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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

e,

MORNING SHADOWS
CHAPTER 1

It was spring. Pasha Afanasief, a sixth-form boy, who
had been exempted through iliness from going up for his
exam, and Lisa Tchumakova, a girl student stood beside
the little fence that divided two gardens. Lisa was leaning
against the fence; in her grey, somewhat prominent eyes
there was the childishly earnest and yet maidenly expres-
sion, which they always had when it was a question of
anything important in her life.

As she listened, she glanced downwards at a book which
she was holding in her hand. Pasha Afanasief, leaning
forward against the fence, as it was difficult for him to
stand upright, said in a high, excited voice:

“But if they don’t let you go, we'll find a way to make
them, somehow. I’ll get you some teaching or copying
to do. You shan’t suffer, whatever happens. It may
be a bit hard at first; that’s only what one expects. With-
out bother of some sort, nothing can be done; in fact there’s
a cerbain charm about it, I think. After all, what's the
good of sticking! here? Think what a life it is, there!
Such stir and movement! Iiverybody alive! After work,

lgticking, {7 #% R %.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

a students’ meeting, and after the meeting to go to a
theatre or to the library! When I think that for twenty
years I have stuck in this beastly hole, T feel as if . . . ”

Pasha Afanasief pulled out a rusty nail from the fence
and flung it into the grass petulantly.!

In the distance, beyond the green bushes and trees
of the garden, one could hear Vasilisa, the maid calling:

“If you please, miss, lunch is ready. A-—ul”

In this unexpected woodland cry, “A—ul!” there was
something so full of the joy of life, that Lisa and the youth
exchanged glances and smiled.

“I’'m coming!” cried Lisa so loud that her voice echoed
across the garden. Then as she moved away from the
fence, she looked grave again, and said in a low
voice:

“T daresay they won’t let me, but I mean to go.” Thens
after a pause she added, “I have made up my mind.”

Pasha Afanasief snapped his fingers gleefully.

“I say, that’s capital, Lisotchka!” he cried. “Youn
won’t regret it, Lisa my dear! And as for them, they’ll
be furious at first, and then they’ll give in, while the whole
of life will lie before you. What a life we shall lead] How
we shall work! The time is ripe for working. We'll form
our own special clique and look about us for men of action,”
he added.

“Neither of us really knows what joy it is to plunge
into life’s crowd, and to know that others, as strong and
eager, march bravely onward with you, shoulder to
shoulder . . . ”

1 petulantly, 4 42 #.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

Clenching his fists, he threw back his head, proudly.
The light fell on his face, his dark eyes gleamed with
enthusiasm, making his ill-health, as judged by his fea-
tures, more apparent.

Lisa watched him attentively; then she sighed and
fingered the long plait of her hair.

“So that’s settled, eh?” asked Pasha Afanasief, as he
laughingly held out his hand to her across the fence.

Lisa smiled back at his pleasant, kindly face, and gave
him her pretty little hand which he grasped cordially,?
as tears came into his eyes.

“Oh, my dearest Lisotchka,” he said affectionately.

“If you please, miss,” cried Vasilisa close by.

Lisa nodded to her companion and ran quickly down
the path.

“Oh Lisa!” he cried, tapping his forehead.

Lisa looked round and stood still.

“I quite forgot to tell you. You’ll have a fellow-traveller,
Dora Barshavskaia. She is going to the Women’s College,
too. She is from the High School at Poltava.”

“Is she a Jew girl?”’ asked Lisa from a distance.

“A Jew girll You mean a Jewess!” Pasha Afanasief
was annoyed. ‘“I’'m ashamed of you, Lisa! Upon my
word T am. I thought you knew better.”

“Well, I didn’t think,” she said calmly, “simply, I

“T’ll introduce you to her to-day, on the boulevard,
shall 12"’ asked Pasha Afanasief. “She is a very good and
highly eultivated girl.”

1cordially, $ $% B, ® &% ).



ﬁ%ﬂéﬁ

ISR, [ 405, G TR, | SRR

YR » BT A AN R LI, PG
A T A HEES , — TR A T MR PR U
R TR AR L R K, REAER O
ABEIR, M5 T AL S R 3 B ERIE, B8
AR

e BRE T B - Pri 3 (Pavel Ivanovitch)
SR + BA#EM(Olga Potrovna) BARA T T AL
FUIDTEZER— 5 M B T 260, HHeani—E—%
BRI 5% S B BT T PR 0 B8 o T B AT
B3 (Seriosha) BaHACAbAYER.

ShE, TRl RTRIRAGH 3 AR,
TS0 , 75T 2 0, 0 (o B FAE B B o

PRk, Y38 5 S I o PN B — 1/ f
SEABTIR T HEAE , B LD HET TR FE 365 P T 48

B2 « G BRI B 0 T ML T R4,
B

SR « BRI T S, K

AR TR B [ Sh2 SREEEF | M EERNE
BT RSB )

FIDIFIG IR, AR ATERE, IOV ML
Bhe A, OB T — %6, B RTER BB Tk, A
WS SR 2, e 8 o

BRI DS B3 T DR, T UFIE | RABAEAR
il ) (R BYIEREE, R BERMAL T
R, )

4



TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

“Yes, do introduce me,” Lisa nodded and went on.

Pashe Afanasief watched her wistfully, as he still clung
with his thin hands to the fence, swaying slightly as he
did so. Then he gazed upwards to the patches of bright
blue sky which were visible through the trembling leaves,
and then went home across the grass, where red and white
daisies and other wild flowers grew in profusion.

The table was laid in the veranda. Pavel Ivanovitch
and Olga Petrovna had already taken their places. Vasi-
lisa was handing round a white tureen containing cold
green cabbage soup, the countless little coins of her neck-
lace jingling loudly, as her large bosom rose and fell.
Seriosha, the little schoolboy, ran out to meet his
sister.

“I'm coming, I'm coming directly!” she called out, as
she suddenly dodged past him, and ran across the lawn,
her yellow shoes twinkling in the sunshine.

Seriosha, with a shriek of delight, darted in pursuit.
The little lapdog on the veranda, barked in astonishment,
and then with curly tail erect, ran after them both.

Pavel Ivanovitch solemnly laid down the paper, took
off his spectacles and smiled good-naturedly.

Olga Petrovna spilt some of the soup and laughed.

“How full of fun she is! And engaged to ba married,
too!” she said tenderly.

Swift as an arrow, Lisa ran round the big flower-bed,
and as the lapdog got in the way of her dress, she fell with
both hands on the yellow gravel. The book with all its
fluttering leaves tumbled on to the grass.

“Ahal!” cried Seriosha, catching hold of her long plait,
“I've caught youl”
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

“I fell down of my own accord,” replied Lisa, as she
rose, picked up the book and went quietly towards the
veranda.

The little dog fawned round her feet and stood up re-
peatedly on its hind legs, while Seriosha shook his round,
closely-cropped head defiantly:

“Oh, yes! you fell down! I should have caught you
anyhow.”

Lisa sat down at the table and mechanically took up
her spoon, being lost in thought. The others watched
her as something good to look upon, with her beautiful
suggestion of vitality and youthful grace. The tinkle of
spoons could be heard as they touched the plates; the
little dog sneezed under the table, and the sun scattered
gold on Lisa’s hair. All was homely, peaceful, and bright.

CHAPTER 11

In the evening, Ensign Savinof came, Lisa’s fiancé, with
his tightly-fitting riding-breeches, glossy boots, and jing-

ng spurs,

The air was very still, and in the light of the setting
sun all was bathed in a trembling, golden haze. Serioshs
took his cap and went with his fishing-rod to the river,
Heaven knows why, as he had never caught anything yet.
Lisa, after twisting up her hair into a thick coil, said;

“Nikolai Nikolaievitch, let’s go to the boulevard,”

The ensign’s spurs clinked gleefully as he hastened to
fetch her cloak. On the boulevard they met Pasha Afana-
sief. He was walking with a delicate-looking girl. She
bad a singularly large head, coarse black hair, and Jewish,
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

almond shaped eyes, and she tripped along beside ner
companion.

“Oh, there you ave, Lisa!” said Pasha Afanasief,

Then, after a pause, he turned to the ensign, whom,
in common with all soldiers, he did not like, believing him
to be a stupid, empty-headed person.

“Good evening, Mr. Savinof.”

“Good evening!” was the pleasant rejoinder.

Then, addressing himself to Lisa and the little Jewess,
Pasha Afanasief said:

“Now let me introduce you to each other. This is Dora
Moiseievna Barshavskaia, and this is Lisa Techumakova,
about whom I've already told you.”

Lisa held out her hand, which Dora shook hurriedly.

“I am very pleased to make your acquaintance. Pasha
has told me a lot about you.”

At the end of the boulevard was the Military Casino,
and in the gardens a band was playing. The metallic
tones of the wind instruments floated out upon the air
in successive waves of sound, which were mournful or
merry in turns. The girls walked first, followed by the
two young men,

“Trum-ta-ta! Trum-ta-ta-tam!” hummed the ensign gaily.

“I can’t stand military musie!” said Pasha Afanasief,
with a grimace. He didn’t say this because the sound of
the brass was disagrecable to him, but because the ensign
seemed to him such a dull, depressing kind of person.

“Really:” replied the other, good-naturedly, raising his
eyebrows. ’

“Yes” grumbled. Pasha Afanasief, “the sound is boring
enough, but your bandmaster seems to pick out the silliest

[
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

tunes possible. Heaven knows where he gets them! And
yet there’s plenty of good music to be had. Besides, from
the way they play, you can hear that they don’t care
twopence for the rausic; that they are playing just to
amuse the people, and they certainly succeed.”

“But surely,” said the ensign, “it’s rather nice to hear
a pretty tune like that on such a 'ovely evening?”

Pasha looked scornfully at him and bit his lip.

