in. I’ll bash her face in.” Sometimes, when a card on the table was trumped, you’d hear expressions like “Ah, that’s it: play diamonds if there’s nothing else!” Or plain exclamations: “Hearts! Heartache! Spades! Hades!” Or “Spadidade! Spady-dady! Spadyme!” Or just “Spady!” and other nicknames their group had for the suits. When the game was over, they argued rather loudly, as is the custom. Our new guest also argued, but with extreme skill, so that everyone could see that, if he was arguing, he was doing so in a pleasant way. He would never say, “You played such a card,” but “You were so good as to play,” “I had the honor of trumping your two,” and so on. To make it easier to conciliate his opponents on any point, Chichikov would at every opportunity offer any of them his silver enameled snuffbox, at the bottom of which they could see two violets he had put there to perfume it.


  The newcomer’s attention was particularly attracted by the landowners Manilov and Sobakevich, whom we mentioned above. Chichikov immediately called the chief judge and the postmaster aside and made inquiries about these landowners. The questions Chichikov asked revealed not just curiosity but a systematic approach: first of all he asked how many serfs each one owned and what state their estates were in, and only then what their Christian names and patronymics were. In no time he had charmed them both. The landowner Manilov, still a relatively young man, with ingratiating eyes, which he screwed up every time he laughed, was completely besotted by Chichikov. He shook his hand and would not let go, he begged him to do him the honor of visiting him in the country, a mere ten miles, he said, from the town boundaries, to which Chichikov, with a very polite bow of the head and sincere handshake, replied that he would do so not only with great pleasure, but would even deem such a visit as his most sacred duty. Sobakevich also said, rather more laconically, “And come and see me, too,” scraping a foot which was shod in a boot so gigantic one would be hard put to find a foot to fit it, particularly today, when even Russia’s legendary giants are dying out.


  The next day Chichikov went out to have dinner and to spend the evening with the chief of police: at three in the afternoon they sat down to whist and played until two in the morning. In the course of the evening he made the acquaintance of the landowner Nozdriov, a man of about thirty, a jolly companion who began to address Chichikov as Pavel within minutes of being introduced. Nozdriov was on friendly and familiar Christian-name terms with the chief of police and the prosecutor, too; but when they sat down to play for serious stakes, the chief of police and the prosecutor watched Nozdriov’s tricks with extreme care and kept their eyes on almost every card that he played. The next day Chichikov spent the evening with the chief judge, who received his guests, including two ladies, in a somewhat grease-stained dressing gown. Then Chichikov went to a party given by the vice-governor, to a banquet given by the alcohol monopolist, and to the prosecutor’s small dinner party which was, by the way, as good as a banquet. He also went to a buffet given after matins by the chief merchant, and this, too, was as good as a dinner. In short, Chichikov never had to spend a single hour on his own, and he went to the hotel only to sleep. The newcomer was always somehow able to orient himself and show himself to be an experienced man of the world. Whatever the subject of conversation, he could always keep up the topic: if people were discussing horse studs, he would too; if they talked about good dogs, here too he would contribute remarks that were very much to the point; if they were discussing an investigation carried out by the fiscal authorities, Chichikov demonstrated a familiarity with the tricks of the judicial trade; if there was talk of billiards, he didn’t miss his cue here, either; if they were talking of virtue, Chichikov also discussed virtue very well, even with tears in his eyes; likewise, he showed himself to be an expert on distilling grain spirits; as for customs inspectors and officials, he pronounced judgments as if he himself had been a customs inspector and official. But the remarkable thing is that he was able to dress all of this up in an aura of gravity: he had poise. He spoke neither loudly nor quietly, but precisely at the right pitch. In a word, from whatever angle you looked, he was a very decent man. All the officials were pleased at the arrival of the new person. The governor expressed the opinion that Chichikov was a right-thinking man; the prosecutor, that he was a businesslike man; the gendarme colonel, that he was learned; the chief of police, that he was a respectable and amiable person; the chief of police’s wife, that he was the most amiable and urbane of men. Even Sobakevich, who rarely had anything good to say about anyone, on returning rather late from town, taking all his clothes off and getting into bed next to his skinny wife, told her: “My dear, I’ve been to a soire at the governor’s, had dinner with the chief of police, and met Collegiate Councillor Pavel Ivanovich Chichikov: an extremely nice man,” to which his spouse responded “Hmm!” and gave him a kick. This was the very flattering opinion that the town formed of the visitor, and it was sustained until a peculiar feature of the visitor and of his venture, or as they say in the provinces, fine kettle of fish, which the reader will shortly learn of, reduced almost the entire town to a state of total bewilderment.
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  Definitely, more than a week had passed since the newly arrived gentleman had come to town; he had been going to parties and dinners and thus living, as they say, in clover. Finally, he decided he would start making calls in the country and go to see the landowners Manilov and Sobakevich, as he had promised. Perhaps he was motivated by another, more fundamental reason, by more serious affairs, closer to his heart ... But the reader will be told about this gradually, when the time is right, provided he has the patience to read the tale we offer him; it is a very long one and will broaden out and become more comprehensive as it reaches the finale that is to crown the whole enterprise.


