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ROTHSCHILD’S FIDDLE

The town was small—no better than a village—and it
was inhabited almost entircly by old people who died so
seldom that it was positively painful. In the hospital,
and even in the prison, coffins were required very seldom.
In one word, business was bad. If Yakov [vanov had
been coffin-maker in the government town. he would
probably have owned his own house, and called himself
Yakov Matveyich; but, as it was, he was known only by
the name of Yakov, with the street nickname! of “Bronza’
given for some obscure® reason; and he lived as poorly as
a simple muzhik® in a little, ancient cabin with only one
room; and in this room lived he, Marfa, the stove, a double
bed, the coffins, a joiner’s bench, and all the domestic
utensils.

Yet Yakov made admirable coffins, durable and good.
For muzhiks and petty tradespeople he made them all of
one size, taking himself as model; and this method never
failed him, for though he was seventy years of age, there
was not a taller or stouter man in the town, not even in the
prison. For women and for men of good birth he made his
coffins to measure, using for this purpose an iron yardwand.
Orders for children’s coffins he accepted very unwillingly.
made them without measurement, as if in contempt. and
every time when paid for his work exclaimed:

“Thanks. But I confess T don’t care much for wasting
time on trifles.”

!nickname, $4i %%. Zobsoure, i i#. *muzhik, 8 F A.
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ROTHSCHILD’S FIDDLE

In addition to coffin-making Yakov drew a small income
from his skill with the fiddle. At weddings in the town
there usually played a Jewish orchestra, the conductor of
which was the tinsmith Moses Ilyich Shakhkes, who kept
more than half the takings for himself. As Yakov played
very well upon the fiddle, being particularly skillful with
Russian songs, Shakhkes sometimes employed him in the
orchestra, paying him fifty kopecks a day, exclusive! of
gifts from the guests. When Bronza sat in the orchestra
he perspired and his face grew purple; it was always hot,
the smell of garlic was suffocating; the fiddle whined, at
his right ear snored the double-bass, at his left wept the
flute, played by a lanky, red-haired Jew with a whole
network of red and blue veins upon his face, who bore the
same surname as the famous millionaire Rothschild. And
even the merriest tunes this accursed Jew managed to play
sadly. Without any tangible® cause Yakov had become
slowly penetrated with hatred and contempt for Jews, and
especially for Rothschild; he began with irritation, then
swore at him, and once even was about to hit him; but
Rothschild flared up.® and, looking at him furiously, said:

“If it were not that I respect you for your talents, I
should send you flying out of the window.”

Then he began to cry. So Bronza was employed in the
orchestra very seldom, and only in cases of extreme need
when one of the Jews was absent.

Yakov had never been in a good humour.” He was
always overwhelmed by the sense of the losses which he
suffered. For instance, on Sundays and saints’ days it

lexclusive, B #t. 2tangible, § 7£. 3flared up, §t &8 ¢talents,
# §E. ©good humour, & $i.
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ROTHSCHILD’S FIDDLE

was a sin to work, Monday was a tiresome day—and so
on; so that in one way or another, there were about two
hundred days in the year when he was compelled to sit
with his hands idle. That was one loss. If anyone in
town got married without musie, or if Shakhkes did not
employ Yakov, that was another loss. The Inspector of
Police was ill for two years, and Yakov waited with im-
patience for his death, yet in the end the Inspector trans-
ferred himself to the government town for the purpose of
treatment, where he got worse and died. There was
another loss, a loss at the very least of ten rubles, as the
Inspector’s coffin would have been an expensive one lined
with brocade. Regrets for his losses generally overtook
Yakov at night; he lay in bed with the fiddle beside him,
and, with his head full of such speculations,! would take
the bow, the fiddle giving out through the darkmess a
melancholy sound which made Yakov feel better.

On the sixth of May last year Marfa was suddenly taken
ill.  She breathed heavily, drank much water and stag-
gered. Yet next morning she lighted the stove, and even
went for water. Towards evening she lay down. All
day Yakov had played on the fiddle, and when it grew
dark he took the book in which every day he inscribed
his losses, and from want of something better to do, began
to add them up. The total amounted to more than a
thousand rubles. The thought of such losses so horrified
him that he threw the book on the floor and stamped his
feet. Then he took up the book, snapped his fingers, and
sighed heavily. His face was purple, and wet with per-
spiration. He reflected that if this thousand rubles had
been lodged in the bank the interest per annum would have

‘speculations, § & #l 4.
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ROTHSCHILD’S F1DDLE

amounted to at least forty rubles. That meant that the
forty rubles were also a loss. In one word, wherever
you turn, everywhere you meet with loss, and profits
none. ‘

“Yakov,” cried Marta unexpectedly, ‘I am dying.’

He glanced at his wife. Her face was red from fever
and unusually clear and joytul: and Bronza, who was
accustomed to see her pale, timid, and unhappy-looking,
felt confused. It seemed as 1t she were indeed dying,
and were happy in the knowledge that she was leaving for
ever the cabin, the coftins, and Yakov. And now she looked
at the ceiling and twitched her lips, as if she had seen Death
her deliverer, and were whispering with him.

Morning came: through the window might be seen the
rising of the sun.  Looking at his old wite, Yakov somehow
remembered that all his life he had never treated her
kindly, never caressed her, never pitied her, never thought
of buying her a kerchief for her head, never carried away
from the weddings a piece of tasty food, but only roared
at her, abused her for his losses, and rushed at her with
shut fists. True, he had never beaten her, -but he had
often frightened her out of her life and left her rooted tc
the ground with terror. Yes, and he had forbidden
her to drink tea, as the losses without that were great
enough; so she drank always hot water. And now, begin-
ning to understand why she had such a strange, enraptured
face, he felt uncomfortable.

When the sun had risen high he borrcwed a cart from a
neighbour, and brought Marfa to the hospital. There
were not many patients there, and he had to wait only
three hours. To his joy he was received not by the doctor

4
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ROTHSCHILD’S FIDDLE

but by the feldscher,t Maksim Nikolaich, an old man of
whom it was said that, although he was drunken and
quarrelsome, he knew more than the doctor.

“May your health be good!” said Yakov, leading the old
woman into the dispensary. “Forgive me, Maksim Niko-
laich, for troubling you with my empty affairs. But there,
you can see for yourself my object is ill. The companion
of my life, as they say, excuse the expression . . .”

Contracting his grey brows and smoothing his whiskers,
the feldscher began to examine the old woman, who sat
on the tabouret, bent, skinny, sharp-nosed, and with open
mouth so that she resembled a bird that is about to drink,

“So . . .” said the feldscher slowly, and then sighed.
“Influenza and may be a bit of a fever. There is typhus
now in the town . .. What can 1 do? She is an old
woman, glory be to God. . . . How old?”

“Sixty-nine years, Maksim Nikolaich.”

“An old woman. It’s high time for her.”

“Of course! Your remark is very just,” said Yakov,
smiling out of politeness. “And I am sinecrely grateful
for your kindness; but allow me to make one remark; every
insect is fond of life.”

The feldscher replied in a tone which implied that upon
him alone depended her life or death. “I will tell you what
you'll do, friend; put on her head a cold compress, and
give her these powders twice a day. And goed-bye to
you.”

By the expression of the feldscher’s face, Yakov saw
that it was a bad business and that no powders would make

tfeldscher, B g



w ok R WM ’RT

% (Maksim Nikolaich), fiifik®, %58 HEH
T HESRVEIHI , 4 B DI Al 0 SR 25 S8 I A

ST i BT BT A S, B, TR SPH e !
Ve 0 A JE A, TN A F 9 A AR » (R 8K
i B RARAG LN HIE oA dn AN, IR Fe 0 — A9 ]
f8 5 10 AR B LERG A)F o ]

SER SERRAR AR M € Jid 01 AL 0 B -, R AR RS
SE AT B AR k1T R, WH 2R
B, BT A, IR LERTER Ik L5o

6 1 TP 00 R B ik — 11 S, [ Wik,
Ao 35 B B o BRI BEAT 0 IS - TR i
fHEEP ko7, Al RIS AR

[ ByEdA - RHEH, S LI J

[ te— A Edi A olp ik 2URHT o ]

SR BE AR WA SEREE, [ B AV (R3S
SRR N o AL A0 0 5 AEL R TR B R AR AR — )
7 JUAR ML T AR )

SEANE B PRI, R RORIh N 4T
REGitho [ RGN, BhDIREREAIC: A
TR % SR i TG Tl 19 B o R AE w0 J

A7 7 75 T o M 2 SRR 1A — P dep it 0GR 1

5




ROTHSCHILD’S FIDDLE

it any better; it was quite plain to him that Marfa was
beyond repair, and would assuredly die, if not to-day then
to-morrow. He touched the feldscher on the arm, blinked
his eyes, and said in a whisper: '

“Yes, Maksim Nikolaich, but yeu will let her blood.”

“I have no time, no time, friend. Take your old wo-
man, and God be with yon!”

“Do me this one kindness!” implored Yakov. “You
yourself know that if she merely had her stomach out of
order, or some internal organ wrong, then powders and
mixtures would cure; but she has caught cold. In cases
of cold the first thing is to bleed the patient.”

