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| NTRODUCTI ON

Russian literature, so full of enigmas, contains no greater creative
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nystery than N kol ai Vasil'evich Gogol (1809-1852), who has done for

t he Russi an novel and Russian prose what Pushkin has done for Russian
poetry. Before these two nmen cane Russian literature can hardly have
been said to exist. It was ponpous and effete with pseudo-cl assicism
foreign influences were strong; in the speech of the upper circles

t here was an over-fondness for German, French, and English words.
Between themthe two friends, by force of their great genius, cleared
away the debris which made for sterility and erected in their stead a
new structure out of |iving Russian words. The spoken word, born of

t he people, gave soul and wing to literature; only by comng to earth,
the native earth, was it enabled to soar. Coming up fromlLittle
Russia, the Ukraine, with Cossack blood in his veins, Gogol injected
his own healthy virus into an effete body, blew his own virile spirit,
the spirit of his race, into its nostrils, and gave the Russian novel
its direction to this very day.

More than that. The nomad and romantic in him troubled and restless
with Ukrainian nyth, | egend, and song, inpressed upon Russi an
literature, faced with the realities of nodern life, a spirit titanic
and in clash with its material, and produced in the mastery of this
every-day material, commonly called sordid, a phantasmagoria intense
with beauty. A clue to all Russian realismmy be found in a Russian
critic's observation about Gogol: "Seldom has nature created a nman so
romantic in bent, yet so masterly in portraying all that is unromantic
inlife." But this statenment does not cover the whole ground, for it
IS easy to see in alnost all of Gogol's work his "free Cossack soul "
trying to break through the shell of sordid to-day |ike sone ancient
denon, essentially D onysian. So that his works, true though they are
to our life, are at once a reproach, a protest, and a chall enge, ever
calling for joy, ancient joy, that is no nore with us. And they have
all the joy and sadness of the Ukrainian songs he |oved so nuch.

Ukrai nian was to Gogol "the | anguage of the soul,” and it was in
Ukrai ni an songs rather than in old chronicles, of which he was not a
little contenptuous, that he read the history of his people. Tine and
again, in his essays and in his letters to friends, he expresses his
boundl ess joy in these songs: "O songs, you are ny joy and ny life!
How | | ove you. What are the bl oodless chronicles | pore over beside
those clear, live chronicles! | cannot live w thout songs; they .
reveal everything nore and nore clearly, oh, how clearly, gone-by life
and gone-by nen. . . . The songs of Little Russia are her everything,
her poetry, her history, and her ancestral grave. He who has not
penetrated them deeply knows nothing of the past of this bl oom ng
regi on of Russia."
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| ndeed, so great was his enthusiasmfor his own |and that after
collecting material for many years, the year 1833 finds himat work on
a history of "poor Wkraine," a work planned to take up six vol unes;
and witing to a friend at this tine he promses to say nuch in it

t hat has not been said before him Furthernore, he intended to foll ow
this work wwth a universal history in eight volumes with a viewto
establishing, as far as nay be gathered, Little Russia and the world

I n proper relation, connecting the two; a quixotic task, surely. A
poet, passionate, religious, loving the heroic, we find himconstantly
i npatient and fumng at the lifeless chronicles, which | eave himcold
as he seeks in vain for what he cannot find. "Nowhere," he wites in
1834, "can | find anything of the tinme which ought to be richer than
any other in events. Here was a peopl e whose whol e exi stence was
passed in activity, and which, even if nature had nade it inactive,
was conpelled to go forward to great affairs and deeds because of its
nei ghbours, its geographic situation, the constant danger to its
existence. . . . |If the Crinmeans and the Turks had had a literature |
am convi nced that no history of an independent nation in Europe would
prove so interesting as that of the Cossacks." Again he conpl ai ns of
the "withered chronicles”; it is only the wealth of his country's song
t hat encourages himto go on with its history.