“Now that’s a very pretty bit,” said Savinof, as he
listened with evident pleasure, “that’s from The Geisha,”
he explained, beating time with his fingers.

“H’'m,” was Pasha Afanasief’s dubious rejoinder.

Lisa glanced round sharply at her fiancé.

“Well,” said Pasha Afanasief, after a short pause, “we
shall all be go'ng away in the autumn.”

“Yes,” replied Dora dryly.

“Where are you going?” asked the ensign in surprise.

“Petersburg,” replied Pasha Afanasief, and for a mo-
ment he felt sorry for the ensign.

“And Lisavieta Pavlovna’s going, too, is she?’ asked
the ensign, with a slight tremor in his voice.

“Yes, we’re all going,” said Pasha Afanasief.

Savinof was silent.

“Have you decided what courses you are going to take?”
asked Dora.

“We are going in for the medical,” replied Pasha Afang-
sief excitedly.

“Yes, the medical,”” said Lisa gravely.

“It seems to me, one couldn’t possibly choose anything
else,” continued Pasha. “As things are now, what arc
the educational classes worth? Rubbish. They don’t allow

7
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

you to learn what you like; and to have the A B C drummed
into you—no thank you! But medicine is another matter.
To work with a doctor and to have a share in what he
does, that’s not so easily done. How splendid, too, if
one is able to save even one person from death or suffering.
Perhaps some patient is given up as hopeless, then all
at once . . . that’s the way to look at it!”

His large kind eyes grew moist with emotion,

“Yes, and besides that, it’s the best way to get at the
people,” remarked Dora. ‘“And it’s easier, too, for a
doctor to do p opaganda! work.”

“For that matter,” continued Pasha Afanasief, as if
replying to bhis own thoughts, “any sort of work, so long
as it’s work. Let each of us do his duty; good will result
from it soms day. It’s not work that’s the most im-
portant thing, but that each should live his real, true
life, in which there is conflict and victory! Oh, when I
think that in two or three months I shall be ever so far
away from all these colourless, bloated, drowsy people,
with their petty interests, my very heart scems to burn
within me!”

The ensign muttered something under his breath.

“What did you say?” asked Lisa sharply.

Savinof did not speak.

“The main thing is to learn, learn, learn,” said Dora,
as she shook her head energetically. “In that lies power;
in that lies everything. We need educated, cultured
people. We've had enough of amateurs.”

1 propaganda, & 4.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

“Certainly,” said Pasha. “One must know everything,
in order to be able to understand all the beauty and joy
of life.”

“And widen our outleok,” remarked Savinof suddenly,
with strange emphasis.

All the others ceased speaking, and the silence became
almost painful. TLisa looked at him, but saw hardy
anything but his white tunic, and Pasha Afanasief gave
vent to a hostile chuckle.

“It’s time to go home,” h said.

Dora yawned. ““Ye-es.”

They all accompanied Dora to her house door, and
then walked on together, On the way Pasha Afanasief
acked Savinof if he had read Nietzsche and Marx, who
said that he had, but in a tone so undecided that Pashs
Afanasief maliciously! ‘mquired if he could call to mind
any passage from these authors.

“No, I really can’t at the moment,” he said confusedly.
“I can’t recollect anything. But, you see, we have so
little time to ourselves.”

Lisa listened attentively to what they said, and it seemed
quite strange to her that only a short time before she
could have thought of marrying the ensign.

Now she felt determined that under no circumstances
would she do this; yet without knowing why, the thought
made her feel sad.

On reaching home, Pasha Afanasief said good-bye,
and Savinof walked with Lisa a few steps further to the
gate of her house. They could hear Pasha Afanasief

imeliciously, R {E §F B -



*¥ & B OB

LA AR, SUR B,

FIDITMSR, B, [REK  Bdskd, ¥
BB, § S BHRERAYT , AR T o

RBARIEEH T TS, TR - BRI,
AR, § B R — A, GBS, M
BAIREEI A,

FIRV RIS WD « THEH EAF BN, B
Tih— & T AR IES, R A RS ER
HEASTILE B

HiHH 80, BT UBAORE T, 00, T R0F , TR
Bio 3 B 1) 885K B R B R A SR A R TR .
B — PR S R B M T R B .

ReBISE, T OF, 0% R, MERHREE? )

FIDB BTN, BHBEN G, 2, I B8
Rk, )

[ 38R AR TAIRE? )

PO 8 AR AR LS AH4% , B B S ke
SEEE—IBTS AL MR A

ShA A EEEE, T IR, TSR, )

AETRILILAE, TR B B SR
[RIDAEE o O BIRCHS, ROBHEREIE? REPHBEIR - —
18 TIR50 RO TUE? |

FRDBR RIS, [ R0, RAEKBIRHAMBIE, R
TE

R AR R R T B B, B, [RRay-
AT RER SR 07 §

10




TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

clattering up 'he wooden stairs and rattling at the bolt.

“Au revoir, Nikolai Nikolaievitch,” said Lisa, giving
him her hand. The ensign took it, but immediately let
it; fall.

“Lisavieta Pavlovna,” he began suddenly in a trem-
bling voice, which, coming from such a big, tall man, was
strangely touching; “so it’s true then, that you’re going
away?”’

Lisa suddenly remembered how Pasha Afanasief had
laughingly assured her that as soon as she told Savinof
of her intended departure, he would produce a cannon
from his pocket and shoot himself.

“Yes, I'm going away,” she replied in a dry, almost
hostile tone. She had never spoken to anybody like this
before. The ensign remained silent for a time. A feeling
that all was hopeless oppressed him.

“Oh, you are really going,” he asked; “but why?”

“To study, of course.” Lisa shrugged her soft shoulders,
and looked severe.

“Is that absolutely necessary?”

Lisa did not answer. It seemed to her more and more
extraordinary that she should ever have thought of marry-
ing such a dull-witted, narrow-minded man.

“Well, it’s time I was at home,” she said coolly; “good-

bye.”
“But what about me, Lisavieta Pavlovna? What
am I to ... A bullet through my head?”’ stammered

the ensign, hardly knowing what he said.
“Shot out of a cannon, I suppose?”’ asked Lisa gravely.
“N-no. . . . Why out of a cannon?”’ Savinof seemed
puzzled.

10
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

“Well, good-bye!” Lisa held out her hand.

Savinof wanted to say something more, but refrained.!
For & moment he stood still, and then walked slowly
down the street, his spurs continually getting in his way.
In the darkness, somewhere behind the fence, the night
watchman could be heard knocking drearily.

CHAPTER III

Four months later, Lisa and Dora travelled to Peters-
burg. Pasha Afanasief had already gone there, and he
was to meet them at the railway station. They travelled
third class. Autumn had come, and the days were grey,
but hazy and calm. On the day of this journey it rained
without ceasing; everything was dripping wet: the car-
riages, the sleepers, the station-master. The little streams
and pools that flew past, were all dimpled by the heavy
raindrops.

Dora sat in her corner of the carriage reading, while
Lisa stood on the covered platform at the end of the train,
and with her large questioning eyes looked back at the
grey horizon. She still seemed to see her native town
that she had left behind her, her father and mother, Serio-
sha, the little puppy, the old house, and all that she loved.
They all seemed to be just beyond the horizon; indeed,
if she stood on tiptoe, she felt sure that she could see
them.

“Tra-ta-ta; tra-ta-ta,” rattled the train rhythmically,
as with iron brutality it plunged forward,

trefrained, §i &1 & T
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

“Tra-ra-rach,” groaned a big iron bridge which spanned
a yellow river. Lisa looked down at the boats and the
barges, which had the appearance of little toys. Ranged
one behind the other, they were laden with dripping
timber, as grey little men punted them forwards with
long poles. There was something melancholy about this
yellow river, where in places by the shore stood slender
pines and birch-trees. To Lisa it all seemed weird® and
cold and strange.

“What are they doing down there?” she thought.

Incomprehensible and, therefore, terrible to her seemed
the work of these little men with their long poles; the river
with its vague currents; the denizens of these dreary yellow
shores with their solitary pine-trees and birches.

As dusk was falling, Lisa sighed and went back to the
railway carriage, where the lighted lamps set huge shadows
in motion. She sat down beside Dora.

“Where are we going?”’ was what she would like to
have asked with her whole heart and soul,® but instead
of that, she said languidly:

“Pasha will meet us, won’t he?”

“Of course he will,” replied Dora. For a long while
she had ceased reading, and felt thoroughly depressed by
her surroundings in this big, uncomfortable railway-car-
riage, full of dirty, ill-tempered-looking persons who were
crunching dried sunflowers seeds (siemialchki), talking
boisterously, playing the concertina, and quarrelling. In
this moment that unknown life of her dreams, full of
conflict and triumph, seemed unattainable, in fact

Iweird, R A B B, 8 B & & 2heart and soul, 3 7).
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

impossible. She was glad that Lisa had come, and looked
out at her from her dark corner with shining eyes.

“Lisotchka,” she said gently. She took Lisa’s soft,
warm hand in hers. Lisa looked at her affectionately,
and suddenly put her arms round Dora and clasped her
closely.

“Well, have a look first and then come over here for a
chat,” cried somebody behind the wooden partition.

“Quee!” wailed the doleful concertina.

A tall, gaunt workman in a woollen jacket and a long
red smock, which hung over his trousers, came stumbling
out of the adjoining compartment, and sat down opposite
Lisa.

“Where are you going, may I ask, miss?” he said after a
pause. There was a smell of vodka.

“To Petersburg,” replied Lisa.

Another man, probably a soldier, with a coarse, red
moustache, and features marked by smallpox, began
looking over the partition.

“Oh, indeed!” said the workman, as he gazed with dull,
drunken persistence at Lisa’s face and bosom.

She felt afra’d. 'The soldier "aughed and suddenly
looked over again.

“What are you staring at?” asked ‘he workmen, and
the thick tone of his voice and slight rocking motion of
his body, showed that he was very drunk.