But the feldscher had already called for the next patient,
and into the dispensary came a peasant woman with a
little boy.

“Be off!”” he said to Yakov, with a frown.

‘At least try the effect of leeches. I will pray God
eternally for you.”

The feldscher lost his temper, and roared:

“Not another word.”

Yakov also lost his temper, and grew purple in the face;
but he said nothing more and took Marfa under his arm
and led her out of the room. As soon as he had got her
into the cart, he looked angrily and contemptuously at
the hospital and said:

“What an artist! He will let the blood of a rich man,
but for a poor man grudges® even a leech. Herod!”

When they arrived home, and entered the cabin, Marfa
stood for a moment holding on to the stove. She was

1 grudges, & 1 1%.
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ROTHSCHILD’S FIDDLE

afraid that if she were to lie down Yakov would begin
to complain' about his losses, and abuse her for lying in
bed and doing no work. And Yakov looked at her with
tedium in his soul and remembered that to-morrow was
John the Baptist, and the day after Nikolay the Miracle-
worker, and then came Sunday, and after that Monday—
another idle day. For four days no work could be done,
and Marfa would be sure to die on one of these days. Her
coffin must be made to-day. He took the iron yardwand,
went up to the old woman and took her measure. After
that she lay down, and Yakov crossed himself, and began
to make a coffin.

When the work was finished, Bronza put on his spec-
tacles and wrote in his book of losses:

“Marfa Ivanovna’s colfin—2 rubles, 40 kopecks.”

And he sighed. Al the time Marfa had lain silently with
her eyes closed. 'Towards evening, when it was growing
dark, she called her husband:

“Rememberest, Yakov?” she said, looking at him joy-
fully. “Rememberest, fifty years ago God gave us a baby
with yellow hair. Thou and T then sat every day by the
river . . . under the willow . . . and sang songs.” And
laughing bitterly she added: ““The child died.”

“That is all imagination,>” said Yakov.

Later on came the priest, administered to Marfa the
Sacrament and extreme unction. Marfa began to mutter
something incomprehensible, and towards morning, died.

The old-women neighbours washed her, wrapped her in
her winding sheet, and laid her out. To avoid having to

Leomplain, i 5 # A< 3 & 5. 2 imagination, X A fift 4%
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ROTHSCHILD’S FIDDLE

pay the deacon’s fee, Yakov himself read the psalms; and
escaped a fee also at the graveyard, as the watchman there
was his godfather. Four peasants carried the coffin free,
out of respect for the deceased. After the coffin walked a
procession of old women, beggars, and two cripples. The
peasants on the road crossed themselves piously. And
Yakov was very satisfied that everything passed off in
honour, order, and cheapness, witiout offence to anyone,
When saying good-bye for the last time to Marfa, he
tapped the coffin with his fingers, and thought ““An excellent
piece of work.”

But while he was returning from the graveyard he was
overcome with extreme weariness. He felt unwell, he
breathed feverishly and heavily, he could hardly stand on
his feet. His brain was full of unaccustomed thoughts.
He remembered again that he had never taken pity on
Marfa and never caressed her. The fifty-two years during
which they had lived in the same cabin stretched back to
eternity, yet in the whole of that eternity he had never
thought of her, never paid any attention to her, but treated
her as if she were a cat or a dog. Yet every day she had
lighted the stove, boiled and baked, tetched water, chopped
wood, slept with him on the same bed; and when he re-
turned drunk from weddings, she had taken his fiddle
respectfully, and hung it on the wall, and put him to bed
—all this silently with a timid, worried expression on her
face. And now he felt that he could take pity on her, and
would hke to buy her o present, but it was too late. . . .

Towards Yakov, smiling and bowing came Rothschild.

“T was looking for you, uncle,” he said. “‘Moses Ilyich
sends his compliments, and asks you to come across to him
at once.”

8
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ROTHSCHILD’S FIDDLE

Yakov felt inclined to cry.

“Begone!” he shouted, and continued his path.

“You can’t mean that,” cried Rothschild in alarm, run
ning atter him. “Moses Tlyich will take offence! He
wants you at once.’

The way in which the Jew putfed and blinked, and the
multitude of his red freckles awoke in Yakov disgust. He
felt disgust, too, for his green frock-coat, with its black
patches, and his whole fragile, delicate figure.

“What do you mean by coming after me. garlic?” he
shouted. ‘Keep ofi!”

The Jew also grew angry, and cried:

“If you don’t take care to be a little politer I will send
you flying over the fence.’

“Out of my smight!”’ roared Yakov, rushing on him with
clenched fists. ~Out of my sight, abortion,' or I'will beat the
soul out of your cursed body! T have no peace with Jews.”

Rothschild was frozen with terror; he squatted down
and waved his arms above his head, as it warding off blows,
and then jumped up and ran for his lite. While running
he hopped, and flourished his hands; and the twitching of
his long, fleshless spine could plainly be seen The boys
in the street were delighted with the incident, and rushed
after him, crying, “Jew! Jew!" The dogs pursued him
with loud barks. Someone laughed, then someone whis-
tled, and the dogs barked louder and louder. Then, it
must have been, a dog bhit Rothschild. for there rang out a
sickly, despairing cry.

Yakov walked past the common,” and then along the

Labortion, fig #. ‘common 7\ H; A B i ¥
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ROTHSCHILD’S FIDDLE

outskirts of the town; and the street boys cried, ‘‘Bronza!
Bronza!” With a piping note snipe {iew around him, and
ducks quacked. The sun baked everything, and from the
water came scintillations so bright that it was painful to
look at. Yakov walked along the path by the side of the
river, and watched a stout, red-cheeked lady come out of
the bathing-place. Not far from the bathing-place sat a
group of boys catching crabs with meat; and seeing him
they cried maliciously, “Bronza! Bronza!” And at this
moment before him rose a thick old willow with an immense
hollow in it, and on it a raven’s nest. . . . And suddenly
in Yakov’s mind awoke the memory of the child with the
vellow hair of whom Marfa had spoken. . . . Yes, it was
the same willow, green, silent, sad. . . . How it had aged,
poor thing!

He sat underneath it, and began to remember. On the
other bank, where was now a flooded meadow, there then
stoad a great birch forest, and farther away, where the now
bare Lill glimmered on the horizon, was an old pine wood.
Up and down the river went barges. But now everything
was flat and smooth; on the opposite bank stood only a
single birch, young and shapely, like a girl; and on the
river were only ducks and geese where once had floated
barges. It scemed that since those days even the geese had
become smaller.  Yakov closed his eyes, and in imagination
saw flying toward P an immense flock of white geese.

He began to wonder how it was that in the last forty or
fifty years of his iife he had never been near the river, or
if he had, had never nouiced 1t. Yet it was a respectable!

Irespectable, T 4k 3.
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ROTHSCHILD’S FIDDLE

river, and by no mecans contemptible;! it would have been
possible to fish in it, and the fish might have been sold to
tradesmen, officials, and the attendant at the railway sta-
tion buffet, and the money could have been lodged in the
bank; he might have used it for rowing from country-house
to country-house and playing on the fiddle, and everyone
would have paid him money: he might even have tried to
act as bargee—it would have been better than making
coffins; he might have kept geese, killed them and sent
them to Moscow in the winter-time—from the feathers
alone he would have made as much as ten rubles a year.
But he had yawned away his life, and one ncthing. What
losses! Akh, what losses! and if he had done all together
—caught fish, played on the fiddle, acted as bargee, and
kept geese—what a sum he would have amassed! But
he had never even dreamed of this; life had passed without
profits, without any satisfaction; everything had passed
away unnoticed; before him nothing remained. But look
backward—mnothing but losses, such losses that to think
of them it makes the blood run cold. And why cannot a
man live without these losses? Why had the birch wood
and the pine forest bo'h been cut down?  Why is the com-
mon pasture unused? Why do people do exactly what
they ought not to do? Why did he all his life scream,
roar, clench his fists, insult his wife? For what imaginable
purpose did he frighten and insult the Jew? Why, indeed,
do people prevent one another living in peace? All these
are also losses! Terrible losses! 1If it were not for hatred
and malice people would draw from one another incalcu-

scontemptible, B g #.
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ROTHSCHILD’S FIDDLE

lable profits.

Evening and night, twinkled in Yakov’s brain the willow,
the fish, the dead geese, Marfa with her profile like that of
a bird about to drink, the pale, pitiable face of Rothschild,
and an army of snouts thrusting themselves out of the
darkness and muttering about losses. He shifted from
side to side, and five times in the night rose from his bed
and played on the fiddle.

In the morning he rose with an effort and went to the
hospital. The same Maksim Nikolaich ordered him to
bind his head with a cold compress, and gave him powders;
and by the expression of his face, and by his tone Yakov
saw that it was a bad business, and that no powders would
make it any better. But upon his way home he reflected
that from death at least there would be one profit; it would
no longer be necessary to eat, to drink, to pay taxes, or to
injure others; and as a man lies in his grave not one year.
but hundreds and thousands of years, the profit was enor-
mous. The life of man was, in short, a loss, and only his
death a profit. Yet this consideration, though entirely
just, was offensive and bitter; for why in this world is it
so ordered that life, which is given to a man only once.
passes by without profit?