  Selifan the driver was given orders to harness the horses to the barouche early in the morning; Petrushka was told to stay behind and attend to the hotel room and the suitcase. The reader might find it worthwhile to get acquainted with these two serfs belonging to our hero, although they are not very prominent characters but rather, as such things are termed, secondary or even tertiary, and the main motifs and mechanics of the poem are based on other characters and only occasionally, and then peripherally, involve them. But the author is very anxious to be circumstantial in everything, including this aspect: even though he is himself Russian, he tries to be as punctilious as a German. This won’t take much time or space, since little needs to be added to what the reader already knows, namely that Petrushka wore a rather baggy brown frock coat handed down from his master and, as is usual for people of his class and calling, had a thick nose and thick lips. His nature inclined more to taciturnity than to garrulity; he even had a noble aspiration to enlightenment, to reading books, and the content was a matter of indifference: he did not care in the least whether it was the adventures of a hero in love, or a spelling book, or a prayer bookhe read everything with equal concentration; if he’d been handed a chemistry book, he wouldn’t have said no to it. What he liked was not so much reading matter as the act of reading, the fact that some word, even if the devil knew what it meant, would always take shape from letters. The act of reading took place mainly in a horizontal position on the mattress of the bed in the hallway, which was why the mattress was now as battered and thin as a pancake. Apart from a passion for reading, Petrushka had two other characteristic habits: sleeping in his clothes, namely in the same frock coat, and emitting his own personal air, his own personal smell, which had something of a crowded room about it, so that he had only to put up his bed somewhere, even in a room that had never been lived in before, and drag in his greatcoat and possessions, and it would seem that people had been living there for ten years. Chichikov, being a very fastidious and even on occasion fussy person, when he inhaled the morning airhis nose was sensitivewould just frown and shake his head, saying, “God knows what’s wrong with you, fellow, are you sweating? You should go to the public baths, at least.” Petrushka never responded to such remarks, but tried to get on with some task; either he took a brush to the master’s tailcoat, which was hanging nearby, or he just tidied something up. As for what he was silently thinkingperhaps he was saying to himself, “Talk if you must: aren’t you tired of saying the same thing forty times?”God knows, it’s difficult to know what a house serf is thinking when his master is telling him off. In any case, that will serve as an introduction to Petrushka.


  Selifan the driver was quite a different person ... But the author feels awkward taking up so much of the readers’ time with persons of the lower classes, since he knows by experience how reluctant they are to get acquainted with the lower orders. Such is the Russian: he has a great passion to be on close terms with somebody who may be just one rank higher than himself, and a nodding acquaintance with a count or a prince matters more to him than any close friendly relationship. The author is even worried for his hero, who is a mere collegiate councillor. Mid-ranking councillors, perhaps, will make his acquaintance, but those who have risen to ranks equivalent to a general’s will, God knows, perhaps only grant him one of those contemptuous glances that are given by a man to anything creeping at his feet, or, still worse, they may even ignore him utterly, thus mortifying the author.


  But however deplorable either outcome might be, we must still return to our hero. Thus, after issuing his orders the evening before and waking up the next morning very early, having a thorough wash, scrubbing himself with a wet sponge from head to toe, something he did only on Sundays, and it was a Sunday, he shaved so closely that his cheeks were just like satin in their smoothness and luster, put on his tailcoat, cranberry-red with a gold sheen, and a bearskin-lined greatcoat, descended the stairs, with the inn servant holding his arm now on one side, now on the other, and got into the barouche. The barouche rumbled through the hotel gates into the street. A passing priest raised his hat, a group of small boys in dirty shirts stretched out their hands, saying, “Master, give an orphan something!” The driver noticed that one of them was very keen on jumping onto the rear footboard of the barouche and lashed out at him with his whip, and the barouche went off bouncing over the cobblestones. It was cause for some pleasure to behold in the distance the town boundary checkpoint with its striped barrier proclaiming that there would shortly be an end to the cobbled road surface and to all other torments. After banging his head rather hard against the body of the barouche a few more times, Chichikov finally sped along over the soft earth. No sooner had the town receded than both sides of the road showed a succession of our traditional weird and wonderful scenery: hillocks, a grove of firs, low scraggy, scrubby young pines, the burnt trunks of old pines, wild heather, and other such unprepossessing features. They passed through villages strung out like a length of rope, looking as if they were built out of old woodpiles covered with gray roofs with wooden fretwork hanging down like embroidered hand towels. A few peasants wearing sheepskin jackets, as usual, were sitting yawning on benches by their front gates. Fat-faced peasant women with tightly bound breasts looked out of the upper windows; a calf would peer from a lower window, or a pig would stick out its shortsighted snout. As I said, familiar scenes. After driving ten miles, Chichikov remembered that, according to Manilov, they ought to have reached his village, but they passed another milestone and there was still no sign of a village and, had they not come across two peasants, they would almost certainly have been hopelessly lost. Asked whether it was far to the village of Zamanilovka, the peasants took off their hats and one of them, who was the cleverer one and had a goatee beard, replied, “You mean Manilovka, perhaps, not Zamanilovka?”


  “Well, all right, Manilovka.”


  “Manilovka! Go on another half mile and there you are, I mean straight to the right.”


  “To the right?” the driver responded.