“Lisal” cried Dora in alarm, “lets go out on the platform
for a little while,”

“What! don’t you want to talk to me?’’ cried the work-
man angrily.

“Why not?” replied Lisa hastily.

13
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

“Well, I wanted to ask you why you were going to
Petersburg?”

“We are going to study,” said Lisa.

Again the soldier Jaughed.

“Study!” repeated the workman, “and not .. . ?
The soldier snorted like a horse and bumped his face
delightfully against the partition. Dora began to cry,
and Lisa kept her eyes fixed attentively on the work-
man,

“T’ll punch yeur head for you in a minute,” exclaimed
an old peasant from the other side of the carriage sud-
denly. “I’ll teach you to insult people like that, you
blockhead!”

The workman turned to him with a drunken leer. *“That’s
all right. The devil can take her for all I care!” And
with another obscene expression or two, he got up and
went away.

“What a gang!” said the old peasant, who also got up.

After that there was silence, and as evening came on,
the air in the railway carriage became more foul.

Dora lay back in her seat, being afraid to move, and
Lisa went out to the platform again, from which nothing
could now be seen, and which was damp and cold. There,
in a nervous and depressed state, she remained for nearly
two hours. She thought again of how, two days ago, they
had accompanied her to the station, and how Seriosha and
her mother had wept, because at home it would be so
lonely without her. Then at the station she remembered
how Savinof had suddenly appeared in a long grey cloak,
drenched with the rain, and how pale and distressed he
looked.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

“Lisavieta Pavlovna,” he said in a trembling voice,
“I wanted to speak to you.”

Lisa felt disinclined for this. All that could be said had
already becn discussed a hundred times. At first she had
felt sorry for the ensign, but now she had begun to be
annoyed with him; not because he bored her, but because
a'l the others laughed at him; and she felt ashamed at
having very nearly become his wife.

“He is trying his best to stop you,” Pasha had said;
“poor chap, he is very much cut up, and yet he
looks like a turkey that has had its tail feathers pulled
out.”

Yet still she walked along the platform with him, which
owing to the rain was quite empty.

“Be quick, be quick!” said Dora.

“In a moment,” replied Lisa firmly.

“I shan’t detain Lisavieta very long,” added the ensign
sadly. He sighed heavily and looked down at his varnished
boots all splashed with mud.

“Well, what is it you want to say to me?” asked Lisa.

“I . . . then all is over between us, is it?”

From the tone of his voice it was plain that he knew
that well enough. Lisa was silent. The first bell rang.
Again he sighed.

“Lisavieta,” he hastily murmured, “I daresay 1 am
rather ridiculous and not a man of any particular . . . but
T don’t wish to stop you . . . You'll never find a man
more devoted to you than I am. You know that. I
can’t think why you want to go away when we were all
so happy together here. Of course I’'m not worthy of
you, but I would willingly follow you on foot if I could,
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

but be sure that . . . Forgive me, Lisavieta Pavlovna,
ifr...”

Suddenly his lips quivered, and the expression of his
faco became pitiably childish as he abruptly ceased speak-
ing. Then with great energy he procceded to carry her
luggage, as he shouted to the porter, and as the train
moved out of the station, he waved his cap for a long while.

“He is not really half bad,” was Dora’s opinion of Sa-
vinof; “only he is such a frightful bore.”t

As Lisa looked out of the dark window-pane, she thought
how it would have been if, when the workman insulted
her, the door had opened, and Savinof had come in. She
had a sudden longing to see him and to walk through the
garden, nestling? against his arm, out of harm’s way and
leading her old simple, peaceful life. She wept silently,
and large tears rolled down her childish face.

CHAPTER IV

In one of the wards of the Army Medical Hospital it
was bright, for through the open window the soft spring
air rushed in. Pasha Afanasief sat at the window over-
looking the garden, where there were more green hedges.
than trees, and where each tree had a label attached to
it with its name in Russian and Latin. On his knees
lay a book, and so thin and transparent were the hands
that held it that they were painful to behold.

Lisa, Dora, and a student named Andreief sat silently
beside him. They had no heart to talk about anything,

Tbore, B § 1k By A. 2nestling, .
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TALES OF THE REVQLUTION

because one of the doctors had just told them in the passage
that Afanasief would die within the week. His continual
over-exertion and the change of climate had hastened
the inevitable end.

“The fellow’s burnt himself out, more’s the pity,” said
the doctor.

Nevertheless, though it exhausted him, Pasha talked
without ceasing; and they let him talk, for they knew
that it could make no difference.

“When I had read that,” said Pasha in a faint voice,
catching his breath every now and then, “it was as if a
window had been opened in my room, and that sunshine
was all around me. This grey, dull, joyless view of life,
it devours the soul, and now at last . . . A splendid fellow!
What a note of triumph! This book here,” and he tapped
it with his thin fingers; “this is no simple story to attract
girls, but a symbol of the deepest importance.”

They knew what novel it was of which he spoke. Tt
was one which had pleased them all, but it was distressing
to them to hear this enthusiastic praise of it from one who
was so near his death.

“Oh, that there were more such brave, appealing
voices!” exclaimed Pasha dreamily. “One must go on
rousing, go on calling, and telling everybody that there
is no such thing as life without work that is mighty and
sustained!® The main thing is, that our own petty inter-
ests must disappear, when the whole world lies before us,
in which to work for the universal good. My dear Lisot-
chka,” he continued, “I'm so glad that I was able to drag
you out of our swamp—glad for you, and glad for myself!

1gustained, $§ A. 1
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TALES OF THE RBREVOLUTION

1t is no slight gain to have rescued anyone, and especially
such a sweet dedr girl as yourself. And it was I who did
it, wasn’t it? Well, not altogether, for books had a good
deal to do with it, too”; and he tapped the hook again,
“but still . . . ”

For awhile he was silent, and then with evident difficulty
continued:

“Now, Lisotchka, when I am dead, for such a thing
is possible, isn’t it? I leave you to carry on my work.
You are my work, and so in your kind, good self I shall live
on. Yes, Lisotchka, so it is. What melancholy thoughts,
to be sure! Don’t you remember how you were going to
marry the ensign who wanted to put a cannon-ball through
his head?” He laughed merrily.

“Yes, I remember, Pasha,” replied Lisa sadly.

“Ah, well, good luck to him! Do you know that at
last I felt quite sorry for him, for really it was not his
fault that fate and his fellows had made him just a fool.
I daresay that he suffered a good deal, too. Ah, welll”

Then, as a sad look came into his eyes, he added:

“Anyhow, the main thing has been accomplished, and
whatever happens, it now rests with you, my dear Lisot-
chka.”

As they got up to go, he turned to Andreief and said:

“I say, old boy, will you take all the literature! at my
place to Bogdanof? There is some important stuff among
it. Well, good-bye, my dear friends!”

As they reached the door, Pasha suddenly called out:

“Lisotchka, Lisa!”

1The ususl term for illegal political writings.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

She ran back to him, while the other two remained in
the nassage.

“Lisotchka,” he murmured, as if afraid of being over-
heard, “the spring is here, and perhaps with us at home the
snow is melting. . . . Lisotchka, the doctor said that if
T had always lived in the south, I might very likely have
recovered’’; and into his dark eyes the tears rose and quiv-
ered on their lashes.

CHAPTER V

It was on a grey, warm day that they buried Pasha.
In the grave there was yellowish, muddy water, and on
the paths there were puddles of half-melted snow; while
the soft clay made walking so difficult that the coffin
swayed, and was jolted as it was borne to the grave.

“Keep step, gentleman, please! Keep step!’” cried one
of the bearers, a student, as a corner of the coffin kept
cutting his shoulder, and which knocked off his cap, Mould
rattled at first on the coffin-lid, and then splashed gently
into the yellowish water. The students, both young men
and girls, all stood silently on a mound, a black patch
against the white desolate ground.

“Larionof, a speech! Say something!” cried some one.
But Larionof was too hashful.

A very young and handsome student, with a look on
his face of enthusiasm, if not of very great intelligence,
suddenly came forward, and, waving his cap above his
curly head, exclaimed:

“Fate gives nothing without demanding a sacrifice
like this, in return.”
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

He ceased abruptly, his face hot and flushed, and there
was general silence, while crows hovered ahove the melting
snow. The whole scene was intensely sad.

“Well, let us go,’’ said Dora to Lisa.

With her tear-stained eyes, which expressed both affec-
tion and perplexity, Lisa glanced at the grave, and whis-
pered:

“Yes, let us go.”

At the entrance to the cemetery, they took the tram
through the long streets towards Dora’s home. All the
male passengers stared at the handsome, buxom Lisa,
though, as usual, she never noticed this; but Dora did,
and it annoyed her. When they got out of the tram and
walked along the street to Dora’s lodging, she sighed and
said:

“Well, now he is buried”; and shuddering as if with
cold, she added, “How simple it all is! How fearfully
simple!”

At this, tears rolled again down Lisa’s cheeks. “Poor
dear Pasha!”’ she murmured.

“Are you coming in?”’ said Dora, as they stcod in the
gloomy doorway.

“I don’t know; perhaps I will,” sighed Lisa.

They crossed the little courtyard and climbed up the
evil-smelling stairs to the fourth floor. Dora’s room was
small and badly lighted, with a few pieces of shabby
furniture in it. The damp walls and the chilly atmosphere
convinced one that sunlight never entered there. Lisa
sat down on the bed, while Dora stood near the table and
gazed vaguely out of the window. During the last few
days they had been so excited and so busy; there had been
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so many sad conversations, so much hurrying hither and
thither, so much chanting, incense-burning, lighting of
tapers and weeping, that it now seemed strange and almost
disagreeable to go back to this sudden silence; to sit down
and have one’s meals; to go to bed; or to do any ordinary
daily work as before. Both girls felt intensely depressed.

“To-morrow is anatomy,” said Lisa languidly, endeav-
ouring to talk of something else. Dora was silent.