He did not regret dying, but as soon as he arrived home
and saw his fiddle, his heart fell, and he felt sorry. The
fiddle could not be taken to the grave; it must remain an
orphan, and the same thing would happen with it as had
happened with the birchwood and the pine forest. Every-
thing in this world decayed, and would decay! Yakov
went to the door of the hut and sat upon the threshold-
stone, pressing his fiddle to his shoulder. Still thinking of

12
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{OTHSCHILD’S FIDDLI.

life, full ot decay and tull ol losses, he began to play, and
as the tune poured out plaintively and touchingly, the tears
flowed down his cheeks. And the harder he thought. the
sadder was the song of the fiddle.

The latch creaked twice, and in the wicket door appeared
Rothschild.  The first hali of the yard he crossed boldly,
but seeing Yakov, he stopped short, shrivelled up, and
apparently from fright began to make signs as if he wished
to tell the time with his fingers

‘Come on, don’t be afraid.” -aid Yakov kindly, beckon-
mg! him. “Come!” ,

With a look of distrust and terror Rothschild drew near
1nd stopped about two yards away.

“Don’t beat me. Yakov, il is not my tault!” he said,
with a bow. “Moses Ilvich has sent me again. ‘Don’t be
afraid!’ he said, ‘go to Yakov again and tell him that with-
out him we cannot possibly ¢et on.  The wedding is on
Wednesday. Shapovalov’s daughter is marrying a wealthy
man. . It will be s first-class wedding,” added the Jew.
blinking one eye.

“I cannot go,” answered Yakov. breathing heavily. I
am ill, brother.”

And again he took his bow, and the tears burst from his
eyes and fell upon the fiddle. Rothschild listened atten-
tively, standing by his side with arms folded upon his
chest. The distrustful, terrified expression upon his face
little by little changed into a look of suffering and grief,
he rolled his eyes as if in an ecstasy of torment, and ejacu-
lated “Wachchceh!”  And the tears slowly rolled down his

beckoning, 3§ F-
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LA CIGALE

cheeks and made little black patches on his green frock-
coat. All day long Yakov lay in bed and worried. With
evening came the priest, and, confessing him, asked whether
he had any particular sin which he would like to confess;
and Yakov exerted his fading memory, and remembering
Marfa’s unhappy face, and the Jew’s despairing cry when
he was bitten by the dog, said in a hardly audible! voice:

“Give the fiddle to Rothschild.”

And now in the town everyone asks: Where did Roths-
child get such an excellent fiddle? Did he buy it or stea'
it ... or did he get it in pledge? Long ago he aban-
doned his flute, and now plays on the fiddle only. From
beneath his bow issue the same mournful sounds as for-
merly came from the flute; but when he tries to repeat
the tune that Yakov played when he sat on the threshold
stone, the fiddle emits sounds so passionately sad and full
of grief that the listeners weep; and he himself rolls his
eves and ejaculates “Wachchch!” . . . But this new song
so pleases everyone in the town that wealthy traders and
officials never fail to engage Rothschild for their social
gatherings, and even force him to play it as many as ten
times.

LA CIGALE
1

To Olga Ivanovna’s wedding came all her friends and
acquaintances.
“Look at him! Isn’t it true there is something in him?”

audible, 7T M J 14 W .
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LA CIGALE

she said to them, nodding towards her husbands, as if to
justify her marriage to this simple, commonplace, in no
way remarkable man.

The bridegroom, Osip Stepanych Dymov, was a doctor,
with the rank of Titular Councillor. He worked at two
hospitals; m one as supernumerary ordinator; as dissector
in the other. At one, from nine in the morning till midday,
he received out-patients and worked in the wards; and,
finished with this, he took a tram to the second hospital,
and dissected bodies. His private practice was small,
worth some five hundred rubles a year. That was all
What more could be said of him? On the other hand,
Olga Ivanovna, her friends and acquaintances, were by
no means ordinary. All were noted for something, and
fa'rly well known; they had names; they were celebrated,
or if not celebrated vet, they inspired great hope for the
future. A talented actor, clever, modest, a fine gentle-
man, a master of declamation, who taught Olga Ivanovna
to recite; a good-humoured opera-singer who told Olga
[vanovna with a sigh that she was throwing herself away
—if she gave up idling and took herself in hand, she would
make a famous singer; a few artists, chief of them the genre-
ist, animal-, and landscape-painter Riabovsky, handsome,
fair-haired, twenty-five, successful at exhibitions who
sold his last picture for five hundred rubles—he touched
up Olga Ivanovna's éfudes, and predicted a future for her;
a violoncellist, whose instrument wept, who frankly said
that of all the women he knew Olga Tvanovna alone could
accompany;' a man of letters, young, but already known

taccompany, & 4% k¥ F¥
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LA CIGALE

for his short stories, sketches, and plays. Who else?
Yes, Vasily Vasilych, country gentleman, dilettante!
illustrator and vignettist, with his love of the national
epos and his passion for old Russian art—on paper, china,
and smoked plates he turned out veritable masterpieces.
In such society—artistic, {ree, and spoiled by fate; and
though delicate and modest; oblivious of* doctors save
when ill; to whom ‘Dymov” sounded as impersonal® as
“Tarasov’” or “Sidorov’—in such society, the bridegroom
reemed out-of-place, needless, and even insignificant, al-
though he was really a very tall and very broad-shouldered
man. His evening dress seemed made for some one else.
His beard was like a shopman’s. Though it is true that
had he been a writer or artist. this beard would have re-
minded them of Zola.

The artist told Olga Ivanovna that with her flaxen hair
and wedding dress she was a graceful cherry-tree covered
with tender, white blossoms in spring.

“No, but listen!” replied Olga lvanovna, seizing his
hand. ‘“How suddenly all this happened! Listen, listen!

. [ should tell you that Dymov and my father were
at the same hospital While my poor father was ill,
Dymov watched day and night at his bedside. Such
self-sacrifice’ Listen, Riabovsky! . . . And you, writer,
listen—this s very interesting! Come nearer! Such
sacrifice of self, such sincere concern! | myselt could not
slecp at night, and sat at my father’s bedside, and sud-
denly! . . I captivated the poor young man! My
Dymov was up to his neck in lovel In truth, things
rdilettante, B A — %1 4 B2 6 2% iF R oblivious of, i 2B
impersonal. 7 #4385 18 A
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LA CIGALE

happen strangely. Well, after my father’s death we
sometimes met in the street; he paid me occasional visits,
and one fine evening suddenly—he proposed to me! . . .
I cried all night, and myself fell in love with him. And
now, you see, I am married. Don't you think there is
something in him? Something strong, mighty, leonine!
Just now his face is turned three-quarters from us and the
light is bad, but when he turns round just look at his fore-
head! Riahovsky, what do you think of his forehead?
Dymov, we are speaking of you =~ She turned to her hus-
band. “Come here! Give your honest hand to Riabov-
sky. . . . That’s right. Be friends!”

With a simple, kindly smile, Dymov gave his hand to
the artist, and said—

“I'm delighted! There was a Riabovsky at college with
me.  Was he a relation of yours?”

IT

Olga Ivanovna was twenty-two years old, Dymov thirty-
one. After the marriage they lived well. Olga Ivanovna
hung the drawing-room with drawings, her own and her
friends’, framed and unframed; and about the piano and
furniture, arranged in pretty confusion Chinese parasols,
easels, many-coloured draperies, poniards, busts, photo-
graphs. The dining-room she decked with the bright-
coloured oleographs beloved by peasants, bast-shoes and
sickles, and these, with the scythe and hay-rake in the
corner, made a room in national style. To make her
bedroom like a cave, she draped the ceiling and walls with
dark cloth, hung a Venetian lantern over the bed, and set

17
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LA CIGALE

near thé dsor a figure with a halberd. And every one
agreed that the young comple had a charming flat.
Rising every day at eleven, Olga Ivanovna sat at the
piano, or, if the sun shone, printed in oils. At one o’clock
she drove to her dressmaRer’s.  As neither she nor Dymov
was rich, many ingewious shifts were resorted to to keep
her in the new-looking dresses which made such an impres-
sion on all. © Ricces of old dyed cloth; worthless patches
of tulle, lace, plush, and silk, came back from the dress-
maker miracles, not dresses but ravishing dreams. Done
with the dressmaker, Olga Tvanovna drove to some actress
friend to learn theatrical news and get tickets for first-
nights or benefits: thence to an artist’s studio or picture
gallery, ending up with some other celebrity whom she
invited to visit her, or simply gossiped to. And those
whom she counted celebrities and great men received her
as an equal, and told her in one voice that if she did not
throw away her opportunitics, her talents, taste, and intel-
lect would yicld something really great. She sang, played,
painted, modelled, acted in amateur theatricals; and did
everything well: if she merely made lanterns for illumina-
tions, or dressed herself up. or tied some one’s necktie,
the result was invariably graceful, artistic, charming.
But none of her talents outshone her skill in meeting and
getting on terms of intimacy with men of note. Let a
man get the least reputation, or even be talked about,
and in a single day she had met him, established friendly
relations, and invited him to her home. And each new
acquaintance was a festival in himself. She worshipped
the well-known, was proud of them, and drcamed of them
all night. Her thirst was insatiable. The old celebrities

18
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departed and were forgotten, and new celebrities replaced
them; and to these last she grew accustomed in time; they
lost their charm, so that she sought for more.