Too nmuch a visionary and a poet to be an inpartial historian, it is
hardly astonishing to note the judgnent he passes on his own work,
during that sanme year, 1834: "My history of Little Russia' s past is an
extraordinarily made thing, and it could not be otherw se." The deeper
he goes into Little Russia's past the nore fanatically he dreans of
Little Russia's future. St. Petersburg wearies him Mscow awakens no
enotion in him he yearns for Kieff, the nother of Russian cities,
which in his vision he sees becom ng "the Russian Athens." Russi an

hi story gives himno pleasure, and he separates it definitely from
Ukrai nian history. He is "ready to cast everything aside rather than
read Russian history," he wites to Pushkin. During his seven-year
stay in St. Petersburg (1829-36) Gogol zeal ously gathered historical
material and, in the words of Professor Kotlyarevsky, "lived in the
dream of becom ng the Thucydi des of Little Russia." How conpletely he
di sassoci ated Ukrainia from Northern Russia may be judged by the
conspectus of his lectures witten in 1832. He says in it, speaking of
t he conquest of Southern Russia in the fourteenth century by Prince
GQuedimn at the head of his Lithuanian host, still dressed in the
skins of wild beasts, still worshipping the ancient fire and

practi sing pagan rites: "Then Southern Russia, under the m ghty
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protection of Lithuanian princes, conpletely separated itself fromthe
North. Every bond between them was broken; two kingdons were
establ i shed under a single nane--Russi a--one under the Tatar yoke, the
ot her under the sane rule with Lithuanians. But actually they had no
relation with one another; different |laws, different custons,

different ains, different bonds, and different activities gave them
whol |y different characters.™

This sanme Prince Guedimn freed Kieff fromthe Tatar yoke. This city
had been | aid waste by the gol den hordes of Ghengi s Khan and hi dden
for a very long tine fromthe Sl avonic chronicler as behind an

| npenetrable curtain. A shrewd man, Guedi m n appointed a Sl avonic
prince to rule over the city and permtted the inhabitants to practise
their owmn faith, Geek Christianity. Prior to the Mngol invasion,

whi ch brought conflagration and ruin, and subjected Russia to a

t wo- century bondage, cutting her off from Europe, a state of chaos

exi sted and the separate tribes fought with one anot her constantly and
for the nost petty reasons. Miutual depredations were possible owing to
t he absence of nountain ranges; there were no natural barriers against
sudden attack. The openness of the steppe nade the people war-1ike.

But this very openness nade it possible |ater for Guedimn's pagan
hosts, fresh fromthe fir forests of what is now Wiite Russia, to nake
a clean sweep of the whole country between Lithuania and Pol and, and
thus give the scattered princedons a nuch-needed cohesion. In this way
Ukrai nia was fornmed. Except for sone forests, infested with bears, the
country was one vast plain, nmarked by an occasional hillock. Wole
herds of wild horses and deer stanpeded the country, overgrown with
tall grass, while flocks of wld goats wandered anong the rocks of the
Dni eper. Apart fromthe Dnieper, and in sone neasure the Desna,
enptying into it, there were no navigable rivers and so there was
little opportunity for a conmercial people. Several tributaries cut
across, but made no real boundary |ine. Whether you | ooked to the
north towards Russia, to the east towards the Tatars, to the south
towards the Crinean Tatars, to the west towards Pol and, everywhere the
country bordered on a field, everywhere on a plain, which left it open
to the invader fromevery side. Had there been here, suggests Gogol in
his introduction to his never-witten history of Little Russia, if
upon one side only, a real frontier of nountain or sea, the people who
settled here m ght have forned a definite political body. Wthout this
natural protection it becane a | and subject to constant attack and
despoliation. "There where three hostile nations cane in contact it
was nmanured with bones, wetted wth blood. A single Tatar invasion
destroyed the whol e | abour of the soil-tiller; the neadows and the
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cornfields were trodden down by horses or destroyed by flanme, the
lightly-built habitations reduced to the ground, the inhabitants
scattered or driven off into captivity together with cattle. It was a
| and of terror, and for this reason there could develop in it only a
war |l i ke people, strong in its unity and desperate, a peopl e whose
whol e exi stence was bound to be trained and confined to war."

This constant nenace, this perpetual pressure of foes on all sides,
acted at last like a fierce hammer shapi ng and hardeni ng resi stance
against itself. The fugitive from Poland, the fugitive fromthe Tatar
and the Turk, honeless, with nothing to lose, their lives ever exposed
to danger, forsook their peaceful occupations and becane transforned
into a warli ke people, known as the Cossacks, whose appearance towards
the end of the thirteenth century or at the beginning of the
fourteenth was a renarkabl e event which possibly al one (suggests
Gogol ) prevented any further inroads by the two Mohamedan nati ons