“Exams will soon be over,” continued Lisa, trying to
get away from her intolerable grief. “I had a letter from
home yesterday.”

“Oh, indeed!” said Dora mechanically.

“Yes, mother writes that the spring is come in all its
glory, the days are warm and beautiful.”

Lisa stopped and sighed. She wanted to say she was long-
ing for home, for the green grass, the warmth, and the peace-
ful life. Everything here was wearisome to her, but feeling
vaguely shy of Dora, she did not dare to do so. Suddenly
Dora ran towards her, and clasping her hands exclaimed:

“QOh, Lisa, Lisotchka, how boring, how dreadful it all is!
It’s so different from what . . . from what. . . . ”

Tears at once rose to Lisa’s eyes. She felt such intense
pity for Dora; and with a touch of maternal tenderness
she put her arms round the other’s slim waist and drew
her closer to her.

“Never mind, Dorotchka, my dear one!” she gaid,
kissing her hair and her cheek.

For a long time Lisa and Dora sat in silence. Lisa’s
grief for Pasha’s death was blended with a dull feeling ot
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

despair and perplexity. To her it seemed utterly incon-
ceivable that he had gone out of her life, and that every-
thing in it must go on just as before. Dora began to
move gently about the room. She made tea and seemed
lost in her thoughts. The tea-urn made a droning, mourn-
ful noise, and again Lisa wept silently.

An hour later, the students Larionof and Andreief came
in. The former, a fat, short-sighted youth, at once began
to talk about Pasha Afanasief.

“In my opinion, he was a most remarkable, wonderful
fellow,” he said, in a tone of mournful enthusiasm. “In
him there was a certain extraordinary force, and it is
impossible to believe that that force can so soon die out.
One thing, in fact the main thing, was, that he had the
faculty of influencing others. It almost looks to me as if
our work would now cease.”

“No, it won’t cease,” said Andreief, shaking his head.

“Perhaps not.”

“After all, Afanasief had no practical qualities.”

“That’s true enough,” replied Larionof. “But he knew
how to vitalize! everything. He had such a way with him;
he was such a wonderful personality. Now he is gone,
we . .
“Oh, you’re just a feeble fellow, and that’s all about it,”
interrupted Andreief rudely, as he bit the end of his mous-
tache.

“Very likely,” replied Larionof, “but the fact is, that
latterly I have felt so disheartened® about everything.

”»
.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

After reading something stirring, or after hearing Afanasief
speak, one used to feel enthusiastic, as if one were moved
to do great things. Then afterwards, other thoughts
come and one seems to lose heart. During my first year,
and even in the second, things were different. Everything
interested one. One attended lectures, or shouted at
meetings, or pored over books, and everything was so
jolly. . . .”

“Why not?” jeered Andreief.

“Why not, indeed? But after a time I began to think,
‘T am learning all this. Good! But it’s not a question
of learning only. My whole life is not going to be given
up to science. The point is this: what am I doing all this
for? And to that question I could find no answer.”

“What do you mean?” asked Dora, looking up.

“Well, just that. I could find no answer.”

“It’s strange that you should say that,” began Dora.
“A year ago or less than that, I came here feeling so full
of enthusiasm, and the important thing is, that what I
expected to find, I found; papers, newspapers, scientific
lectures, meetings—everything of which I had heard and
read. Now, after six months, I feel that everything seems
empty. It all wearies me. In fact, so loathsome is it
to me, that very soon I believe I shall envy Pasha Afana-
sief.”

She said no more, and there was silence. Behind the
wall the sound of voices suddenly became audible, and the
clatter of crockery.

“I sometimes think,” she went .on, “how, two years
ago, I was teaching in a school, and how squalid and in-
sufferably dull it all seemed to me then. The village was
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TALE 3 OF THE REVOLUTION

so grey, the peasants drunken, the children stupid. My
own life appeared just as grey and stupid. And now I
sometimes think that it was all rather nice! The village,
and the little wood full of birch-trees where every day I
used to walk, and the children, especially one, such a dear
boy he was! Then again, at times I think that perhaps
I made & mistake and that I ought to go back and begin
the old life over again. Yet, no; that would only be tedious,
and not so much tedious, perhaps, as galling.! For how
could I possibly vegetate? there for the rest of my life?”

Lisa from her corner sighed deeply.

“Well,” said Andreief, still gnawing the end of his
moustache, “who was it persuaded you to come here at
all? And what was it that you wanted?”’

“Wanted? Why, to see lifel” replied Dora,

“Life!” exclaimed Andreief, ‘“what is life? Tell me
that, pray! Give me a cigarette, Larionof.”

“Well, that’s plain enough,” drawled Dora.

“Then do define it, please. In what does this life
congist? In attending classes and lectures? In study-
ing science or politics? Is that it?”

“Certainly, it does, to some extent.”

“Well, you’ve got all that. What else do you want?”

“That I don’t know. I only feel that the most impor-
tant thing of all is just what I haven’t got.”

“T'H tell you what you want,” said Andreief, in a tone
of decision.

“Aha! That will be most interesting,” sneered Dora,
and in her dark eyes there was a wicked gleam. It

lgalling, 3 37 k3. 2 vegetate, i Bik — AR 4235 5 & B 8.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

annoyed her to think that Andreief believed that he knew
more than she did.

“Love, and self-respect—that’s what you want.”

“How do you make that out?” asked Dora, in the same
tone.

“The life for which you are fitted always seems to you
a miserable one, and you long to get away from it and
be something else, something more than you really are.”

“That’s very funny, upon my word!” exclaimed Dora,
incensed.

“Not funny in the least,” observed Larionof, “for, after
all, it’s no more than the truth,”

“How can it be anything else?” said Andreief, as he
shrugged his shoulders. *“You are such good Jesuits,
always ready to grovel to some apostle or other, be he
working-man, schoolmaster, or peasant. But if, one fine
morning, Fate should compel you to cart stones or clay
about, or drum the alphabet into snivelling infants, then
you grow melancholy and are ashamed to meet an ac-
quaintance! Why is this? Because you’ve no pride,
no amour propre,! no self-respect. You won’t see that
other people’s lives can only be interesting or significant
in so far as they are related to your own.”

“What do you mean?” cried Larinof angrily.

“Look here, 'm a peasant,” shouted Andreief, clench-
ing his fists. “All my life I've had to work for my living,
and have been used to consider that I myself am all in all2
to myself. It is all the same to me what position I occupy
with regard to other men, so long as I am satisfied and

Lamour propre, (% 4) A . 2allinall, B BB B, 2 E HH 5 5.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

happy. But you others, you don’t know what you want nor
yet of what you are capable. If you happen to be one of
a band of conspirators it’s only because others are in it,
too, and if you try to see life, it’s only because you've
been told that life is good. Now, if I want to become a
conspirator, I do so simply and solely because it pleases
me, personally, and nobody else. Thus, without the least
ado, I should die, or cause some one else to die and never
turn a hairl! That’s a fact!”

“How simple it all sounds!” said Dora mockingly.

“And I suppose youd like it to be complicated, eh?s
asked Andreief, in a cutting tone. ‘“You’ve got Chris-
tianity, patriotism, humanity, idealism, Marxism, all at
your finger-ends. Very pretty, no doubt, but what about
your own selves? Where’s your own free, individual
life?”

“Wait a moment,” broke in Larinof.

“What is there to wait for?” cried the other, tossing
back his head. “But I think we’ve reached the turning-
point now. In ten or twenty years’ time you will be look-
ed upon as monstrous cripples. One will never be able
to understand how such invertebrate, cowardly creatures
ever existed.”

“But won’t you be so good as to reveal to us this your
art of self-love, telling us in what it consists?”’ asked Dora
sarcastically.

“In what it consists? In loving oneself for just what
one is; as a human being of flesh, and blood, and wpirit.
One’s own existence, one’s body, one’s pleasures, one’s

Inever turn a hair, 3 73 € i < %2 8.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

own personality, and one’s own personal conception of
life, not some falsely coloured one; there you have it, in a
nutshelll”

Andreief got up suddenly and seized his cap.

“Well, good-bye. It’s time to go home. It is nearly
twelve o’clock.”

“No, but first explain . . .”

“I’ve nothing to explain. You must be a damned fool
if you don’t understand that yourself. It can never be
drummed into you.”

The students had gone, and in the room there was silence.
Yet one could hear voices behind the wall.

- “What a philosophy!”’ scoffed Dora. “It means that
we have to go back to man’s primeval state.”

Lisa sighed, and again she was tortured by thoughts of
Pasha Afanasief,

..........

CHAPTER XII

When Lisa got home, Dora was lying on the bed with
her face buried in the pillows.

“Ah, it’s you!” she said feebly, as she opened the door.
“How you frightened me!”

Lisa mechanically took off her things and lighted the
lamp. On the table she noticed a sheet of paper on which
Dora had written something, and also a black, hateful-
looking revolver. Approaching the table, Dora said:

“Look what I've written!”

Leaning one elbow on the table, Lisa read as follows:
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

“We do not wish to accuse anyone of our deaths. We
die because life is not worth living.”

“I think that’s sufficient, isn’t it?'’ said Dora in & tone
that had something of an author’s vanity about it, though
personal'y she thought that the effect produced by her
piece of paper would be simp'y foolish. Lisa said nothing,
but remained in the same uncomfortable position, propped
on one elbow, her plait hanging over her shoulder, and
falling in a coil on the table. She had a sudden wish to
seize the pen and write something else, something that
filled her breast and clutched at her heart. She only got
up slowly and sighed. Then she handled the revolver
for a moment and laid it down again.

“Yes, that will do quite well, I think. It’s all the same
to me,” she said faintly.

Silence ensued, which for Dora was most painful.

“How stupid it all seems!” she thought.

After a while she said:

“We shall have to lock the door.”