She dined at home with her husband at five o’clock. She
was in ecstasies! over his simplicity, common sense, and
good humour. She jumped up from her chair, embraced
his head, and covered it with kisses.

“You are a clever, & noble man, Dymov!” she exclaimed.
“You have only one drawback. You take no interest in
art. You deny? music and painting.”

“TI don’t understand them,” he answered kindly. “All
my life I have studied only science and medicine. [ have
no time for art.”

“But that is awful, Dymov!”

“Why awful? Your friends know nothing of science or
medicine, yet you don’t blame them for that. To each
man his own! I don’t understand landscapes or operas,
but I look at the matter thus: if talented men devote their
lives to such things, and clever men pay vast sums for
them, that means they are useful. I don’t understand
them, but not to understand does not mean to deny.”

“Give me your hand! Let me press your honest hand!”

After dinner Olga Ivanovna drove away to her friends;
after that followed theatres or concerts. She returned
after midnight. And so every day.

On Wednesdays she gave evening parties. There were
no cards and no dancing. Hostess and guests devoted
themselves to art. The actor recited, the singer sang,
artists sketched in Olga Ivanovna’s numberless albums;

Lin ecstasies, T ¥ 8k 5£. 2deny, R U B R&.
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LA CIGALE

the hostess pamted, modelled, accompanied, and sang.
In the pauses between these recreations, they talked of
books, the theatre, and art. No women were present,
because Olga Ivanovna considered all women, except
actresses and dressmakers, tiresome and contemptible.
When the hall bell rang the hostess started, and exclaimed
triumphantly, “It’s he!” meaning thereby some newly
met celcbrity. Dymov kept out of sight, and few re-
membere:l his existence. But at half-past eleven the
dining-room door flew open, and Dymov appeared with a
kindly smile, rubbing his hands, and said—

“Come, gentlemen, to supper!”

Whereupon all thronged to the dining-room. and each
time found awaiting them the same things: a dish of oysters,
a joint of ham or veal, sardines, cheese, caviare, mushrooms,
vodka, and two decanters of wine.

“My dear maitre d’hotel!” cried Olga lvanovna, waving
her hands ecstatically. “You are simply adorable! Gentle-
men, look at his forehead! Dymov, show us your profile.
Look at him, gentlemen: it is the face of a Bengal tiger with
an expression as kind and good as a deer’s. My sweet-
heart!”

And the guests ate steadily and looked at Dymov. But
soon they forgot his presence. and returned to theatre.
music, and art.

The young couple were happy. Their life, 1t seemed,
flowed as smoothly as oil. DBut the third week of the
honey-moon was crossed by a cloud. Dymov got erysip-
slas at the hospital, and his fine black hair was cut off.
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LA CIGALE

Olga Ivanovna sat with him and cried bitterly, but when
ne got better she bound a white handkerchief around his
head and sketched him as a Bedouin. And both were
happy. Three days after he had returned to hospital a
second misfortune occurred.

“l am in bad luck, mama!” he said at dinner. “To-
day ! had four dissections, and I cut two fingers. I noticed
it only just now.”

Olga Tvanovna was Irightened. But Dymov smiled,
dismissed the accident as a trifle, and said that he cut
himself often.

“l am carriecd away by my work, mama, and forget
what I'm about.”

Olga Ivanovna dreaded blood-poisoning, and at night
prayed to God. But no consequences followed, and life.
serenc and happy, tlowed without trouble or alarm. The
present was all delight, and behind it came spring—spring
already near, beaming and beckoning, with a thousand
joys. Pleasures it promised without end. In April, May
and June a villa far from town, with walks, fishing, studies,
nightingales. From June till autumn the artists’ tour on
the Volga, and in this tour, as member of the Artists’
Association, Olga Ivanovna would take part. She bad
already ordered two expensive dresses of gingham, and
laid in & stock of colours, brushes, canvas, and a new
palette. Almost every day came Riabovsky to watch
her progress in painting. When she showed him her work
he thrust his hands deep in his pockets, compressed tightly
his lips, grunted, and said—

“So! . . . This cloud of yours glares; the light 1s not
right for evening. The foreground is somehow chewed up,
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and there is something, you understand. . . And the
cabin is somehow crushed . . . you should make that
corner a little darker. But on the whole it’s not bad.
. .. I can praise it.”

And the less intelligibly he spoke the better Olga Iva-
novna understood.

111

After dinner, on the second day of Trinity week, Dymov
bought some hors d’auvres and sweets and took train for
his villa in the country. Two whole weeks he had not seen
his wife, and he longed to be with her again. During the
journey and afterwards, as he searched for the villa in a
big wood, he felt hungry and fatigued, and rejoiced at
the thought of supping in frecdom with his wife and having
a sound sleep.  So, looking at his parcel of caviare, cheese,
and white-fish, he felt happy.

Before he found the villa the sun had begun to set. The
old servant said that her mistress was not at home, but
that she would soon return. The villa, a very ugly villa,
with low ceilings, papered with writing-paper, and uneven,
chinky floors, contained only three rooms. In one was a
bed, in another canvas, brushes, dirty paper, and men’s
clothes and hats scattered on chairs and window-sills; and
in the third Dymov found three strangers, two dark and
bearded, the third—evidently an actor—clean-shaven
and stout.

“What do you want?” asked the actor in a bass voice,
looking at Dymov shyly. “You want Olga Ivanovna?
Wait: she’ll be back shortly.”
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Dymov sat down and waited. One of the dark men,
looking at him drowsily and lazily, poured tea into his
glass and asked—

“Would you like some tea?”

Dymov wanted both to eat and drink, but, fearing to
spoil his appetite, he refused the tea. Soon afterwards
came footsteps and a familiar laugh; the door flew open,
and in came Olga Ivanovna wearing a big hat. On her
arm hung a basket, and behind her, with a big parasol
and a deck-chair, came merry, rosy-cheeked Riabovsky.

“Dymov!” cried Olga Ivanovna, radiant' with joy.
“Dymov!” she repeated, laying her head and both hands
on his shoulder. “It is you! Why did you not come
sooner? Why?! Why?”

“I couldn’t, mama! [ am always busy, and when I
end my work there’s generally no train.”

“How glad 1 am you’ve come! T dreamed of you all,
all last night.  Akh, it you knew how I love you—and how
opportunely you’ve come! You are my saviour! To-
morrow we have a most original wedding.” She laughed
and re-tied her husband’s tie. A young telegraphist at
the station, a certain Chikeldeyev, is going to be married.
A handsome boy, not at all stupid; in his face, you know,
there’s something strong, bearish. . . He’d sit admirably
ag model for a Varangian. We are all interested in him,
and promised to come to the wedding. . . . He is a poor
man, solitary and shy, and it would be a sin to refuse.
Imagine! . . . after church there’ll be the wedding, then
all go to the bride’s house . . . you understand . . . the

Y radiant, £ .
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woods, the birds’ songs, sun-spots on the grass, and we
ourselves—variegated spots on a bright green background.

. . Most original, quite in the style of the French im-
pressionists! But what am I to wear, Dymov? I have
nothing here, literally nothing. = . = No dress, no flowers,
no gloves! . . . You must save me. Your arrival means
that fate is on my side. Here are the keys, sweetheart!
take the train home and bring my rose-coloured dress
from the wardrobe. You know it; it’s the first you’ll see.
Then in the chest of drawers—the bottom right-hand
drawer—youw’ll find two boxes. At the top there’s only
tulle and other rags, but underneath you’ll find flowers.
Bring all the flowers—caretully! T don’t know . . . then
I’ll choose. . . . And buy me some gloves.”

“All right,” said Dymov. “T'll get them to-morrow!’

‘How to-morrow?” asked Olga Ivanovna, looking at
him with surprise. “You can’t do it to-morrow. The first
train leaves at nine, and the wedding is at eleven. No,
dear; go to-night! If you can’t get back yourself to-
morrow send a messenger. The train is nearly due. Don’t
miss it, my soul!”

“All right!”

"Akh, how sorry | am to have to send you

12

she said,
and tears came into her eyes. “Why did I promise the
telegraph clerk, like a fool!” '

Dymov hastily gulped down a glass of tea, and, still
smiling kindly, returned to the station. And the caviare,
the cheese, and the white-fish were eaten by the actor and
the two dark men.
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v

It was a still moonlight night of July. Olga Ivanovna
stood on the deck of a Volga steamer and looked now at
the river, now at its beautiful banks. Beside her stood
Riabovsky, and affirmed that the black shadows on the
water were not shadows but a dream; that this magic
stream with its fantastic shimmer, this unfathomable!
sky, these mournful banks—which expressed but the
vanity of life, and the existence of something higher,
something eternal, something blessed—called to us to
forget ourselves, to die, to fade into memories. The past
was trivial and tedious, the future insignificant; and this
magic night, this one night of life, would soon be past.
would have hurried into eternity. Why, then, live?