  “To the right,” said the peasant. “That will be your road to Manilovka, but there’s no such place as Zamanilovka. That’s what it’s called, its name is Manilovka, and there is no such place as Zamanilovka. You’ll see a house on a hill, a two-story stone manor house where the lord of the manor himself lives. That’s your Manilovka, and there’s no Zamanilovka here, and never has been.”


  They drove off in search of Manilovka. After another mile they came across a turning onto a side road, but they drove a mile, two miles, three miles, it seemed, but there was still no sign of a two-story stone house. Now Chichikov recalled that if a friend invites you to visit him in the country ten miles from town, it means that he lives a good twenty miles away. The village of Manilovka had a location which not many people would find attractive. The manor house stood on its own on the brow of a moor, a hill open to any wind that might blow; the slope of the hill on which it stood was covered with closely cropped turf. Here and there were scattered, in the English style, two or three beds of lilacs and yellow acacias; five or six birches in small groups raised their sparse crowns of tiny leaves. Beneath two of these birches there was a gazebo with a low green dome for a roof, blue wooden columns, and the inscription THE TEMPLE OF SOLITARY CONTEMPLATION; lower down was a pond smothered in pondweed, which is nothing strange in a Russian landowner’s English garden. At the bottom of this hill and on some of the slope gray log peasant cottages stood at various angles: our hero, for reasons best known to himself, immediately started counting them, arriving at a total of more than two hundred; there wasn’t even a sapling or any greenery growing between the cottagesall you could see was log walls. The view was animated by the picturesque sight of two peasant women who had tucked up their skirts all around and rolled up their sleeves: they were up to their knees in the pond, walking this way and that, trawling a ramshackle fishing net by two wooden poles; the net had entangled two crayfish and caught some bright shiny dace. The women seemed to be at odds with each other and were arguing about something.


  Farther off, to one side, was a dark, dreary, bluish pine forest. Even the weather matched the scene; it was neither clear nor over-cast, but somehow light gray, resembling nothing so much as the old uniforms of garrison soldiers, a peaceful body of troops, but not always sober on their Sundays off. To complete the picture, there was the inevitable cockerel, the herald of changeable weather, and despite the fact that his head had been battered right to the brains by the beaks of other cockerels in their usual womanizers’ arguments, the cockerel crowed very loudly and even flapped his wings, which were as tatty as old bast mats. As he drove up to Manilov’s courtyard, Chichikov saw the master himself standing on the steps; he was wearing a green merino-wool frock coat and was shading his eyes with his hand to get a better view of the approaching carriage. As the barouche came closer to the steps to the house, his eyes grew more cheerful and his smile broadened. “Pavel Ivanovich!” he exclaimed finally, when Chichikov clambered out. “So you haven’t forgotten us!”


  The two friends embraced very strongly, and Manilov led his guest into the drawing room. Although it took them a relatively short time to cross the lobby, the hall, and the dining room, we will do our best to use that time to say a few words about the master of the house. But here the author must acknowledge that the task is no easy one. It is far easier to represent more substantial characters you just have to fling your paints as boldly as you like onto the canvas: searing black eyes, jutting brows, a forehead furrowed with wrinkles, a black or fiery-red cloak thrown over one shoulder, and your portrait is done. But gentlemen like Manilov, of whom the world is full, look very much alike until you take a closer look and notice the most subtle peculiarities: they are fearfully difficult sitters. Here you have to focus your attention very hard to force all their fine, almost invisible features to reveal themselves; in fact, you have to develop your insight, however experienced you are in the science of observation, to a far greater degree.


  Only God could say what Manilov was really like. There is a sort of person known as “all right,” neither one thing nor another, neither fish nor fowl, as the saying goes. Perhaps this is how Manilov should be classified. He was not unprepossessing to look at: his facial features were pleasant enough, but there seemed to be far too much sugar in their pleasantness. His manners and turns of phrase had something fawning about them, as if he were anxious to be liked and befriended. He had an enticing smile, blond hair, and blue eyes. In the initial moments of a conversation with him you couldn’t help saying, “What a nice pleasant man!” The next minute you’d find you had nothing to say, and by the third minute you’d be saying, “The devil knows what he is!” and stepping well back, for if you did not step back you’d be overcome by a feeling of terminal boredom. From him you would never get anything alive or enthusiastic as you would from almost anybody if you touched on a subject close to their heart. Everyone has their passion: some have a passion for hounds; others think they are serious music-lovers and are amazingly sensitive to musical profundities; still others are fond of dining well; and others like to play any part at least a few inches higher than they were meant to. Some have more limited desires and sleep, dreaming of showing off to all their friends, acquaintances, and even strangers by promenading with an emperor’s aide-de-camp. Others are endowed with a hand that has a supernatural desire to bet against the bank with an ace or a two of diamonds, while yet others itch to impose order by rearranging the face of a station inspector or of a cabdriver. In a nutshell, everyone has their own bent, but Manilov had none. At home he spoke very little and mostly reflected or thought, but what he was thinking about, God only knew, probably. It can’t be said that he busied himself with his estate, he didn’t even ride out into the fields, and the farming went on of its own accord, as it were. When his bailiff said, “Master, it would be good idea to do this or that,” he would usually reply, “Yes, not a bad idea,” and smoke his pipe, a habit he had acquired in the army, where he was considered an extremely modest, tactful, and educated officer. “Yes, not a bad idea at all,” he would repeat. When a peasant came to see him and, scratching the back of his neck, said, “Master, give me some time off so I can get work and pay my poll tax,” Manilov would say, “Off you go,” and smoke his pipe. It never even occurred to him that the peasant was just going off on a bender.