Lisa gently walked to the door and locked it. Again
there was an oppressive silence, as Lisa stood near the
door and Dora by the table. Something intolerably
dreadful and senseless seemed to pervade the whole room.
To Dora it seemed that the lamp was going out.

“Where are you?’ she gasped, as if a bullet had lodged
iteelf in her throat. Lisa opened her melancholy eyes,
but did not answer.

“Come now, we have got to put an end to it all,” mur-
mured Dora hoarsely, as her tongue clove to the roof of
her mouth, '

“Yes,”-replied Lisa in a faint voice.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

Dora put out her hand in hesitating fashion and took
hold of the revolver, trembling ‘n every limb.

Al sounds seemed deadened and remote, and a veil of
mist had shrouded everything about her.

Just as she had placed the barrel of the revolver to her
temple, chilled by the touch of the cold metal, she thought
to herself, as a spasm crossed her features:

“Suppose she doesn’t shoot herself, and makes a fool
of me?”’

A mad feeling of jealousy possessed her.

“Ah welll it doesn’t matter.”

Her fingers were closing convulsively on the trigger,
when, as if through a wall, she heard Lisa’s voice. In-
stantly she lowered the revolver. She felt an unutterably
bl'ssful sense of relief, and such intense weakness that she
almost sank into a chair.

“I’ll do it first,” said Lisa in a voice full of pity and
tenderness.

Dora was silent, and stared at her with wild eyes. Her
teeth chattered.

“But you must do it afterwards,” added Lisa firmly.

Approaching the table, she took the revolver from Dora’s
limp fingers and placed it calmly and carefully against her
left breast, pressing her soft body slightly towards it.
Dora could see, in the shadow, her large earnest eyes, and
the whole thing appeared to her nothing more than a bad
joke. But in the next moment Lisa’s face assumed an
expression of intense horror and despair. There was a
deafening report, and a sharp sound of broken glass. Lisa
staggered, and, though she clutched at the table with one
hand, she fell on the floor at full length, her eyes starting
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

from her head. A glass containing cold tea had been
upset, and a chair was overturned. Dora uttered a pierc-
ing cry as she clasped her head with both hands:

“Oh-—Lisal”

Her brain felt as if 't would burst, and, as all seemed
whirling before her oyes, she rushed to the door and serab-
bled hysterically at it, shrieking for help. Violent blows
from without made the door creak and gradually give way.
In the passage the sound of many excited voices could
be heard.

CHAPTER XIII

Dora laughed.

“You talk as if you were taking no risk yourself,” she
said, unconsciously flattering him somewhat. Andreief
waved his hand deprecatingly.

“No; what am I doing? My part only means penal servi-
tude, whereas yours means the gallows, straight away.
It’s an awful pity. I know the other two so well and 1
am so fond of them both. But if I were in their place, I
think I should feel happier.”

“Then why didn’é you undertake it yourself?”

“We can’t all do that at the same time,” laughed An-
dreief, “I dare say that my turn will come.”

“Then you know Nesnamof, do you?”

“Yes, I have known him for a long while. . . . A power-
ful, complex personality. . . . Korenief, too, he is a born
fighter. He only went into this thing with us because
nowadays there’s no loftier or more desperate cause than
that of the revolutionist’s. Alone, in the fight for freedom,
when all human strength is strained to the uttermost,
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

either to break the fetters or to perish in the attempt—
only then is it possible to play for a high stake. Korenief
is essentially brutal; but Nesnamof is only embittered;
he is really wonderfully kind and good-hearted. All true
anarchists must of necessity be kind and good-hearted.
The huge mass of evil, brutality, and injustice that for
most of us is merely a melancholy fact, is for them an
insufferable horror. Nesnamof’s soul is pure and holy.
It’s sad to think that he must perish.”

Andreief made another gesture of despair, and con
tinued to pace the room. The monotonous ticking of the
clock was again audible. Pora sat there, eaning forward,
and vaguely conscious that she, too, had a temperament
that was individual and rare, which pleased her vastly.

“Now, this is our plan, Dora Moiseivna,”’ said Andreief,
“don’t forget. You have got to stand at the corner, so
that we can see you from the railway station as well as
{rom the street. When the train arrives, and the prince
alights, the old nurse will come forward on the steps of
the railway station and make a sign with her hand to the
droshky driver. At this moment you must fan yourself
with your pocket-handkerchief, as though you were hot;
and this signal will be passed on to the café. Directly the
prince gets into his carriage, you must repeat the signal.
After the second signal, Nesnamof and Korenief will come
towards you. That’s all.”

“Yes, yes, I know. Do you think that one could for-
get?” cried Dora.

“I don’t think anything,” replied Andreief calmly.
“But it’s my duty to see to every detail. The main thing
is to keep cool.”
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

Dora nodded. She would certainly not show any
agitation, she thought.

..........

“Perhaps this is the last sunrise that I shall sce! There’s
only one thing that I am sorry for; you know I am really
most terribly sentimental; I love the sunlight, the sky,
and spring-time, and autumn; the green grass; all the
peace and joy that nature gives. I really don’t want to
kill anybody. I don’t want to die!”

“Then why do you undertake this?” asked Dora nerv-
ously, feeling again proudly conscious .hat her question
was making history.

“I don’t quite know how to explain that,’” replied
Nesnamof. “Most probably it is because I love life my-
self so much that it grieves me to see how others spoil it.”

He stood there before Dora, tall, slim, almost radiant,
as he smiled continually; yet again Dora felt that sense
of horror at her heart, and for very dread was dumb.
Hardly able to hold back her tears, she hurriedly gave
him her hand, and said without looking up:

“God grant that it may all end well!”

“‘No matter if it doesn’t,” replied Nesnamof, “If not
the first time, then it will be the second time. It's all
the same. All those who have brought the people into
this appalling state I count as my personal enemies; and
if I succeed in escaping with my life this time, I shall go
and kill somebody else. It doesn’t matter.”

Dora glanced up at his bright, sad eyes. Something
looked out from them so pure and unspeakably noble
that it touched her soul, and made her own personalit):
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gseem wonderfully mean and worthless. Yet the con-
sciousness of this did not annoy her; it roused her sym-
pathy; and again the tears rose to her eyes.

“Have you any paper and ink?” asked Nesnamof. “I
should like to write to my mother. I may not have an
opportunity “ater on.”

Dora could not speak; she only nodded. She brought
him writing materials, and for awhile stood there as if she
wished to say something. Yet the words would not come,
and she went back to her room. There she lay for a long
while, wrapped in her large shawl, listening to Nesnamof
as he moved, or rustled the paper; and her little lonely
heart seemed breaking with pity, with grief, and for the
first time, with love. She longed to get up and go to him
and caress him, weep for him, and with her embraces
shield him from the horror that was at hand. But she
lay there motionless, sobbing gently, fearful lest he should
hear her tears.

CHAPTER XIV

Dora, as she stood there, ‘ound it most trying.! Her
s'eepless night and recent indisposition, besides all the
terrible suspense,? had unnerved her and sapped her
strength. She stood at the corner of the street in a little
patch of sultry shade, eagerly watching the railway station.
" Qutside its broad entrance, in the fierce sunlight, stood
porters in white aprons, and people were continually

Itrying, §4 2. 2suspense, B K Yt )& 11 % 4 # % &
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

passing ‘n and out. Droshkies dashed up to the entrance,
and then slowly drove away. '

The large round face of the clock towered above all,
looking down sternly and intently upon all that was hap-
pening in the square.

To Dora, it was as if she had spent her whole life stand-
ing there, looking at this clock, at the porters’ white aprons
gleaming in the sunshine, and at the broad stone steps.
The railway station, an old building that had long been
to her a familiar object, seemed aloof from all else in the
world, and had a grim, sinister appearance. Even if she
had wished to do so, she could not take her aching anxious
eyes off it. In her heart there was the same unrest. The
weather was hot, yet she kept shivering, and her knees
trembled. She felt that th's agitation would be noticed
by all. People came and went, and thousands of faces
that she did not know flashed past her vision. “If it's
such a terrible thing, who forces me to do it?” were the
words that suddenly rang ‘n her ear. She very nearly
shrugged her shoulders and resolved to turn round smiling,
and walk away. Again she asked herself: “Am I really
so terribly frightened?” With this thought of her own
pitiable cowardice, the pale image of Nesnamof rose up
before her, and for a moment brought her certain relief.

Her nervous tremor ceased; she stood more firmly on
her feet, and the strained look in her eyes became less
ntense.

A tall man, with delicate features and curly hair, walked
past her, in a long peasant’s coat and jackboots. Dora
glanced at him for a moment, and like hundreds of other
passers-by he had almost disappeared when she suddenly
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

felt that she knew his face. It was Korenief. He looked
calm, almost jovial, in fact; yet his face wore a strange,
stony expression. He had walked past her quickly without
stopping, and amid the noise of the traffic, without looking
at her, but as if talking to himself, he had said:

“Look out! Soon! . . .”

Dora never heard that last word, but she divined it.
He had vanished in the crowd, but still she heard those
swift words of warning.

Close behind him walked a fat gentleman wearing a
tall hat. He was clean-shaven, and his face appeared
to be of the official type. Dora noticed him as he passed,
but to her he was a total stranger. The time passed.
A veritable eternity it seemed to Dora. ‘“Oh, God, if
only they would make haste!” she thought, and again her
anxious eyes were fixed on the railway station.

“What are you stopping here for?”’ cried a young red-
haired dvornik, who, not far from Dora, was turning a
tap in the pubic oadway. “Drive on at once, you damned
foolt”

A droshky-driver clumsly drove on in evident alarm.
Yet Dora managed to recognize Larionof. She knew
him by his weak eyes and stubbly beard, which in no way
matched the strange blue, driver’s coat.

She felt a thrill of sympathy. “What's he doing?
He mustn’t stop there!” she thought in terrible alarm.