And Olga Ivanovna listened, first to Riabovsky’s voice,
then to the midnight silence, and thought that she was
immortal, and would never die. The river’s turquoise
hhue, a hue she had never scen before, the sky, the banks,
the black shadows, and the irresponsible? joy which filled
her heart, all whispered to her that she would become a
great artist, that somewhere far away, beyond these
distances, beyond the moonlight night, somewhere in
infinite space there awaited success and glory, and the
love of the world. When she looked earnestly into the
distance, she saw crowds, lights; she heard solemn music
and cries of rapture; she saw herself in a white dress sur-
rounded by flowers cast at her from all sides. And she
believed that here beside her, leaning on the bulwark

lynfathomable, 43 f 4% B ). 2Zirresponsible, K fif @ &.
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stood a really great man, u genius, the elected of God
He had already accomplished things beautiful, new,
uncommon; what he would (o when time had ripened his
great talent- would be greater immeasurably—that was
written legibly in his face, Lis expressions, his relations
to the world around. Of the shadows, the hues of nights,
the moonlight, he spoke in language all his own, and
unconsciously betrayed the power of his magic! mastery®
over Nature. He was handsome and original; and his
life, unhampered, frec, alien® to the trifles of the world,
seemed the life of a bird.

“It is getting cold!” said Olga Ivanovna, shuddering.

Riabovsky wrapped her in his clouk and said mourn-
fully—

“I feel myscll in your power. | am a slave. Why are
you 8o ravishing to-night?”

He looked at her steadily, and his eyes were so terrible
that she feared to look at him.

“T love you madly " he whispered, breathing
against her cheek. “Say to me but one word, and I will
not live . . . I will abandon my art. " He stam-

3

mered in his extreme agitation. “Love me, love.
“Don’t speak in that way!” said Olga Ivanovna, closing
hier eyes.  “lt is terrible.  And Dymov?”
“What is Dymov? Why Dymov? What have I to do
with Dymov? The Volga, the moon, beauty, my love,

my raptures and no Dymov at alll . .. Akh, I
know nothine, . I do not want the past; give me but
one momei one second!”

Imagie, il . Z2mastery, i &), alien, 5% A K 45 R 8
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Olga Ivanovna’s heart beat quickly. She tried to thint
of her husband; but her whole past, her marriage, Dymov,
even the evening parties seemed to her trivial, contemptible,
dull, needless, and remote. . . . And, indeed, who was
Dymov? Why Dymov? What had she to do with Dy-
mov? Did he exist really in Nature; was he only a dream?

“He has had more happiness than he could expect,
simple and ordinary man,” she thought, closing her eyes.
“Let them condemn me, let them curse me; but I will take

all and perish, take all and perish. . . . We must ex-
perience everything in life. . Lord, how painful and
liow good!”

“Well, what? What?” stammered the artist, embracing
Ler. He kissed her hands greedily, while she strove to
withdraw them. ‘You love me? Yes? Yes? O what
2 night! O night d.vine!”

“Yes, what a night!” she whispered, looking into his
eyes which glittered with tears. Then she looked around
her, clasped her arms about him, and kissed him firmly
cn the lips.

“We are ncar Kineshma,” said a voice somewhere across
tlie deck.

Heavy footfa's echoed behind them. A waiter passed
rom the buffet.

“Waiter!” cried Olga Ivanovna, laughing and crying in
ler joy. ‘‘Bring us some wine.”

Pale with excitement, the artist sat on a bench, and stared
at Olga Ivanovna with gratefu’, adoring eyes. But ina
rnoment he shut these eyes, and said with a weary smile—

“I am tired.”

And he leaned his head against the bulwark.
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LA CIGALE
v

The second o September was warm and windless but
dull.  Sinee early morning o light mist had wandered
across the Volga, and at nine o’clock it began to rain.
There was no hope of a clear sky. At breakfast Riabovsky
told Olga Ivanovna that painting was the most thankless
and tedious of arts, that he was no artist, and that only
fools thought him talented. Then, for no cause whatever,
he seized a knife and cut to picces his best study. After
breakfast, in bad humour, he sat at a window and looked
at the river, and found .t without life—dull, dead, and
cold. All around spoke of {rewning autumn’s approach.
It seemed alrcady that the green carpet on the banks,
the diamond flashes from the water, the clear blue distances
—all the vanity and paradc ol Nature had been taken
from the Volga and packed in a box until the coming
spring: and that the ravens flying over the river mocked
it and cried, “Naked! Naked!” Riabovsky listened to
their cry, and vrooded on the cxhaustion and loss of his
talent: and he thought that all the world was conditional,
relative, and stupid, and that he should not have tied
himsell up with this woman In one word he wag out of
spirits, and sulked.

On her bed behind the partition, pulling at her pretty
lair, sat Olga Ivanovna; and pictured herself at home,
first in the drawing-room. then in her bedroom, then in
her husband’s study; imagination bore her to theatres,
to her dressmaker, to her friends. What was Dymov
doing now? Did he think of hor? The season had already
vegun; it was time to think of the evening parties And
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Dymov? Dear Dymov! How kindly, with “what in-
fantile complaints, he begged her in his letters to come
home! KEvery month he sent her seventy-five rubles,
and when she wrote that she had borrowed a hundred
from the artists he sent her also that hundred. The good,
the generous man! Olga Ivanovna was tired of the tour:
she suffered from tedium, and wished to escape as soon
ag possible from the muzhiks, from the river damp, from
the feeling oi physical uncleanliness caused by living in
huts and wandering {rom village to village. Had Ria-
bovsky not promised his brother artists to stay till the
twentieth of Neptember, they might have left at once
And how good it would be to leave!

“My God!” groaned [iabovsky. ~“Will the sun ever
come out? I cannot paint a landscape without the sun!”

“But your study of a cloudy sky?” said Olga lvanovna,
coming from behind the partition. “Yon remember, the
one with the trees in the foreground to the right, and the
cows and geese at the left.  You could finish that.”

“What?” The artist frowned. “Finish it? Do you
ieally think I'm so stupid that I don’t know what to do?”

“What | do think is that you’ve changed to me!” sighed
Olga Ivanovna.

“Yes; and that’s all right.”

Olga Tvanovna’s face quivered; she went to the stove
and began to cry.

“We only wanted tears to complete the picture! Do
stop! 1 have n thousand reasons for erying, but I don’t
cry.”

“A thousand reasons!” burst out Olga Ivanovna. ~“The
chief reason is that you are tired of me. Yes!”” She began
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to sob. “I will tell you the truth: you are ashamed ot
your love. You try to hide it, to prevent the others
noticing, but that is useless, because they knew about it
long ago.”

“Olga, I ask only one thing,” said the artist imploringly.
He put his hand to his ear. “One thing only; do not tor-
ture me! 1 want nothing more from you!”

“Then swear to me that you love me still!’

“This is torture!” hissed Riabovsky through his teeth.
He jumped up. Tt will end in my throwing myself
into the Volga, or going out of my mind. Leave me
alone!”

“Then kill me! Kill me!” cried Olga Ivanovna. “Kill
me!”

She again sobbed, and retired behind the partition.
Raindrops pattered on the cabin roof. Riabovsky with
his hands to his head walked from corner to corner; then
with a determined face, as il he wanted to prove something,
put on his cap, took his gun, and went out of the hut. -

When he left, Olga Ivanovna lay on her bed and cried.
At first she thought that it would be good to take poison,
so that Riabovsky on his return would find her dead. But
soon her thoughts bore her back to the drawing-room and
to her husband’s study; and she fancied herself sitting
quietly beside Dymov, enjoying physical rest and cleanli-
ness; and spending the evening listening to Cavalleria
Rusticana. And a yearning for civilisation, for the sound
of cities, for celebrities filled her heart. A peasant woman
entered the hut, and lazily prepared the stove for dinner.
There was a smell of soot, and the air turned blue from
smoke. Then in came several artists in muddy top boots,
their faces wet with rain: and they looked at the drawings,
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and consoled themselves by saying that even in bad weather
the Volga had its especial charm. The cheap clock on the
wall ticked away; half-frozen flies swarmed in the ikon-
corner and buzzed; and cockroaches could be heard under
the benches.

Riabovsky returned at sunset. He flung his cap on the
table, and, pale, tired, and muddy, dropped on a bench
and shut his eyes.

“I am tired,” he said, and wrinkled his brows, trying
to open his eyes.

To show him kindness, and prove that her anger had
passed, Olga Ivanovna came up to him, kissed him silently.
and drew a comb through his long, fair hair,

“What are you doing?” he asked, starting as if something
cold had touched him. He opened his eyes. “What are
you doing? Leave me alone, ! beg o. you!”

He repulsed her with both hands; and his face seemed to
express repugnance and vexation. The peasant woman
cautiously brought him a plate, and Olga Ivanovna noticed
how she stuck her big fingers in the soup. And the dirty
peasant woman with her pendent stomach, the soup which
Riabovsky ate greedily, the hut, which she had loved at
first for its plainness and artistic disorder, seemed to her
unbearable. She felt a deep sense of offence, and said
coldly—

“We must part for a time, otherwise we’ll only quarrel
seriously out of sheer tedium. T am tired of this. I am
going to-day.”