  Sometimes, as he gazed from the steps at the courtyard and pond, he would talk about what a good idea it would be to dig an underground passage from the house, or to throw a bridge over the pond, with stalls at either end so that merchants could occupy them and sell various household wares to meet the peasants’ needs. As he spoke, his eyes shone with saccharine sentiment and an expression of great satisfaction came over his face, but none of these fanciful projects ever got further than mere words. There was always some book or other in his study, with a bookmark at page fourteen, which he had been reading for the past two years. The house was invariably lacking one thing or another: the drawing room had fine furniture upholstered in what was probably very expensive silk, but there was not enough to go around, while two armchairs were upholstered only in burlap; for some years the host had never failed to warn his guests, saying, “Don’t sit on these chairs, they’re not finished yet.” Some rooms had no furniture at all, although Manilov had said as soon as he got married, “Darling, we’ll have to see to it tomorrow and get at least some temporary furniture for this room.” In the evenings the dinner table was laid with a very fancy dark-bronze candleholder with three antic Graces and an elegant mother-of-pearl shade. Next to it was placed a simple brass war veteran of a candlestick, lame, crooked, and covered in grease, although neither the master, the mistress, nor the servants noticed. As for Manilov’s wife, well, they were utterly content with each other. Although they had spent more than eight years in wedlock, they still brought each other a piece of apple, or a sweet, or a hazelnut and spoke to each other with touching tenderness that expressed absolute love: “Darling, open your little mouth and I’ll put this tidbit in.” It goes without saying that the little mouth would then open wide very graciously. Surprises would be prepared for birthdays: a sequin-studded toothpick case, for instance. And very often, sitting on the sofa, the husband would put aside his pipe, for reasons completely unfathomable, and the wife would set aside her sewing, if she happened to be doing any at the time, and they would imprint on each other such a languid and protracted kiss that you could have smoked a small straw cheroot while it lasted. In a word, they were what is called happy.


  One might, of course, remark that there are many other domestic tasks apart from protracted kisses and surprise presents, and one could ask a lot of questions. Why, for instance, is the kitchen run so stupidly and senselessly? Why is the pantry quite empty? Why is the housekeeper thieving? Why are the servants unwashed and drunk? Why are all the household serfs hibernating like bears, when they’re not carousing? But all these things are lowly and vulgar, and Mrs. Manilov is a well brought up lady. And, as everyone knows, a decent upbringing can be found only in a finishing school for young ladies. In such schools, as everyone knows, the foundations of human virtue rest on three subjects: French language, vital for happiness in family life; piano-playing for providing one’s spouse with moments of pleasure; and, finally, home economics: knitting purses and other little surprise presents. There are, however, various refinements and differences of method, especially nowadays: everything depends on the intelligence and abilities of the ladies who run such schools. Some schools put piano-playing first, then French, and home economics last. Others, however, put home economics first, that is those inevitable surprise presents, then French, and piano-playing last. There are all sorts of ways of doing it. One could also note that Mrs. Manilov ... but I admit, I am very much afraid to discuss the ladies and, in any case, it is high time I returned to our heroes, who have been standing for several minutes at the door to the drawing room, each imploring the other to go in first.


  “Please, I beg you, don’t go to such trouble for me, I’ll follow you,” said Chichikov.


  “No, Pavel, no: you are a guest,” said Manilov, accompanying him to the door.


  “Don’t go to such trouble, please don’t. Please, you go in first,” said Chichikov.


  “Excuse me, I cannot allow such a pleasant, educated guest to go after me.”


  “What do you mean, educated? Please, go in.”


  “Come on, kindly go in first yourself.”


  “But why?”


  “Just because,” said Manilov with a pleasant smile.


  Finally the two friends went through the doorway sideways, squeezing against each other as they did.


  “Allow me to introduce you to my wife,” said Manilov. “Darling! It’s Pavel!”


  And it was then that Chichikov saw the lady whom he had almost failed to notice as he was bowing and scraping with Manilov in the doorway. She was quite good-looking and not badly dressed. Her pale silk morning dress suited her well; her small, fine hand, clutching a cambric handkerchief with embroidered corners, hurriedly tossed something onto the table. She rose up from the sofa she had been sitting on. Mispronouncing her r’s like a Frenchwoman, she said that Pavel’s visit to their house had brought them much joy and that not a day had passed without her husband mentioning him.


  “True,” interjected Manilov, “she, too, has been asking me all the time, ‘Why isn’t your friend coming to see us?’ ‘Be patient, darling, he’ll come.’ And now you have finally been so kind as to visit us. Really, you have brought us such pleasure ... a May Day ... a festival of the heart ...”


  When Chichikov realized that they had reached the “festival of the heart” stage, he was somewhat taken aback: he replied humbly that he was neither famous nor of exceptional rank.


  “You have everything,” Manilov interrupted him with the same pleasant smile as before. “You have everything, even more than everything.”


  “How did you find our town?” asked Mrs. Manilov. “Did you have a pleasant time there?”


  “A very fine town, an excellent town,” replied Chichikov, “and I had a very pleasant time: society there is very friendly.”