She remembered Korenief’s bitter remark, “They all
want to undertake the job, but when it comes to the
scratch! . . .”

1scratch, $¢ 5 B A8 Bi 38,
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

At the time she had been indignant with him for saying
that, but now, in this moment, she was obsessed by the
awful certainty that she was going to lose her nerve, forget
something, and do everything all wrong, bringing ruin
to herself and to the others. This conviction remained
fixed in her mind, heightening her confusion and alarm.
She was now in a cold sweat, as she strove to recall to her
memory all the details of her task. Yet each time she
seemed to have forgotten something, the most important
thing of all.

“When the old nurse Trude comes out on the steps,
then . . . Trude! What a funny name . . . that doesn’t
matter. Yes, when she comes out and hails a droshky,
then I have got to . . . 1've got to . . . let me see, what
igit? ..

Everything was topsy-turvy in her fevered brain; and
just as she had utterly lost the thread, her eyes met those
of a person who was staring hard at her. A man of the
middle class walked past. While yet at some distance
he had been watching her without her knowing it. Now
that their eyes had met, he turned away and crossed the
street.

“A detective! I'm caught'” flashed through Dora’s
brain. She strove with all her might to prevent her teeth
from chattering. “Nonsense! Why should that be?
They’d have arrested me long before. . . . ”

One thought followed another at random, and she moved
restlessly from side to side.

Just at that moment, Nurse Trude, in her plain black
dress, came out on to the broad stone steps of the station
and hailed the nearest droshky. Somethng seemed to
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

snap in Dora’s brain, and everything became blurred and
misty before her eyes.

“Now for it!” she thought feebly. With unnatural
energy, and conscious all the while that she was doing the
wrong thing, Dora whipped out her handkerchief, waving
it like a white flag in the sun.

She could just see a black closed carriage driving slowly
away from the station entrance. At that moment, the
fat, clean-shaven man in the tall hat suddenly appeaved
at Dora’s side, and said sharply:

“What are you doing here?”

Dora hastily turned round, white as a sheet, with her
eyes starting from their sockets. Not knowing why, yet
aware that her act was senseless and fatal, she drew a re-
volver from her pocket, and, pushing it against something
soft, pulled the trigger.

In the noise of the traffic only a slight report was audible.
The fat, clean-shaven man started backwards, and as his
tall hat tumbled off, he fell forwards under the hoofs of
a droshky horse, which with much clatter and noise slipped
down sideways on the pavement. Everything before
Dora’s eyes became confused, she only saw how the
black tall hat was roll'ng about under the feet of the crowd.
and heard vague shouts in all directions.

“Alls lost!” The words burned in her brain, as, pushing
through the crowd, she rushed madly round the corner,
stumbling over a hose-pipe that lay across the pavement.
Then she had a sensation of being seized and struck on
the head by some heavy weapon. She closed her eyes
and fell forward on the hard granite.

“This is the end!” cried an inward voice, echoing through
the whole world as it seemed to her. Then she fainted.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

Recovering consciousness, she felt herself being hustled
into a droshky, jammed in between two gendarmes, with
yellow braid on their uniforms and fury in their faces.
Her brain was in a whirl; she suffered intolerable pain from
wounds on her head; and warm blood streamed over her
face and lips. Her eyes were fixed on Larionof’s mad
face in the middle of the road. His horse’s bridle had
been seized by dozens of hands, while others clutched at
his blue coat, and he meanwhile was tugging madly at
the reins and beating the wretched animal. This reared
and, showing its teeth, kicked out wildly on all sides.

“Stop him! Don’t let him go!” was the general ery,
which seemed to be taken up not merely by human beings,
but by the walls of the houses, the noise of the traffic, and'
the dazzling light.

When the droshky with Dora, who had fainted a second
time, passed the railway station, there were pompous,
portly gentlemen in uniform and imposing cloaks, standing
on the broad steps, while behind them the big nurse in
her black dress leaned calmly against a pillar, with scorn
in her eyes.

THE DOCTOR
CHAPTER 1

Accompanied by a taciturn policeman, the Doctor
went through empty streets where the: web pavement
reflected his long figure as in a dim, broken glass. Behind
the walls bare boughs were tossing in the wind that howled
round iron roofs and dashed icy raindrops like splinters in
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

the face. When for a short while its fury abated and there
was silence, a sound of distant firing could be distinctly
heard; rifle-shots, singly, and then again in rapid succes-
sion. Southwards, behind the dark shadow of the cathe-
dral there was a faint glow which lit up the low hanging
clouds, making them look like huge dun-coloured
reptiles.

“Whereabouts are they shooting?” asked the Doctor,
thrusting his hands up his sleeves and looking down at
his feet.

“That I don’t know,” replied the policeman, but from
the tone of his voice the Doctor perceived that he knew
and would not say.

“Is it on the outskirts of the town?” persisted the Doc-
tor, clenching his teeth with rage.

“I don’t know, I’'m sure,” said the man in the same tone.
‘We really must go faster, sir.”

“What a damned idiot!”” thought the Doctor, quickening
his pace.

Again the wind blew in gusts; and again, when there
was a lull, the same distant sound of firing was audible.

“But who shot the Chief Constable?” asked the Doctor.
as he listened anxiously to the firing.

“One of those Jews, probably,” replied the policeman
in the same callous! tone.

“With what?”

‘With a revolver. He shot and wounded him.”

‘W}ly?,)

‘That I don’t know.’
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This curt, monotonous reply made all further question-
ing futile. The Doctor literally! felt as if his fury would
choke him. He was convinced that the Police Superin-
tendent had been wounded by one of a Jewish gang, a
secret Self-Defence Society, upon which the Cossacks had
been ordered to fire. He pictured to himself a disorderly
band of terrified men, powerless and badly armed, who
were being gradually massacred? with pitiless precision.
So revolting® to him was the scene, and so clearly did he
seem to see it, that he longed to stop suddenly and say to
the policeman roughly:

“Well, let him die like a dog! A dog deserves a dog’s
death!”

But he managed to control himself.

“I have no right to behave like that,” he thought. “I
am a doctor, not a judge.” Although this reason seemed
irrefutable,® he furthermore reflected, “Besides, one can’t
hi a man that’s down.”

The policeman walked close behind him, and to be
followed by this black. monotonous figure becamo at last
intolerable.

“I think they might have sent me horses,” he said at
last. His voice trembled, and he was amazed at having
made such a foolish protest.

“The horses are all engaged. In the town they are
looking everywhere for doctors. I hoped to be able to
fetch you in a droshky, sir, but there’s not a damned one
to be got. We must go a bit quicker. sir!”

1 literally, H] &2 g{, AT AR H R 2massacred, JB .
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CHAPTER II

Several policemen and two mounted Cossacks wers
stationed in front of the Chief Constable’s house. The
horses tossed their heads, and their tails were blown side-
ways by the wind. With their rifles slung across their
saddles, the Cossacks sat there motionless, each looking
as if he were not a living man but an inanimate! part of
the horse. As the Doctor approached, the policeman
silently made way for him. A sergeant in a grey cloak
saluted and asked:

“What about the doctor? Have you got one?”

“Yes, I've got one,” was the policeman’s triumphant
answer, as he ran forward and opened the door.

“This way, if you please, sir!”

The hall was in darkness, but from a side-room a streak
of light fell across the floor. A fat inspector came out
of this room, in which other policemen and a smart-looking
young officer could be seen.

“Well, have you got a doctor?” asked the police-
sergeant.

“Yes,” roplied the sergeant in the grey cloak.

The Doctor said nothing, but frowned as one who,
perplexed and helpless, had been suddenly involved? in
an unpleasant business and who saw no way out of it.
For a long while he fidgeted with his muffler before taking
off his overcoat and goloshes. Then he removed his
g asses, which he proceeded to polish with his handkerchief
with unnecessary slowness and deliberation.®
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Just at this moment he recollected how in his student-
days he was once obliged to enter a house where shortly
before he had received his congé, owing to seme misunder-
standing or other. Heow ashamed he felt! To walk almost
caused him physical pain. Such were his sensations now.
He coughed nervously, raised his eyebrows, looked over the
rims of his glasses, and awkwardly entered the lighted room,

“Where is the patient?” he asked irritably, without
looking at anyone. Indeed he strove to avoid the ex-
pectant glances directed towards him. He only saw that
the officer of gendarmes was the same one who shortly
before had searched his own house.

“This way, doctor! This way, please,” said the In-
spector hoarsely.

A graceful woman hurried forward, her feet becoming
entangled in the folds of her dress. She had large black
eyes that looked the larger for being tear-stained. Such
was her beauty that the Doctor involuntarily looked at
her in admiration and surprise.

“Platon Mikhailovitch, where is the doctor?” she asked
in a voice choked with emotion,

“Here is the doctor, Emma Vasilievna! Calm yourself!
It will be all right now, and we shall manage to set him
on his feet,” said the Inspector in that kindly, familiar
tone which stalwart men often adopt when speaking to
beautiful women.

Seizing the doctor by both hands, she looked him full
in the face with wide-opened eyes and said:

“For God’s sake, doctor, help me! This way, quick!
He's in such a shocking state. They’ve wounded him
in the stomach. Oh, do come!”
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Then she began to sob, covering her face with her soft,
pink hands.

“Fmma Vasilievna, don’t distress yourself like that!
There’s no need for it!>’ cried the burly Inspector, with a
deprecative gesture.

“Pray be calm, madam,” added the Doctor gently,
being softened, now, by pity. Yet, as he spoke, he glanced
at her hands and remembered what some one had told
him that very day—fold him how they had ripped up
pregnant Jewesses and stuffed them with feathers from
their bedding. . . .

“Why did you not send for some other medical man?”
he asked in an undertone, without looking up.

Her eyes flashed in -surprise. “My God, who else is
there that we could have summoned? You are the only
Russian doctor in the whole town. I could not have sent
for a Jew. They are all so bitterly hostile to him! Oh,
Doctor!”