“Going, how?! On the steamer?”

“To-day is Thursday—there is a steamer at half-past
nine.”’
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“Eh? Yes! ... All right, go,” said Riabovsky softly,
using a towel for a table-napkin. “It’s tiresome here for
you, and there’s nothing to do. Only a great egoist
would try to keep you. Go . .. we will meet after the
twentieth.”

Olga Ivanovna, in good spirits, packed her clothes. Her
cheeks burnt with pleasure. “Is it possible?” she asked
herself. “Is it possible I shall soon paint in the drawing-
room and sleep in a bedroom and dine off a tablecloth?”
Her heart grew lighter, and her anger with the artist dis-
appeared.

“I’ll leave you the colours and brushes, Riabusha,” she
said. “You’ll bring everything. . . . And, mind, don't
idle when I am gone; don’t sulk, but work. You are my
boy, Riabusha!”

At ten o’clock Riabovsky kissed her good-bye in the hut,
to avoid—as she saw—Zkissing her on the landing-stage in
the presence of others. Soon afterwards the steamer arrived
and took her away.

Two and a half days later she reached home. Still in
her hat and waterproof cloak, panting with excitement,
she went through the drawing-room into the dining-room.
In his shirt-sleeves, with unbuttoned waistcoat, Dymov
sat at the tab'e and sharpened a knife; on a plate before
him was a grouse. As Olga Ivanovna entered the house
she resolved to hide the truth from her husband, and felt
that she was clever and strong enough to succeed. But
when she saw his broad,! kindly, happy smile and his
bright, joyful eyes, she felt that to deceive such a man

Ibroad, 3% ¥ % .
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would be base and impossible, as impossible as to slander,
steal, or kill; and she made up her mind in a second to tell
him the whole story. When he had kissed and embraced
her she fell upon her knees ard hid her face.

“What? What is it, mama?” he asked tenderly. “You
got tired of it?”

She raised her face, red with shame, and looked at him
guiltily and imploringly. But fear and shame forbade
her to tell the truth.

“It is nothing,” she said. “Tonly . ..”

“Sit down here!”” he said, lifting her and seating her at
the table. “There we are! KEat the grouse! You are
starving, of course, poor child!”

She breathed in greedily her native air and ate the grouse.
And Dymov looked at her with rapture and smiled merrily.

VI

Apparently about the middle of winter Dymov first
suspected his wife’s unfaithfulness. He behaved as if his
own conscience reproached him. He no longer looked her
straight in the face; no longer smiled radiantly when she
came in sight; and, to avoid being alone with her, often
brought home to dinner, his colleague, Korostelev, a little
short-haired man, with a crushed face, who showed his
confusion in Olga Ivanovna’s society by buttoning and
unbuttoning his coat and pinching his right moustache.
During dinner the doctors said that when the diaphragm
rises abnormally high the heart sometimes beats irregularly,
that neuritis had greatly increased, and they discussed
Dymov’s discovery made during dissection that a case of
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cancer of the pancreas had been wrongly diagnosed as
“malignant angmia.” And it was plain that both men
spoke only of medicine in order that Olga Ivanovna might
be silent and tell no lies. After dinner, Korostelev sat
at the piano, and Dymov sighed and said to him—

“Akh,brother! Welll Play me something mournful.”

Whereupon, raising his shoulders and spreading his
hands, Korostelev strummed a few chords and sang in
tenor, ‘“‘Show me but one spot where Russia’s peasants
do not groan!” and Dymov sighed again, rested his head
on his hands, and seemed lost in thought.

Of late Olga Ivanovna had behaved recklessly. She
awoke each morning in bad spirits, tortured by the thought
that Riabovsky no longer loved her, that—thanks to the
Lord, all the samel—all was over. But as she drank her
coffee she reasoned that Riabovsky had stolen her from
her husband, and that now she belonged to neither. Then
she remembered a friend’s remark that Riabovsky was
getting ready for the exhibition a striking picture, a mix-
ture of landscape and genre, in the style of Polienov, and
that this picture sent every ome into raptures; this, she
consoled herself, he had done under her influence. Thanks
to her influence, indeed, he had on the whole changed for
the better, and deprived of it, he would probably perish.
She remembered that when last he visited her he came in
a splashed cloth coat and a new tie and asked her languidly,
“Am I good-looking?” And, in truth, elegant Riabovsky
with his blue eyes and long curls was very good-looking
—or, it may be, he merely seemed so and he had treated
her with affection.

Having remembered and reasoned much, Olga Ivanovna
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dressed, and in deep agitation drove to Riabovsky’s studio.
He was in good humour, delighted with what was indeed a
fine picture; he hopped, played the fool, and answered
every serious question with a joke. Olga Ivanovna was
jealous of the picture, and hated it, but for the sake of
good manners, she stood before it five minutes, and, sigh-
ing as people sigh before holy things, said softly—

“Yes, you never painted like that before. Do you know,
it almost frightens me.”

And she began to implore him to love her, not to forsake
ber, to pity her—poor and unfortunate! She kissed his
hand, cried, made him swear his love, and boasted that
without her influence he would go off the track and perish
utterly. Thus having spoilt his good humour, and humili-
ated herself, she would drive away to a dressmaker, or to
some actress friend to ask for free tickets.

Once when she found Riabovsky out she left a note
swearing that if he did not visit her at once she would take
poison. And he, frightened, came and stayed to dinner.
Ignoring her husband’s presence, he spoke to her impudent-
ly; and she answered in the same tone. They felt chained
to one another; they were despots and foes; and their
anger hid from them their own rudeness, which even close-
clipped Korostelev remarked. After dinner Riabovsky
said good-bye hastily and went.

“Where are you going?” asked Olga lvanovna. She
stood in the hall, and looked at him with hatred.

Riabovsky frowned and blinked, and named a woman
she knew, and it was plain that he enjoyed her jealousy,
and wished to annoy her. Olga Ivanovna went to her
bedroom and lay on her bed; from jealousy, anger, and a
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sense of humiliation and shame, she bit her pillow,
and sobbed aloud. Dymov left Korostelev alone, came
into the bedroom, and, confused and abstracted, said
softly— ™

“Don’t cry so loudly, mama! . .. What good is it?
We must keep silence about this. . . . people mustn’t
see. . . . You know yourself that what has happened is
beyond recall.”

Unable to appease the painful jealousy which made her
temples throb, thinking, nevertheless, that what had hap-
pened was not beyond recall, she washed and powdered
her face, and flew off to the woman friend. Finding no
Riabovsky there she drove to another, then to a third.
. . . At first she felt ashamed of these visits, but she soon
reconciled herself; and one evening even called on every
woman she knew and sought Riabovsky; and all of them
understood her.

Of her husband she said to Riabovsky—

“This man tortures me with his magnanimity.l”

And this sentence so pleased her that, meeting artists
who knew of her affair with Riabovsky, she repeated with
an emphatic gesture—

“This man tortures me with his magnanimity.”

In general, her life remained unchanged. She resumed *
her Wednesday-evening parties. The actor declaimed,
the painters sketched, the violoncellist played, the singers
sang; and invariably half an hour before midnight the
dining-room door opened, and Dymov said with a smile—

“Come, gentlemen, supper is ready.”

Imagnanimity, 5 FE.
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As before, Olga Ivanovna sought celebrities, found them,
and, insatiable, sought for more. As before, she returned
home late. But Dymov, no longer sleeping as of old, sat
in his study and worked. He went to bed at three, and
rose at eight.

Once as she stood before the pier-glass dressing for the
theatre, Dymov, in evening dress and a white tie, came
into the bedroom. He smiled kindly, with his old smile,
and looked his wife joyfully in the face. His face shone.

“I have just defended my dissertation,” he said. He
sat down and stroked his leg.

“Your dissertation?” said Olga Ivanovna.

“Yes,” he laughed. He stretched forward so as to see
in the mirror the face of his wife, who continued to stand
with her back to him and dress her hair. “Yes,” he re-
peated. “Do you know what? I expect to be offered a
privat-docentship! in general pathology.? That is some-
thing.”

It was plain from his radiant face that had Olga Iva-
novna shared his joy and triumph he would have forgiven
and forgotten everything. But “privat-docentship” and
“general pathology” had no meaning for her, and, what’s
more, she feared to be late for the theatre. She said
nothing.

Dymov sat still for a few minutes, smiled guiltily, and
left: the room.

VIIL
This was an evil day.
Dymov’s head ached badly; he ate no breakfast, and

1docentship, 2§ i /¥y % fiz. 2 pathology, 7 # £8.
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LA CIGALE

did not go to the hospital, but lay on the sofa in his study.
At one o’clock Olga Ivanovna went to Riabovsky’s, to
show him her Nature morte, and ask why he had not come
the day before. The Nature morte she herself did not
take seriously; she had painted it only as an excuse to visit
the artist.