I nto Europe. The appearance of the Cossacks was coincident with the
appear ance i n Europe of brotherhoods and kni ght hood-orders, and this
new race, in spite of its living the life of marauders, in spite of
turnings its foes' tactics upon its foes, was not free of the
religious spirit of its time; if it warred for its existence it warred
not less for its faith, which was G eek. Indeed, as the nation grew
stronger and becane conscious of its strength, the struggle began to
partake sonething of the nature of a religious war, not alone

def ensi ve but aggressive al so, against the unbeliever. Wile any man
was free to join the brotherhood it was obligatory to believe in the
Geek faith. It was this religious unity, blazed into activity by the
presence across the borders of unbelieving nations, that al one

I ndi cated the germof a political body in this gathering of nen, who
ot herwi se |ived the audacious lives of a band of hi ghway robbers.
"There was, however," says Gogol, "none of the austerity of the
Catholic knight in them they bound thenselves to no vows or fasts;
they put no self-restraint upon thenselves or nortified their flesh,
but were indomtable Iike the rocks of the Dnieper anong which they
lived, and in their furious feasts and revels they forgot the whole
wor |l d. That sane intimte brotherhood, maintained in robber

communi ties, bound themtogether. They had everything in comon--w ne,
food, dwelling. A perpetual fear, a perpetual danger, inspired them
with a contenpt towards |life. The Cossack worried nore about a good
measure of wi ne than about his fate. One has to see this denizen of
the frontier in his half-Tatar, half-Polish costune--which so sharply
outlined the spirit of the borderland--galloping in Asiatic fashion on
his horse, now lost in thick grass, now | eaping with the speed of a
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tiger from anbush, or energing suddenly fromthe river or swanp, al
clinging wth nud, and appearing an inage of terror to the
Tat ar . !

Little by little the comunity grew and with its growwng it began to
assunme a general character. The begi nning of the sixteenth century
found whole villages settled with famlies, enjoying the protection of
t he Cossacks, who exacted certain obligations, chiefly mlitary, so
that these settlenents bore a mlitary character. The sword and the

pl ough were friends which fraternised at every settler's. On the other
hand, Gogol tells us, the gay bachel ors began to nake depredations
across the border to sweep down on Tatars' w ves and their daughters
and to marry them "Onng to this co-mngling, their facial features,
so different fromone another's, received a common inpress, tending
towards the Asiatic. And so there cane into being a nation in faith
and pl ace belonging to Europe; on the other hand, in ways of life,
custons, and dress quite Asiatic. It was a nation in which the world's
two extrenmes cane in contact; European caution and Asiatic

I ndi fference, niavete and cunning, an intense activity and the
greatest | aziness and indul gence, an aspiration to devel opnent and
perfection, and again a desire to appear indifferent to perfection."

Al of UWUkraine took on its colour fromthe Cossack, and if | have
drawn | argely on Gogol's own account of the origins of this race, it
was because it seened to ne that Gogol's enphasis on the heroic rather
than on the historical--Gogol is generally discounted as an

hi stori an--woul d give the reader a proper approach to the nood in

whi ch he created "Taras Bulba,"” the finest epic in Russian literature.
Gogol never wote either his history of Little Russia or his universal
history. Apart from several brief studies, not always reliable, the
net result of his many years' application to his scholarly projects
was this brief epic in prose, Honeric in nood. The sense of intense

living, "living dangerously"--to use a phrase of N etzsche's, the
recognition of courage as the greatest of all virtues--the God in nan,
i nspired Gogol, living in an age which tended toward grey tedium wth

admration for his nore fortunate forefathers, who lived in "a poetic
time, when everything was won with the sword, when every one in his
turn strove to be an active being and not a spectator."” Into this
short work he poured all his |ove of the heroic, all his romanticism
all his poetry, all his joy. Its abundance of |ife bears one al ong
|ike a fast-flowing river. And it is not wthout hunour, a calm

det ached hunour, which, as the critic Bolinsky puts it, is not there
nerely "because Gogol has a tendency to see the comc in everything,
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but because it is true to life."