  “And how did you find our governor?” said Mrs. Manilov.


  “He’s the most admirable and most agreeable of men, isn’t he?” added her husband.


  “Without a doubt,” said Chichikov, “the most admirable of men. And how seriously he takes his duties, how competent he is! One can only wish there were more such people.”


  “The way he can receive just anybody, you know, and never fail to be tactful in all his actions,” Manilov continued, smiling, and screwed up his eyes until they were almost completely closed, as pleased as a cat that has been gently tickled behind the ears.


  “An extremely sociable and pleasant man,” Chichikov went on, “and so talented, that I could never have imagined. How well he does all sorts of home embroidery. He showed me a purse he had made: not many ladies can embroider so skillfully.”


  “And the vice-governor is a very lovely person, isn’t he?” said Manilov, again screwing up his eyes a bit.


  “A very, very worthy person,” responded Chichikov.


  “Now, may I ask, what did you think of the chief of police? A very pleasant person, isn’t he?”


  “Extremely pleasant, and what a clever, well-read man! The prosecutor, chief judge, and I were playing whist with him until the third cockcrow: a very, very worthy person.”


  “Well, and what opinion did you form of the wife of the chief of police?” added Mrs. Manilov. “A most agreeable woman, isn’t she?”


  “Oh, she is one of the most worthy women that I have ever met,” replied Chichikov.


  As they went through the list, they did not leave out the chief judge or the postmaster, and thus worked their way through almost all the town’s officials, who had without exception turned out to be the most worthy people.


  “Do you spend all your time in the country?” Chichikov finally managed to ask a question.


  “Most of it,” replied Manilov. “But sometimes we go to town just to meet educated people. You get out of touch, you know, if you spend all your time locked up in the country.”


  “True, very true,” said Chichikov.


  “Of course,” Manilov went on, “it’s a different matter if you have good neighbors, for instance someone you could have a sort of discussion with about agreeable attitudes, about good manners, with whom you could follow a branch of science and stir your inner self, something to give you uplift, as it were ...” At this point he had something to add, but realized that he had got entangled in his own words and poked his hand in the air, continuing: “But then, of course, the country and solitude could have a lot of pleasant aspects. But there really is nobody at all ... The only thing is that now and again you read the monthly journals, like The Son of the Fatherland.”


  Chichikov completely concurred with all this, adding that there can be nothing more pleasant than to live in solitude, enjoy the spectacle of nature, and sometimes read a book.


  “But, you know,” Manilov added, “if you still don’t have a friend to share things with”


  “Oh, that is only too true, only too true,” Chichikov interrupted. “What are all the treasures of the world then? ‘Don’t seek money, seek good people to converse with,’ said one sage.”


  “And you know, Pavel,” said Manilov, putting on an expression that was not just sweet but sickly sweet, like medicine which a clever society doctor has ruthlessly sweetened in the fond delusion that this will keep the patient happy, “then you feel a sort of spiritual enjoyment, as it were ... For example, as one does today, when chance has brought me the good fortune, exemplary one might say, to talk to you and enjoy your pleasant conversation”


  “For heaven’s sake, what do you mean by pleasant conversation? I’m a person of no consequence, that’s all,” replied Chichikov.


  “Oh! Pavel, allow me to be frank: I would happily give away half of my fortune just to have some of the qualities you possess.”


  “On the contrary, for my part I should consider it the greatest ...” Who knows where this mutual effusion of the two friends’ feelings would have led, had a servant not entered and announced that dinner was served.


  “Please come to table,” said Manilov. “You will excuse us if we can’t serve the sort of dinner you get with parquet floors and in St. Petersburg; we serve simple traditional Russian fare, that is all, but what we’ve got we offer sincerely. Come and sit down, please.”


  For quite a time they went on arguing about who should go in first, and finally Chichikov entered the dining room sideways.


  Two boys, Manilov’s sons, were already standing in the dining room: the children were old enough to dine with the adults, although they sat in higher chairs. Their tutor was standing with them: he bowed politely and smiled. The lady of the house took charge of the soup tureen; the guest was seated between his host and hostess, and the servant tied napkins around the boys’ necks.


  “What lovely children!” said Chichikov after giving them a look. “How old are they?”


  “The eldest is almost eight, and the youngest one was six only yesterday. Femistoklius!” said Manilov, addressing his eldest son, who was trying to free his chin from the napkin which the servant had tied around it.


  Chichikov raised one eyebrow a little when he heard this quasi-Greek name, to which Manilov for some reason had added an “ius” ending, but made an effort to recompose his face immediately into its usual expression.


  “Femistoklius, tell me, which is the finest city in France?”


  At this point the tutor focused all his attention on Femistoklius, as if he were about to dive into the boy’s eyes, but finally calmed down completely and nodded when the boy said, “Paris.”


  “And which is our finest city?” Manilov asked again.


  Again, the tutor was all ears.


  “St. Petersburg.”


  “Any others?”


  “Moscow,” replied Femistoklius.


  “What a clever little boy you are,” was Chichikov’s response. “But tell me,” he continued, turning towards Manilov with an expression suggesting amazement, “so young, and such knowledge! I must tell you that this child has great potential.”