She went to his apartment unnounced. As she took off
her goloshes in the hall she heard hasty footsteps, and the
rustle of a woman’s dress; and as she hurried into the
studio a brown skirt flashed for a moment before her and
vanished behind a big picture, which together with its
easel was hung with black calico. There was no doubt
that a woman hid there. How often had Olga Ivanovna
herself hidden behind that picture! Riabovsky, in con-
fusion, stretched out both hands as if surprised at her visit,
and said with a constrained smile—

“Ah, I am glad to see you. What is the news?”

Olga Ivanovna’s eyes filled with tears. She was ashamed
and angered, and would have given millions to be spared
speaking before the strange woman, the rival, the liar, who
hid behind the picture and tittered, no doubt, maliciously.

“Send! T am ill,” said Dymov from behind the door;
and she heard him walking to the sofa and lying down.
“Send!” came his hoarse voice.

“What can it be?” thought Olga Ivanovna, chilled with
fear. “Why this is dangerous!”

Without any aim she took a candle, and went into her
room, and there, wondering what she should do, she saw
herself unexpectedly in the glass. With her pale, terrified
face, her high-sleeved jacket with the yellow gathers on
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LA CIGALE

the breast, her skirt with its strange stripes, she seemed to
herself frightful and repulsive. And suddenly she felt
sorry for Dymov, sorry for his infinite love, his young life,
the forsaken bed on which he had not slept so long. And
remembering his kindly, suppliant smile, she cried bitterly,
and wrote Korostelev an imploring letter. It was two
o’clock in the morning.

VIII

When at eight next morning Olga Ivanovna, heavy
from sleeplessness, untidy, unattractive, and guilty-faced,
came out of her bedroom, an unknown, black-bearded
man, obviously a doctor, passed her in the hall. There
was a smell of drugs. Outside Dymov’s study stood
Korostelev, twisting his left moustache with his right
band.

“Excuse me, I cannot let you in,” he said, looking at her
savagely. “You might catch the disease. And in any
case, what’s the use? He’s raving.”

“Is it really diphtheria?” whispe el Olga Ivanovna.

“People who do foolish things ought to pay for them,’
muttered Korostelev, ignoring Olga lvanovna’s question.
“Do you know how he got this diphtheria? On Tuesday
he sucked through a tube the diphtheria lamina from a
boy’s throat. And why? Stupd.. .. Like a fooll”

“Is it dangerous? Very?”’ asked she.

“Yes, it’s a very bad form, they say. We must send
for Schreck, we must. . . .”

First came a little, -ed-haired, long-nosed man with a
Jewish accent; then a tall, stooping, untidy man like a
protodeacon: ‘astly a young, very stout. red-faced man
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LA CIGALE

with spectacles. All these doctors came to attend their
sick colleague. Korostelev, having served his turn,
remained in the house, wandering about like a shadow.
The maid-servant was kept busy serving the doctors with
tea, and running to the apothecary’s, and no one tidied
the rooms. All was still and sad.

Olga Ivanovna sat in her room, and reflected that God
was punishing her for deceiving her husband. That silent,
uncomplaining, inexplicable man—impersonified, it seemed,
by kindness and mildness, weak from excessive good-
ness—lay on his sofa and suffered alone, uttering no groan.
And if he did complain in his delirium, the doctors would
guess that the diphtheria was no the only culprit. They
would question Korostelev, who knew all, and not without
cause looked viciously at his friend’s wife as if she were
chief and real offender, and disease only her accomplice.
She no longer thought of the moonlight Volga night, the
love avowal, the romance of life in the peasant’s hut; she
remembered only that from caprice and selfishness she
had smeared herself from head to feet with something
vile and sticky which no washing would wash away.

“Akh, how I lied to him!” she said, remembering her
cstless love of Riabovsky. ‘“May it be accursed!”

At four o’clock she dined with Korostelev, who ate
nothing, but drank red wine, and frowned. She too ate
nothing., But she prayed silently, and vowed to God
that if Dymov only recovered, she would love him again
and be his faithful wife. Then, forgetting herself for a
moment, ghe looked at Korostelev and thought: “How
tiresome it is to be such a simple, undistinguished, obscure
man, and to have such bad manners.” It seemed to her
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LA CIGALE

that God would strike her dead for her cowardice in keep-
ing away from her husband. And altogether she was
oppressed by a dead melancholy, and a feeling that her
life was ruined, and that nothing now would mend it.

After dinner, darkness. Olga Ivanovna went into the
drawing-room, and found Korostelev asleep on a couch,
his head resting on a silken cushion embroidered with
gold. He snored loudly.

Alone the doctors, coming on and off duty, ignored the
disorder. The strange man sleeping and snoring in the
drawing-room, the studies on the walls, the wonderful
decorations, the mistress’s dishevelled hair and untidy
dress—none of these awakened the least interest. One
of the doctors laughed: and this laugh had such a timid
sound that it was painful to hear.

“Just that. I came to say that he’s dying.”

He sobbed, sat down on her bed, and wiped away his
tears with his sleeve. At first Olga Ivanovna understood
nothing; then she turned cold, and began to cross herself.

“He is dying,” he repeated in a thin voice; and again he
sobbed. “He is dying—because he sacrificed himself.
What a loss to science?” He spoke bitterly. “This man,
compared with the best of us, was a great man, an ex-
ceptional man! What gifts! What hopes he awakened
in us alll”  Korostelev wrung his hands. “Lord, my God,
you will not find such a scholar if you search till judgment
day! Oska Dymov, Oska Dymov, what have you done?
My God!”

In despair he covered his face with his hands and shook
his head.
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LA CIGALE

“And what moral fortitude!” he continued, each second
increasing in anger. “Good, pure, loving soul—not a
man, but a crystall Hew he served his science, how he’s
died for it. Worked—day and night—like an ox, sparing
himself never; and he, the young scholar, the coming
professor, was forced to seek a practice and spend his
nights translating to pay for these . . . these dirty rags!”

Korostelev looked fiendishly at Olga Ivanovna, seized
the sheet with both hands, and tore it as angrily as if it,
and not she, were guilty.

“And he never spared himself . . . nor did others
spare him. And for what purpose . .. why?”

“Yes, a man in a hundred!” came a deep voice from the
dining-room.

Olga Ivanovna recalled her life with Dymov, from
beginning to end, in all its details; and suddenly she re-
alised that her husband was indeed an exceptional man, a
rare—compared with all her other friends—a great man.
And remembering how he was looked up to by her late
father and by all his colleagues, she understood that there
was indeed good reason to predict for him future fame.
The walls, the ceiling, the lamp, the carpet winked at her
derisively, as if saying, “You have let it slip by, slip by!”
With a cry, she rushed out of the room, slipped past some
unknown man in the dining-room, and rushed into her
husband’s study. Covered with a counterpane to the
waist, Dymov lay, motionless, on the couch. His face
had grown thin, and was a greyish-yellow never seen on
the living; his black eyebrows and his kindly smile were
all that remained of Dymov. She felt his chest, his fore-
head, his hands. His chest was still warm, his forehead
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OLD AGE

and hands were icy. And his half-closed eyes looked not
at Olga lvanovna,.but down at the counter-pane.

“Dymov!” she cried loudly. “Dymov!”

She wished to explain to him that the past was but a
mistake; that all was not yet lost; that life might yet be
happy and beautiful; that he was a rare, an uncommon, a
great man; that she would worship him from this day
forth, and pray, and torture herself with holy dread. . . .

“Dymov!” she cried, tapping his shoulder, refusing to
believe that he would never awaken. “Dymov! Dymov!”

But in the drawing-room Korostelev spoke to the maid-
servant.

“Don’t ask silly questions! Go at once to the church
watchman, and get the women’s address. They will wash
the body, and lay it out, and do all that’s wanted.”

OLD AGE

State-Councillor Uzelkov, architect, arrived in his
native town, where he had been summoned to restore the
cemetery church. He was Dborn in the town, he had
grown up and been married there, and yet when he got out
of the train he hardly recognised it. Everything was
changed. TFor instance, eighteen years ago, when he left
the town to settle in Petersburg, where the railway station
is now boys used to hunt for marmots: now as you come
into the High Street there is a four storied “Hotel Vienna,”
with apartments, where there was of old an ugly grey fence.
But not the fence or the houses, or anything had changed
so much as the people. Questioning the hall-porter,
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OLD AGE

Uzelkov discovered that more than half of the people he
remembered were dead or paupers or forgotten.

“Do you remember Uzelkov?” he asked the porter.
“Uzelkov, the architect, who divorced his wife. . . . He
had a house in Sviribev Street. . . . Surely you remember.”

“No, I don’t remember anyone of the name.”

“Why, it’s impossible not to remember. It was an ex-
citing case. All the cabmen knew, even. Try to remem-
ber. His divorce was managed by the attorney, Shapkin,
the swindler . . . the notorious sharper, the man who
was thrashed at the club. . . .”

“You mean Ivan Nikolaich?”

“Yes. . . . Is he alive? dead?”

“Thank heaven, his honour’s alive. His honour’s a
notary now, with an office. Well-to-do. Two houses in
Kirpichny Street. Just lately married his daughter off.”