The Inspector came nearer, and the Doctor understood.
why he moved. He looked round angrily, blinking his
little eyes. “Very well, then; where is the patient?”

“Here, here, Doctor!’’ exclaimed the lady, as she caught
up her gown and hurriedly offered to lead the way.

“Perhaps you will want help,” suggested the Inspector.

“I want nobody,” replied the Doctor sharply, glad of
an opportunity to be rude. He quickly followed the lady
through two dark rooms, presumably the dining-room and
the salon, for the Doctor fancied he could see a white table
on which a tea-urn still stood, pictures, a grand piano,
dark, yet gleaming in the dusk, and large mirrors. They
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walked alternately on polished flooring and soft carpets.
Everywhere there was the strange, indefinable aroma of
wealth and luxury which the Dootor found intolerably
oppressive. He could now hear a sound that was familiar
to him, the laboured, stertorous! breathing of a dying
man, and this impressed upon him the fact that he had
a duty to perform.

It was he who now walked first and entered the sick-
room. It smelt strongly of sal-ammoniac and iodoform.
A Red Cross Sister of Mercy was standing beside the bed,
and on the blood-stained mattress, at full length, with
his chest curiously thrust out, lay the Chief Constable.
His blue trousers were unbuttoned and had been drawn
down, disclosing his naked stomach, which heaved con-
vulsively.

The Dootor looked sternly at his patient and said:

“Bring a light, please, Sister!”

But the lady herself rushed to the table and brought
the lamp. When the light fell on her it gave her eyes a
lurid brilliance as she looked first at her prostrate husband
and then at the Doctor’s face like a terrified child.

The Doctor bent down. “Oh, it’s there! 1 see,” he
muttered to himself.

Just below the ribs there was a ’ittle dark red hole.
With two fingers he cautiously pressed the edges of the
wound, when the nody became at once convulsed, and
a wild, hideous scream came from somewhere at the back
of the Doctor’s elbow. Lamp in hand, the lady became
go terribly agitated that instinctively the Doctor put out

Lstertorous, 3 ¥ ) B 1R & #) 17 .
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

his hands to prevent her from falling. “She’s going to
faint,” he thought.

“My dear lady,” he said, “don’t give way like this, I
think you had better retire. You cannot do anything
here.” Thus persuading her, he at the same time took
hold of her arm. v

She stared at him, wild-eyed. ‘“No, no! It’s nothing,
nothing! Oh, be quick, Doctor; for God’s sake, be
quick!”

But the Doctor firmly led her away, and she obediently
left the room.

In the salon the maid lit a lamp, and in the soft light
the polished surface of the furniture and the gilt frames
of the pictures were dimly discernible. Almost forcibly
the Doctor led the lady to a couch. The Inspector’s
round, red face peered in at the door.

“Don’t come bhack, if you please. Stay here. The
Sister of Merey will be quite sufficient, and I am going
to send for an assistant-surgeon at once. It is too much
for you; so please stay here.”

“We have already sent for the assistant-surgeon,” said
the Inspector in the doorway.

She listened, still gazing at the Doctor with her dark,
shining eyes. It was as if there was something that she
did not understand. Directly the Doctor moved, with
cat-like swiftness she caught at his hand.

“Doctor, tell me, for God’s sake, tell me the truth!
There’s no danger, is there? He’s not going to die?”
she faltered.

The Doctor felt more and more how terribly she was
suffer:ng, and his pity for her increased.
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

“Ah, well,” he thought, as if replying to his owvm inde-
finite emotions, “every one for himself! This outrage
is just as horrible as any other. Of course to her he is
the dearest thing in the whole world, and he loves life a
much as anybody else. It's my business to help all; not
to look upon some patients as guilty, and upon others as
innocent.”’

“Be calm, madam,” he said kindly. “Please God, all
will go well. The wound is certainly serious, but you
have sent for me in good time. Yes; it is lucky that you
did s0,” he added with emphasis.

Although the uncertainly was as great as ever, since
he had done nothing so far, the wife’s dark eyes grew
softer. They no longer glittered feverishly but expressed
heartfelt gratitude. She sank down, strengthless, on
the couch.

“Thank you, doctor,” she murmured. Her voice had
a ceressing quality. “Go back. I won’t distuwrb you any
more. But if .. .if ... you'll call me, won’t you,
Doctor?”

Against his will the Doctor glanced once more at this
enchanting vision of shimmering lace, raven black hair,
roseate limbs, and rustling silk. “How beautiful she is!”’
he thought. “And she’s the wife, the bedfellow of that
brute! Strange, isn’t it? But that’s just how things
are in this world!”

On entering the bedroom the Doctor closed the door.
“Sister,” he said to the Red Cross nurse seated beside
the bed, “will you send for the assistant-surgeon, and to
my house for my instruments? They’ll know what I
want. Or, perhaps I had better write a note.”
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“Very well, sir,” teplied the nurse, rising, “but that
has been done already, I believe.”

“And see to it,”” added the Doctor, “that no one comes
in here. The patient requires rest. Do not admit his wife.”

When left alone with the patient the Doctor carefully
placed the lamp on a little table near the bed and sat
down beside it. The Chief Constable still lay there with-
out moving. His face with its heavy moustache, his
hands with rings on the fingers, his legs in big varnished
top-boots, were all equally motionless. Only the red,
bare stomach heaved convulsively.

The Doctor knew what had to be done and what could
be done. A single glance had sufficed to assure him that so
robust a patient, despite the gravity of the wound, would
recover if no complications set in, and if aid were given
in time, so that, nop unnaturally, he felt impatient. He
took the patient’s hand to feel his pulse. A powerful
hand once, maybe, covered with reddish hair, but now
as pliable as india-rubber. The heavy breathing suddenly
ceased, The Doctor looked intently at the patient and
perceived that he was recovering consciousness.

“Well, how do you feel?” he asked.

The Chief Constable did not reply. As before, his
stomach rose and fell, and his eyes through their half-
closed lids had a dull, lifeless expression.

The Doctor began to think that he must have been
mistaken, when just at that moment the moustache
quivered and a strange voice, coming as it were from
depths within the patient’s body, said gently and dis-
tinctly, “It hurts me ... Doctor. . . . T am dying.
.+ . Where is Emma . . . my wife?” '
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

“I have sent your wife away. It is too much for her,
You won’t die. There’s not the least fear of that., You'll
be all right,” said the Doctor in the calm tone of assurance
that he always adopted when addressing patients.

“It hurts me!” repeated the Chief Constable in a fainter
voice, and he sighed.

“Never mind! We shal' soon put that right. You
must have a little patience,” replied the Doctor in the
same soothing tone. But his patient had become uncon-
scious again,-and it was distressing to hear his laboured
breathing beneath his tawny moustache.

The Doctor looked at the clock, sighed, and then rose.
The wound had been washed by the Sister of Mercy, and
for the moment nothing could be done., He became more
and more uneasy as he sat there in this heated atmosphere,
a prey to vague, gloomy thoughts. He went to the window
and, opening the small one, looked down at the street.
The fresh air as it came in and touched his forehead was
reviving. The street was empty and silent. Then, as
he, listening, looked out again the distant sound of firing
came to him on the wind.

... Bang! ... Bang bang! . . . Bang!

“My God!y. When on earth will it stop?” he muttered.

As if in reply, he heard the hoarse gurgling of the patient
in the room behind him. ‘“This fellow,” thought he,
“what a beautiful, charming wife he’s got! He’s strong
and healthy, and surrounded with comfort of every kind.
His children, too, are healthy, happy children, no doubt.
But ingtead of being content with such good fortune,
instead of enjoying his life and prizing the joy that was
bis, he must needs do such atrocious things! For him
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

such hideous deeds are utterly unnecessary and uncalled
for. He must know what misery they cause. And yet,
in spite of it all . . .

The wind howled more furiously; and again from the
bed came the sound of laboured breathing.

The Doctor listened anxiously. He fancied that he
could hear a scream as he looked right and left through
the small window opening on to the street. Immediately?
opposite he could read on a large white signboard the
words Fish Depot. Suddenly he recollected how some
six or seven months ago he had been summoned to attend
a tradesman who was suffering from a slight paralytic
stroke. The fat fellow lay on the sofa like a sow that
had just been slaughtered. His face was blue as that of
a corpse; he was gasping for breath; and every now and
then his limbs twitched convulsively. At the time the
Doctor did everything that was possible, sitting up all
night with the patient, and eventually effecting a cure.
Now, it was this very same tradesman, Voskoboynikof by
name, who three days ago had collected a horde of drunken
wretches who could hardly be called men, and, after
treating them all to vodka, had distributed red flags
among them, His fat, red face shone with excitement
as he spluttered out a lot of senseless words that had
now resulted in all these bestial outrages and inhuman
massacres.

“There it is!” thought the Doctor. “If I hadn’t cured
him when I did, dozens and dozens of poor wretches might
now be alive! Why did I ever do it?”

limmediately, i§ $2.
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He left the window, perplexed and confused, as if
trying vainly to recollect something. Going to the bed-
side, he scrutinized! the pale, motionless face of his patient.
At times, if the breathing grew more laboured, broad
white teeth became visible beneath the reddish moustache;
and then the whole countenance assumed a cunning ex-
pression as that of a wild beast. A wave of fury and
disgust came over the Doctor as he watched. #

“I must control myself,” he thought. “I have no
right to let myself be influenced by personal feelings.
It stands to reason? that I could not possibly go away
and leave a dying man. Yet why not! Why shouldn’t
I leave him to die? No, no! Impossible!” The note
of assurance rang fa'se,® emphatic though it was. ‘“Damn
it all” he thought angrily. “What does it mean? Why
doesn’t somebody come?” Then he perceived that he
really only desired “somebody’ to come in order to coun-
teract his own personal aversion, and to enable him to
overcome it.