  “Oh, you don’t know him yet,” replied Manilov. “He has an extraordinary amount of intelligence. Now, the youngest one, Alkid, is not so quick-witted, but if this one comes across something, a bug or a beetle, he can’t take his eyes off it, he’ll go running after it and give it his attention straightaway. I want to see him take up diplomacy as a career. Femistoklius,” he continued, turning to his eldest son again, “do you want to be an ambassador?”


  “I do,” answered Femistoklius, chewing his bread and shaking his head from side to side.


  At the same time the footman wiped the ambassador’s nose, which is just as well, or a very substantial unwanted drop would have fallen into the soup. The table talk, interspersed by the hostess’s remarks about the town theater and actors, turned to the pleasures of a quiet life. The boys’ tutor kept a very close eye on the conversation, and as soon as he noticed that people were about to burst out laughing, he immediately opened his mouth and laughed enthusiastically. He was probably a grateful person and did this in an effort to repay his employer for treating him so well. But his face did on one occasion take on a stern expression, and he banged the table as a reprimand, fixing his gaze on the children sitting opposite him. This happened when Femistoklius bit Alkid’s ear and Alkid, screwing up his eyes and opening his mouth, was on the point of bursting into the most pathetic sobs but, sensing that this could easily result in him being deprived of the next course, forced his mouth back into its normal position and started tearfully gnawing a mutton bone, which made both his cheeks shiny with grease. The hostess frequently addressed Chichikov with the words “You’re not eating anything, you haven’t taken enough,” to which Chichikov always replied, “I thank you most humbly, but I’ve had plenty; a pleasant conversation is better than any dish.”


  They got up from the table. Manilov was exceedingly pleased and, with his hand pressed to his guest’s back, was about to show him into the drawing room, when suddenly Chichikov announced with a very meaningful expression that he had some urgent business to discuss.


  “In that case, allow me to invite you into my study,” said Manilov, and led him into a small room whose window looked out onto the bluish forest. “This is my little den,” said Manilov.


  “An agreeable little room,” said Chichikov after he had cast an eye over it.


  In fact the room did have its merits: the walls were painted a light-blue color verging on gray; it had four chairs, an armchair, and a desk, on which there was the book with a bookmark inserted, as we have already had occasion to mention, a few pieces of paper with writing on them, but more tobacco than anything else. The tobacco came in various forms: in paper packets, in a tobacco box, or just scattered in a pile on the desk. Both windows also had mounds of ash emptied from Manilov’s pipe and then arranged with some care in very neat rows. It was obvious how the master of the house often chose to while away the time.


  “Allow me to ask you to make yourself comfortable in this armchair,” said Manilov. “You’ll find it more relaxing here.”


  “If you don’t mind, I’ll sit on a chair.”


  “Allow me not to allow you to do so,” said Manilov with a smile. “I have reserved this armchair for guests: like it or not, you’ve got to sit in it.”


  Chichikov did so.


  “Allow me to treat you to a pipe.”


  “No, I don’t smoke,” Chichikov replied gently, looking as if he regretted the fact.


  “Why not?” said Manilov, just as gently and with the same regret.


  “I never got into the habit, I’m afraid; I’m told that pipes are desiccating.”


  “Permit me to inform you that this is prejudice. I would even say that pipe-smoking is far better for the health than taking snuff. In our regiment there was a lieutenant, a very fine and very well-educated man, who never took his pipe out of his mouth, not only at the dinner table but even, forgive me for mentioning it, in any other place. He’s over forty now but, thank God, still as healthy as anyone could wish.”


  Chichikov observed that such things do in fact happen and that there are many things in nature which are inexplicable even to the most wide-ranging intellect.


  “But allow me first of all to make just one request.” Chichikov spoke in a voice that had a strange, or almost strange, quality about it, and then, for some inexplicable reason, looked over his shoulder. Just as inexplicably, Manilov also looked over his shoulder. “How long has it been since you last made your census returns for tax purposes?”


  “Quite some time ago; actually, I can’t remember when.”


  “Have a lot of your peasants died since then?”


  “I wouldn’t know about that, I suppose we’ll have to ask the bailiff. Hey, servant, call the bailiff, he’s supposed to be here today.”


  The bailiff appeared. He was forty or so, clean-shaven, wearing a frock coat and, to judge by appearances, a man who lived a very peaceful life, for his face had a chubby fullness about it and his yellowish skin color and tiny eyes suggested that he was only too familiar with cushions and eiderdowns. You could tell straightaway that he had made his career as all landowners’ bailiffs do: he started off simply as a literate houseboy, then married some Agatha the housekeeper, the mistress’s favorite servant, and became the butler, after which he became bailiff. And once he was a bailiff, he did as all bailiffs do: he hung about with the richer peasants in the village and became a crony, but taxed and exploited the poorer ones, and, waking up between eight and nine, he would wait for the samovar to boil so that he could have his morning tea.


  “Listen, my good man, how many peasants have died since we made the census return?”


  “What do you mean, how many? Lots have died since then,” said the bailiff, hiccupping and shielding his mouth with his hand.


  “Yes, I admit I thought as much,” agreed Manilov, “a great number have been dying, in fact.” Here he turned to Chichikov and added, “It’s true, a great many.”


  “Could you put a figure on it?” asked Chichikov.


  “Yes, how many exactly?” Manilov joined in.


  “How can I give you a figure? No one knows how many have died, no one’s been counting.”