Yet "Taras Bul ba" was in a sense an accident, just as many ot her works
of great nmen are accidents. It often requires a happy conbi nati on of
ci rcunstances to produce a nmasterpiece. | have already told in ny

I ntroduction to "Dead Soul s"[1] how Gogol created his great realistic
mast er pi ece, which was to influence Russian literature for generations
to conme, under the influence of nodels so renote in tine or place as
“Don Qui xote" or "Pickw ck Papers"; and how this conbination of

I nfl uences joined to his own genius produced a work quite new and
original in effect and only renotely rem ni scent of the nodels which
have inspired it. And just as "Dead Soul s" m ght never have been
witten if "Don Qui xote" had not existed, so there is every reason to
bel i eve that "Taras Bul ba" could not have been witten w thout the
"Qdyssey." Once nore ancient fire gave life to new beauty. And yet at
the time Gogol could not have had nore than a smattering of the
"Qdyssey." The magnificent translation made by his friend Zhukovsky
had not yet appeared and Gogol, in spite of his anbition to becone a
hi storian, was not equi pped as a scholar. But it is evident fromhis
dithyranbic letter on the appearance of Zhukovsky's version, formng
one of the fanous series of letters known as "Correspondence with
Friends," that he was better acquainted with the spirit of Honmer than
any nere scholar could be. That letter, unfortunately unknown to the
English reader, would nake every lover of the classics in this day of
t heir di sparagenent dance with joy. He describes the "Qdyssey" as the
forgotten source of all that is beautiful and harnonious in life, and
he greets its appearance in Russian dress at a tine when life is
sordid and discordant as a thing inevitable, "cooling" in effect upon
a too hectic world. He sees in its perfect grace, its cal mand al nost
childlike sinplicity, a power for individual and general good. "It
conbines all the fascination of a fairy tale and all the sinple truth
of human adventure, holding out the sane allurenent to every being,
whet her he is a noble, a commoner, a nerchant, a literate or
illiterate person, a private soldier, a |lackey, children of both
sexes, beginning at an age when a child begins to love a fairy
tale--all mght read it or listen to it, without tedium" Every one
will draw fromit what he nost needs. Not | ess than upon these he sees
I ts whol esone effect on the creative witer, its refreshing influence
on the critic. But nost of all he dwells on its heroic qualities,

| nseparable to himfromwhat is religious in the "QOdyssey"; and, says
Gogol, this book contains the idea that a human bei ng, "wherever he
m ght be, whatever pursuit he mght follow, is threatened by nany
woes, that he nust need westle with them-for that very purpose was
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life given to him-that never for a single instant nust he despair,
just as QOdysseus did not despair, who in every hard and oppressive
nonment turned to his own heart, unaware that with this inner scrutiny
of hinmself he had already said that hidden prayer uttered in a nonent
of distress by every man havi ng no under st andi ng whatever of God."
Then he goes on to conpare the ancient harnony, perfect down to every
detail of dress, to the slightest action, with our slovenliness and
confusion and pettiness, a sad result--considering our know edge of
past experience, our possession of superior weapons, our religion
given to make us holy and superior beings. And in conclusion he asks:
s not the "Qdyssey” in every sense a deep reproach to our nineteenth
century?

[1] Everyman's Library, No. 726.

An under st andi ng of Gogol's point of view gives the key to "Taras

Bul ba." For in this panoram c canvas of the Setch, the mlitary

br ot her hood of the Cossacks, living under open skies, picturesquely
and heroically, he has drawn a picture of his romantic ideal, which if
far fromperfect at any rate seened to himpreferable to the grey
tediumof a city peopled wth governnent officials. Gogol has witten
in “"Taras Bul ba" his own reproach to the nineteenth century. It is

sad and joyous |ike one of those Wkrainian songs whi ch have hel ped to
inspire himto wite it. And then, as he cut hinself off nore and nore
fromthe world of the past, life becane a sadder and still sadder
thing to him nodern life, with all its gigantic pettiness, closed in
around him he began to wite of petty officials and of petty
scoundrel s, "comonpl ace heroes" he called them But nothing is ever
lost in this world. Gogol's romanticism shut in within hinself,
finding no outlet, becane a flane. It was a flane of pity. He was |ike
a man wal king in hell, pitying. And that was the mracle, the
transfiguration. Qut of that flanme of pity the Russian novel was born.