For some reason or other he felt drawn to look out of
the window again. Gazing into the darkness, he seemed
to see once more a hideous sight that he had witnessed
a day or two ago. The corpse of a young man had been
brought into the hospital. The face was so horribly muti-
lated that dentification seemed impossible. It was one
huge grisly clot of blood and mire, with tufts on :t of soft,
fair hair. Then he remembered a girl student, a little
Jewess whom he used to meet almost every morning when
on his way to the hospital. She was a br.ght, graceful
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

girl, and her neat brown dress, black apron, high boots,
and glossy hair gave her a charming appearance. For
the jaded physician it was refreshing to encounter this
sweet embodiment of youth, as sweet to him as the first
bright vision of spring. She, too, had been murdered.
Her body was the second that he had seen on that fateful
day. In a certain street, not far from a smoking house
of which the door and windows had been battered in,
amid the dirt and wreckage on the roadway, he had ob-
served a strange white object. Having outraged her,
the pillagers had stripped her stark naked and flung her
out of the window, where, as the Doctor afterwards learnt,
she had dragged herself along through the dirt on one
leg. Her little breasts had been cut by the sharp stones.
Her dishevelled hair was stiff and caked with mud. One
white leg, broken and useless, lay bent beneath her on
the stones.

Tears for the first time now rose to his eyes, wetting
the rims of his glasses. Suddenly this awful picture,
as in some hideous dream, gave place to that of Voskoboy-
nikof’s bloated, shapeless visage with its bloodshot, gog-
gling eyes and gaping mouth ringed by a horde of ruffians,
maddened by vodka and lust.

“No, they are not human beings!” he said aloud, com-
posed now, and in a tone of conviction.

The face of the murdered girl had disappeared.

Once more he left the window and went back towards the
patient’s bedside, but as soon as he got to the middle of the
room he turned sharply on his heel, and, without looking
at the patient, waved his hand deprecatingly and weat out.

“I cannot!{” he said sorrowfully.
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CHAPTER 111

In the salon he collided with the Sister of Mercy, and
stood aside to let her pa:s. He was then in a strange,
half-unconscious condition, and later on had no recollec-
tion of what at that moment was passing through his
mind. The Sister stopped and said reassuringly, as she
looked up in his face:

“They have sent again, sir, to Timopheief and to the
hospital.”

The Doctor looked at her brow pensively, where little
fluffy hairs were peeping out from under her white cap.
Then he said:

“Oh, yes, yes!”

“Perhaps you want water or something? Shall T get
some water?”’ she asked.

“Yes, yes, water! Of course,” shouted the Doctor
furiously, amazed at such an outburst on his part. For
an instant he saw the look of astonishment on the Sister
of Mercy’s face. She was evidently offended. He wanted
to speak, to offer some explanation of his conduct, but
he could only wave his hand feebly as he went out.
Through all the rooms he walked, conscious that the Chief
Constable’s wife was watching him in amazement and
distress, though as she rose from the couch he did not see
her. On reaching the ante-room he began to put on his
overcoat with trembling hands. She followed him thither
as with outstretched arms she exclaimed anxiously:

“Where are you going, Doctor? What is the matter?”

Behind her, his hands awkwardly extended, stood the
Inspector, while above his head the face of the young
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TALES OF THE REVOLUTION

officer could be seen. Then the Doctor, who had already
put on his coat and goloshes, turned back, hat in-hand,
and went into the dining-room. He was very pale, and
with his eyes fixed on the floor he said: “I cannot. . . .
You had better call in some one else. . . .”

Her dark eyes grew wide with fear as she clasped her
hands. “Doctor, what is the matter with you? Who
is there that I can call in? As I have already told you,
we’ve sent everywhere. You are the only one. . ..
What does it mean? Are you not well yourself?”

The Doctor uttered a stifled ery, for the words in answer
momentarily failed him. “Ugh! ... Not at alll 1
am well . . . I am perfectly welll” he exclaimed testily,
trembling all over.

A death-like pallor overspread her features. She gazed
at him in mute amazement. Her silence and her glassy
stare told him that she had understood.

“What does this mean, Doctor?”’ began the young
officer in a hectoring tone. But she held him back.

“You won’t save my husband because he . . .” Her
lips quivered. Her voice was almost inaudible.

“Yes!” This was the curt reply that the Doctor had
intended to give. But the little word stuck in his throat.
He merely shrugged his shoulders, and his fingers twitched.

“Look here, sir, what . . .”” cried the Inspector angrily.
Then, for some reason or other, he stopped, and looked
about him in confusion.

There was a brief silence. The lady gazed despairingly
at the Doctor, who kept his eyes stubbornly fixed on one
of the little feet of the table.

“Doctor!” she pleaded at last in a voice full of anguish.
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He quickly looked up, but made no reply. Within
him a2t that moment a painful, secret conflict was in prog-
ress. It seemed so utterly criminal and unjust to leave
a dying man like this and to refuse to help her in her
despair; to go away, and before going to condemn to death
a helpless, suffering fellow-creature.

At this awful juncture he strove to find some outlet,
some way of escape. But there was none. At one mo-
ment it seemed that the simplest way for him would be
to go back and give help and consolation. Then, in
another instant, clear, obvious as justice itself, his duty
appeared to be exactly the reverse. He ought to go.
To which prompting should he yield?

“Doctor!” she murmured in the same supplicating
tone, as she came close to him and held out her arms.

Quite apart from and outside this train of thought,
he suddenly reflected that he was getting warm in his
thick overcoat, and might catch cold if he went out into
the street. Then, it seemed to him as if he had already
taken off h's coat, and was at the bedside looking at that
face with its tawny moustache and large white teeth.

“No: it’s impossible!” he thought; and again before
his mental vision there floated the hideous picture
of the young man’s battered head and of the girl-student’s
naked limb. In his ears rang those words spoken by
that man he knew: “They ripped them up and then
stuffed them with feathers from the bedding.” A par.
oxysm of wrath again assailed him and he cried hoarsely:
“No, I cannot!”

Waving her aside, he went to the door, when she sud-
denly shrieked, and he stopped.
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“You dare not go! It’s your duty to stop and save
my husband! I will denounce you! You shall suffer
for this! Platon Mikhailovitch!”

The Inspector and the young officer with two police-
men advanced, all ready at a word from the lady in her
silks and laces, to seize him. Standing in front of him,
her slender hands clenched and her eyes round and flashing,
she leaned forward.

“You dare not!” she hissed. ‘“Do you know, I will
compel you by force to remain . . . !”

“Ivanof!” ecried the Imspector, turning very red.

“Aha! Ivanof, indeed!” replied the Doctor in a
strange, deliberate tone, as he relinquished his hold of the
door-handle and faced her.

“You mean to threaten me, do you? Very well. If
I act in this way it is because I have good reasons for
doing so. I am obliged to stop, am I? Who says that,
pray? Let me tell you that I am obliged to do nothing
that disgusts me. Your husband is a brute, and if he
is suffering—well, it’s a pity he can’t be made to suffer
more. Why should I save him? Why should I save
the life of a man who—Do you know what you are saying?
You ought to be ashamed of yourself! How can you
possibly plead for such a man? Ah! No, no! Let him
die! Let him die like a dog! I won’t move a finger to
help him. Arrest me, if you like! We will soon see about
that!” )

His thin little voice rose almost to a scream, and hig
small myopic eyes twinkled defiantly. In this moment
he tasted the sweetness of revenge. The vent for all his
pent-up grief and impotent fury had been found. His
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features wers contorted by a sardonic smile of which he
was himself unconscious. In his anger he saw nothing
of what was going on.

The lady in her laces tottered helplessly and almost
fell. Her face became ghastly white and all traces of
its beauty disappeared. Her lips quivered, as in mute
despair she held out limp, supplicating hands.

“Doctor! Doctor!”

He stopped short in his tirade! and looked at her in
amazement, as if he had quite forgotten her presence,

“I ... I know, Doctor . ..” she stammered, “but
« .. Doctor . .. did he himself . . . actually . . .2”

“Ah! yet if he didn’t, that is no justification,” he mut-
tered.

“I know! I know! But now, Doctor, now he’ll die!”

“Yes, but . . .” began the Doctor, growing angry again.

She cut him short, as she caught hold of his coatslesve,
“Ah! Doctor, I love him, and I can’t live without him.
See how much I suffer, too! Oh Doctor, in the hame of
all the Saints! Have you no pity? . .. Our children
. . .7 Suddenly she fell on her knees.

“Bmma Vasilievna! What are you doing?}” cried the
Inspector and the officer, rushing forward. But she
thrust them aside.

So strange and unlooked for was this attitude of hers
that for a moment the Doctor staggered backwards. She
crawled towards him on her knees as her rustling silk
skirts trailed along the floor; and at the sight of this frail

Ltirade, 5 K.
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woman in her anguish the Doctor felt a sharp pang at his
heart. .

“Doctor Doctor’ For God’s sake, stop!”

He was trembling in every limb, and for the space of
a second he felt that he could not resist. But just then
the Inspector seized his arm roughly, and in another
access of fury he shook himself free and rushed to the door-

She seized his sleeve, shrieking, but, loosing her hold,
fell down in a swoon on the floor, a rigid mass of rose-pink
silk and tangled hair. They lifted her up, yet not before
the Doctor, as he flung open the door, had caught a glimpse
of her lying there, prone. They rushed after him, and
the Inspector called out the soldiers. He could hear the
tramp of their feet on the stairs below. Trembling,
aghast, he.clutched the banisters and fled, while rings
of fire danced before his eyes.






(84841
PRI B R AR
¥ Kk B
Tales of the Revolution
REBTERGRE

. M. Artzibashef
B2 F K i p B

oM
g2 &5 A FE

i =
H

Lo
BBl B W ¥

By
o
=

L#w R 4@
® 5 W W B % M

EEEBNA  SHEFINERER

e LI

HERBTHEIHAOR

¢ - R ))