  “That’s the point,” said Manilov, turning to Chichikov. “I suspected that mortality was high; nobody has any idea how many have died.”


  “Go and count them, my good man,” said Chichikov, “and make a detailed list of all their names.”


  “Yes, all their names,” said Manilov.


  The bailiff said, “Yes sir!” and left.


  “What reasons would you have for all that?” Manilov asked once the bailiff had gone.


  This question seemed to be embarrassing for the guest, for his face took on a tense expression, enough to make him blush, as if he were desperately trying to express something for which the right words were not available. Indeed, Manilov finally heard things stranger and more unusual than anything human ears have ever heard.


  “You ask me what my reasons are? My reasons are these: I would like ... to buy peasants,” said Chichikov, stammering before he reached the end of his sentence.


  “But allow me to ask you,” said Manilov, “how you would like to buy peasants: with land or simply for resettling, I mean without land?”


  “No, I don’t quite mean peasants,” said Chichikov. “I would like to have the dead ones ...”


  “Excuse me? I’m sorry ... I’m a little hard of hearing, I thought I heard a very odd word ...”


  “I mean to acquire dead peasants still listed in the census return as living,” said Chichikov.


  Manilov dropped his clay pipe on the floor and opened his mouth, which remained wide open for all of several minutes. The two friends, who had been discussing the amenities of life in amity, remained motionless, staring fixedly at each other, as motionless as the portraits people used to hang long ago on either side of a mirror. Finally Manilov retrieved his clay pipe and looked up at Chichikov’s face, trying to detect any visible signs of mockery or joking on his lips, but there were no such signs: on the contrary, Chichikov’s face seemed even more grave than usual. Then Manilov wondered if his guest had suddenly gone out of his mind and examined him fearfully, but Chichikov’s eyes were perfectly unglazed and there was none of the wild restless fire to be seen darting in a madman’s eyes; everything was decent and orderly. However hard Manilov tried to decide how to look and act, all he could come up with was to release in a very fine stream the smoke that was still in his mouth.


  “Well, I should like to know if you can transfer or cede to me, or if you feel there is a better way of doing things, this sort of peasant, not actually alive but alive from a formal and legal point of view.”


  But Manilov was so taken aback and confused that he just stared at Chichikov.


  “Am I right in thinking that this bothers you?” remarked Chichikov.


  “Me? No, that’s not what I meant,” said Manilov, “but I can’t grasp it ... I’m sorry ... I haven’t, of course, had the benefit of the brilliant education that shows, as it were, in your every action; I haven’t mastered the noble art of expressing myself ... Perhaps, here ... this explanation you have just given conceals something else ... Perhaps you were being so kind as to use expressions just for the beauty of the style?”


  “No,” rejoined Chichikov, “no, I have in mind the goods as they are, I meant souls who have in fact died.”


  Manilov was at a complete loss. He felt that he had to do something, to put a question, but what question, the devil only knew. Finally he resolved things by releasing smoke again, this time not from his mouth but through his nostrils.


  “Well then, if there are no obstacles, then with God’s blessing we can start drawing up a purchase deed,” said Chichikov.


  “What, a purchase deed for dead souls?”


  “Oh no!” said Chichikov. “We shall write that they are alive, just as they are in the census tax return. It is not in my habits to deviate one whit from civic law, even though I have had to pay for that in my career, but you must forgive me: an obligation is a sacred matter for me, and as for the lawI stand mute before the law.”


  Manilov was pleased by these final words, but he still couldn’t make sense of the deal itself, and, for want of an answer, he began sucking his clay pipe so hard that it started to wheeze like a bassoon. He seemed to be trying to extract from it an opinion about this unprecedented business; but the clay pipe only wheezed and said nothing.


  “Perhaps you nurture some doubts?”


  “Oh, none at all, for heaven’s sake. I don’t mean to say that I have any, you know, critical prejudice against you. But allow me to put it to you, whether this enterprise, or rather, negotiations if we are to express it like that, could really be in accordance with civic regulations and the long-term interests of Russia?”


  Here Manilov made a certain movement with his head and looked very meaningfully at Chichikov’s face, demonstrating with every facial feature and in his pursed lips an expression so profound that possibly it had never been seen before on a human face, with the exception of some exceedingly clever minister and then only when tackling some mind-boggling problem.


  But Chichikov simply said that such an enterprise or negotiation would in no way fail to meet all civic regulations and the long-term interests of Russia, and after a minute he added that the state treasury would even benefit, since it would be receiving the stamp duty required by law.


  “Do you suppose so?”


  “I do, and I tell you that it will be a good thing.”


  “Well, if it’s a good thing, that’s a different matter: I have nothing against it,” said Manilov and calmed down completely.


  “Now all we have to do is agree on a price”


  “What do you mean, a price?” Manilov spoke again and paused. “Do you really think that I am going to accept money for souls who have, as it were, terminated their existence? Since you have this fantastical, as it were, wish, I, for my part, hand them over to you without profiting from it and I take responsibility for drawing up the purchase deed.”