Uzelkov strode from one corner of the room to another.
An idea flashed into his mind. From boredom, he decided
to see Shapkin. It was afternoon when he left the hotel
and quietly walked to Kirpichny Street. He found Shap-
kin in his office and hardly recognised him. From the
well-built, alert attorney with a quick, impudent, perpet-
ually tipsy expression, Shapkin had become a modest,
grey-haired, shrunken old man.

“You don’t recognise me . . . You have forgotten . . .
Uzelkov began. “I'm your old client, Uzelkov.”

“Uzelkov? Which Uzelkov? Ah!”

Remembrance came to Shapkin: he recognised him and
was confused. Began exclamations, questions, recollec-
tions.

23
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OLD AGE

2

“Never expected . . . never thought . . .” chuckled-
Shapkin. “What will you have? Would you like cham-
pagne? Perhaps you'd like oysters. My dear man, what
a lot of money I got out of you in the old days—so much
that I can’t think what I ought to stand you.”

“Please don’t trouble,” said Uzelkov. “I haven’t time.
| must go to the cemetery and examine the church. I
have a commission.”

“Splendid. We’ll have something to eat and a drink
and go together. 1've got some splendid horses! T’ll take
you there and introduce you to the churchwarden. .
T'll fix up everything. . . . But what’s the matter, my
dearest man? You're not avoiding me, not afraid? Please
git nearer. There’s nothing to be afraid of now. . . .
Long ago, I really was pretty sharp, a bit of a rogue . . .
but now I’'m quieter than water, humbler than grass. I've
grown old; got a family. There are children. . . . Time
to die!”

The friends had something to eat and drink, and went in
a coach and pair to the cemetery.

“Yes, it was a good time,” Shapkin was reminiscent,?
sitting in the sledge. “I remember, but I simply can’t
believe it. Do you remember how you divorced your
wife? It’s almost twenty years ago, and you’ve probably
forgotten everything, but I remember it as though 1 con-
ducted the petition yesterday. My God, how rotten I
was! Then 1T was a smart, casuistical® devil, full of sharp
practice and devilry . . . and [ used to run into some
shady affairs, particularly when there was a good fee, as

ichuckled, A~ {E #F f#§ %. Z2reminiscent, 5t 1% #F.  ?casuistical,
HAFE LA B
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OLD AGE

in your case, for instance. What was it you paid me then?
Five—six hundred. Enough to upset anybody! By the
time you left for Petersburg you’d left the whole affair
completely in my hands. ‘Do what you like!” And your
former wife, Sofya Mikhailovna, though she did come
from a merchant family, was proud and selfish. To bribe
her to take the guilt on hersell was difficult—extremely
difficult. I used to come to her for a business talk, and
when she saw me, she would say to her maid: ‘Masha,
surely I told you I wasn’t at home to scoundrels.” I tried
one way, then another . . . wrote letters to her, tried
to meet her accidentally—no good. I had to work through
a third person. For a long time I had trouble with her,
and she only yielded when you agreed to give her ten
thousand. She succumbed!. . . . She began to weep,
spat in my face, but she yielded and took the guilt on
herself.”

“If I remember it was fifteen, not ten thousand she took
from me,”” said Uzelkov.

“Yes, of course . . . fifteen, my mistake.” Shapkin
was disconcerted.? ‘Anyway it’s all past and done with
now. Why shouldn’t I confess, frankly? Ten I gave to
her, and the remaining five I bargained out of you for my
own share. I deceived both of you. ... It’s all past,
why be ashamed of it? And who else was there to take
from, Boris Petrovich, if not from you? I ask you. . . .
You were rich and well-to-do.> You married in caprice:*
you were divorced in caprice. You were making a fortune.
I remember you got twenty thousand out of a single con-

Lsuccumbed, i #% il . 2disconcerted, A< %. 3well-to-do, 3
2 4F. ¢caprice, B K& I 3.
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OLD AGE

tract. Whom was I to tap, if not you? And I must
confess, I was tortured by envy. If you got hold of a
nice lot of money, people would take off their hats to you:
but the same people would beat me for shillings and smack
my face in the club. But why recall it? It’s time to
forget.”

“Tell me, please, how did Sofya Mikhailovna live after-
wards?”’

“With her ten thousand? On ne peut plus badly. . . .
God knows whether it was frenzy or pride and conscience
that tortured her, because she had sold herself for money
—or perhaps she loved you; but, she took to drink, you
know. She received the money and began to gad about!
with officers in troikas. . . . Drunkenness, philandering,
debauchery. . . . She would come into a tavern with an
officer, and instead of port or a light wine, she would drink
the strongest cognac to drive her into a frenzy.”

“Yes, she was eccentric. | suffered enough with her.
She would take offence at some trifle and then get nervous.

. . And what happened afterwards?”

“A week passed, a fortnight. . . . I was sitting at home
writing. Suddenly, the door opened and she comes in.
‘Take your cursed money, she said, and threw the parcel
in my face. . . . She could not resist it. . . . Kive hun.
dred were missing. She had only got rid of five hundred.’

“And what did you do with the money?”

‘It’s all past and done with. What’s the good ot con-
cealing it? . . . I certainly took it. What are you staring
at me like that for? Wait for the sequel. It’s a complete

lgad about, Pfj JE.
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novel, the sickness of a soull Two months passed by.
One night | came home drunk, in a wicked mood. . . .
I turned on the light and saw Sofya Mikhailovna sitting
on my sofa, drunk too, wandering » bit, with something
savage in her face as if she had just escaped from the mad-
house. ‘Give me my money back, she said. ‘1've changed
my mind. LI I'm going to the dogs, | want to go madly,
passionately. Make haste, you scoundrel, give me the
money. How indecent it was!’ '

“And you . did you give it her?”

‘I remember. I gave her ten rubles.”

‘Oh . . . is it possible?” Uzelkov frowned. “If you
couldn’t do it yourself, or you didn’t want to, you could
have written to me. . . And / didn’t know ... T
didn’t know.”

“My dear man, why should 1 write, when she wrote her-
elf afterwards when she was in hospital?”
- ‘1 was so taken up with the new marriage that I paid
10 attention to letters. . . . But you were an outsider;
you had no antagonism to Sofya Mikhailovna. . . ."Why
didn’t you help her?” : &

“We can’t judge by our present standards, Boris Petro.
vich. Now we think in this way; but then we thought

quite differently. . Now | might perhaps give her a
thousand rubles: but then even ten rubles . . she didn’t
get them tor nothing. It’s a terrible story. . 1t’s time to
{orget. But here you are!”

The sledge stopped at the churchyard gate. Uzelkov
wnd Shapkin oot out of the sledge, went through the gate
and walked along a long, broad avenue The bare cherry
trees. the acacias. the grey crosses and monuments spar-
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OLD AGE

kled with hoar-frost. In each flake of snow the bright
sunny day was reflected. There was the smell you find
in all cemeteries of incense and fresh-dug earth.

“You have a beautiful cemetery,” said Uzelkov. “It’s
almost an orchard.”

“Yes, but it’s a pity the thieves steal the monuments.
Look, there, behind that cast-iron memorial, on the right,
Sofya Mikhailovna is buried. Would you like to see?”

The friends turned to the right, stepping in deep snow
towards the cast-iron memorial.

“Down here,” said Shapkin, pointing to a little stone of
white marble. “Some subaltern or other put up the
monumet on her grave.”

Uzelkov slowly took off his hat and showed his bald
pate to the snow. Eyeing him, Shapkin also took off his
hat, and another baldness shone beneath the sun. The
silence round about was like the tomb, as though the air
were dead, too. The friends looked at the stone, silent,
thinking.

“She is asleep!” Shapkin broke the silence. “And she
cares very little that she took the guilt upon herself and
drank cognac. Confess, Boris Petrovich!”

“What?” asked Uzelkov, sternly.

“That, however loathsome the past may be, it’s better
than this.” And Shapkin pointed to his grey hairs.

* “In the old days I did not even think of death. . . . If
I'd meet her, | would have circumvented her, but .now
. .. well, now!” -

Sadness took hold of Uzelkov. Suddenly he wanted
to cry, passionately, as he once desired to love. . . . And
he felt that these tears would be exquisite, refreshing.
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Moisture came out of his eyes and a lump rose in his throat,
but . . . Shapkin was standing by his side, and Uzelkov
felt ashamed of his weakness before a witness. He turned
back quickly and walked towards the church.

Two hours later, having arranged with the church-
warden and examined the church, he seized the oppor-
tunity while Shapkin was talking away to the priest, and
ran to shed a tear. He walked to the stone surreptitiously,!
with stealthy steps, looking round all the time. The little
white monument stared at him absently, so sadly and
innocently, as though a girl and not a wanton divorceé
were beneath.

“If I could weep, could weep!” thought Uzelkov.

But the moment for weeping had been lost. Though
the old man managed to make his eyes shine, and tried
to bring himself to the right pitch, the tears did not flow
and the lump did not rise in his throat. . . . After waiting
for about ten minutes, Uzelkov waved his arm and went
to look for Shapkin.

I surreptitiously, ff ff #5.
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