  The chronicler of these events would deserve a severe reprimand if he omitted to mention that the guest was overcome by pleasure after hearing what Manilov had to say. However grave and sagacious he was, at this point he nearly pranced like a billy goat, an action that occurs, it goes without saying, only during bursts of extreme joy. Chichikov twisted around in the armchair so violently that he ripped open the woolen material with which the cushions were covered. Manilov looked at him with a degree of bewilderment. Driven by gratitude, Chichikov blurted out so many words of thanks that Manilov was embarrassed, blushed from head to toe, made negative gestures with his head, and finally made it known that it really was a trifling matter, that he would actually like to give proper proof of his heartfelt affection, this spiritual magnetism, but dead souls were really something too trivial.


  “Not at all trivial,” said Chichikov, shaking his hand. Here a very deep sigh was emitted. He seemed to be disposed to heartfelt effusions, for with considerable feeling and vehemence he finally pronounced the following words: “If you only knew what a service you have done, by offering something that seems so trivial, to a man who has neither kith nor kin! And if you think about it, what haven’t I been through? Like a frail vessel adrift on furious waves ... What hounding, what persecution have I not suffered, what grief have I not tasted, and for what? For truth and justice, for keeping my conscience clean, for giving a helping hand to the helpless widow and the destitute orphan ...” At this point Chichikov even took out his handkerchief and wiped away a tear that had rolled down his cheek.


  Manilov was overwhelmed with emotion. The two friends spent a long time shaking each other’s hand and silently staring into each other’s eyes, in which you could see tears welling up. Manilov had no intention of releasing our hero’s hand and went on shaking it so ardently that Chichikov could not think how to free himself. Finally he quietly jerked his hand free and said that it might be a good idea to draw up the purchase deed as soon as possible and that Manilov would do well to pay a visit to town. Then he took his hat and started taking his leave.


  “What? You want to leave now?” said Manilov, who had suddenly come to his senses and was almost startled.


  At this point his wife entered the study.


  “Liza, darling,” said Manilov, looking somewhat pathetic, “Pavel is abandoning us.”


  “Because Pavel is bored with us,” replied Mrs. Manilov.


  “Really, madam! Here,” said Chichikov, “here ...” (He put his hand on his heart.) “Yes here, the pleasure of the time I have spent with you will endure, and believe me, there could be no greater bliss for me than to live with you, if not in the same house, then at least in the closest possible vicinity.”


  “You know, Pavel,” said Manilov, who was very much taken by this idea, “how good it would be, actually, if we could live together, under the same roof, or under the shade of an elm tree and philosophize about something, explore the depths”


  “Oh, that would be like living in paradise!” said Chichikov with a sigh. “Farewell, madam,” he continued, taking Mrs. Manilov’s hand. “Farewell, my most esteemed friend! Don’t forget my request!”


  “Oh, you can be certain,” replied Manilov, “we shall be parted for no longer than two days.”


  They all walked to the dining room.


  “Farewell, dear little ones!” said Chichikov when he saw Femistoklius and Alkid, who were playing with a wooden hussar that had lost its arms and nose. “Farewell, my darlings. Forgive me for not bringing you a present, because I must admit I didn’t even know that you existed; but next time I come I won’t fail to bring you a present. I’ll bring you a saber. Would you like a saber?”


  “I would,” replied Femistoklius.


  “And a drum for you: a drum for you, that’s right?” Chichikov continued, bending down to Alkid.


  “A dwum,” Alkid whispered back and lowered his head.


  “All right, I’ll bring you a drum. A lovely drum, it will go: trum-trum-trum, tra-ta-ta, ta-ta-ta ... Goodbye, sweetie! Goodbye!” As he said this he kissed Alkid’s head and turned to Manilov and his wife, laughing gently, as people usually do when they want parents to know how innocent their offspring’s wishes are.


  “Really, Pavel, stay!” said Manilov, when they were already standing at the top of the steps. “Look at the rain clouds gathering.”


  “They’re just little clouds,” replied Chichikov.


  “Do you even know the way to Sobakevich’s?”


  “That’s what I want to ask you.”


  “If you don’t mind, let me tell your driver.” And Manilov explained things to the driver, with the same amiability, once even using the polite form of address to him.


  When the driver heard that he had to take the third of three turnings, he said, “We’ll manage all right, sir,” and Chichikov left, accompanied for a long time by bows and by waving of handkerchiefs from his hosts who stood on their toes to watch him go.


  Manilov remained on the steps for some time, following the barouche as it disappeared into the distance and, when it was completely out of sight, he was still standing there, smoking his pipe. Finally he went indoors, sat on a chair, and surrendered himself to contemplation, rejoicing in his heart that he had given his guest at least some pleasure. Then his thoughts, without his being aware of it, drifted to other subjects and finally soared God only knows where. He thought about the bliss of a life of friendship, how good it would be to live with a friend on the banks of a river, then he began imagining constructing a bridge across the river, then the most enormous house with such a tall belvedere that you could even see Moscow from the top, and in the evenings you could have tea in the open air and discuss various agreeable subjects. Then he mused about himself and Chichikov arriving in fine carriages at some assembly or other where they would enchant everybody with their manners and that the czar, when he learnt of their friendship, would bestow a general’s rank on them and so on, God knows what, even Manilov could make no sense of it. Chichikov’s odd request suddenly interrupted all his daydreaming. Somehow his head could not digest the idea, however much he mulled it over, and he was quite unable to explain it, so that all the time, right until supper, he just sat and smoked his pipe.
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