JOHN COURNGCS

Eveni ngs on the Farm near the D kanka, 1829-31; Mrgorod, 1831-33;
Taras Bul ba, 1834; Arabesques (includes tales, The Portrait and A
Madman's Diary), 1831-35; The C oak, 1835; The Revizor (The Inspector-
General ), 1836; Dead Souls, 1842; Correspondence with Friends, 1847;
Letters, 1847, 1895, 4 vols. 1902.
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Bul ba: Also St. John's Eve and Ot her Stories, London, Vizetelly, 1887,
Taras Bul ba, trans. by B. C. Baskerville, London, Scott, 1907; The

| nspector: a Conedy, Calcutta, 1890; The |Inspector-Ceneral, trans. by
A. A Sykes, London, Scott, 1892; Revizor, trans. for the Yale
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Dead Soul s, London, Everyman's Library (Intro. by John Cournos), 1915;
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LI VES, etc.: (Russian) Kotlyarevsky (N. A ), 1903; Shenrok (V. I.),
Materials for a Biography, 1892; (French) Leger (L.), N cholas Gogol,
1914.

TARAS BULBA

CHAPTER |

“Turn round, ny boy! How ridicul ous you | ook! What sort of a priest's
cassock have you got on? Does everybody at the acadeny dress |ike
t hat ?"

Wth such words did old Bul ba greet his two sons, who had been absent
for their education at the Royal Semnary of Kief, and had now
returned hone to their father.

H s sons had but just disnmounted fromtheir horses. They were a couple
of stout lads who still | ooked bashful, as becane youths recently

rel eased fromthe semnary. Their firmhealthy faces were covered with
the first down of manhood, down which had, as yet, never known a
razor. They were greatly disconfited by such a reception fromtheir

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt (15 of 267) [8/27/2008 2:16:45 PM]



http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt

father, and stood notionless with eyes fixed upon the ground.

"Stand still, stand still! let nme have a good | ook at you," he

conti nued, turning themaround. "How | ong your gaberdi nes are! Wat
gaber di nes! There never were such gaberdines in the world before. Just
run, one of you! | want to see whether you will not get entangled in
the skirts, and fall down."

“Don't laugh, don't |augh, father!" said the eldest |lad at | ength.

"How t ouchy we are! Wiy shouldn't | |augh?”

"Because, al though you are ny father, if you laugh, by heavens, | wll
stri ke you!"

“What kind of son are you? what, strike your father!" exclainmed Taras
Bul ba, retreating several paces in anazenent.

“"Yes, even ny father. | don't stop to consider persons when an insult
s in question."

"So you want to fight nme? with your fist, eh?"

n Any \/\ay. n
"Well, let it be fisticuffs," said Taras Bul ba, turning up his
sleeves. "I'l|l see what sort of a man you are with your fists."

And father and son, in lieu of a pleasant greeting after |ong
separation, began to deal each other heavy blows on ribs, back, and
chest, now retreating and | ooking at each other, now attacking afresh.

"Look, good people! the old man has gone man! he has | ost his senses
conpl etely!" screaned their pale, ugly, kindly nother, who was
standing on the threshold, and had not yet succeeded in enbracing her
darling children. "The children have conme hone, we have not seen them
for over a year; and now he has taken sone strange freak--he's
pommel [ ing them"

"Yes, he fights well," said Bul ba, pausing; "well, by heavens!" he
continued, rather as if excusing hinself, "although he has never tried
his hand at it before, he will nake a good Cossack! Now, wel cone, son!

enbrace ne," and father and son began to kiss each other. "Good | ad!
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see that you hit every one as you pommelled nme; don't |et any one
escape. Nevertheless your clothes are ridiculous all the sane. Wat
rope is this hanging there?--And you, you |lout, why are you standing
there with your hands hangi ng besi de you?" he added, turning to the
youngest. "Wy don't you fight ne? you son of a dog!"

"What an idea!" said the nother, who had nanaged in the neantine to
enbrace her youngest. "Who ever heard of children fighting their own
father? That's enough for the present; the child is young, he has had
a long journey, he is tired." The child was over twenty, and about six
feet high. "He ought to rest, and eat sonething; and you set himto
fighting!"

“"You are a gabbler!" said Bulba. "Don't listen to your nother, ny | ad;
she is a woman, and knows not hi ng. Wat sort of petting do you need? A
clear field and a good horse, that's the kind of petting for you! And
do you see this sword? that's your nother! Al the rest people stuff
your heads with is rubbish; the acadeny, books, priners, philosophy,
and all that, | spit upon it all!" Here Bul ba added a word which is
not used in print. "But I'll tell you what is best: I'll take you to
Zaporozhe[1l] this very week. That's where there's science for you!
There's your school; there alone will you gain sense.”

[1] The Cossack country beyond (za) the falls (porozhe) of the
Dni eper.

“"And are they only to remain hone a week?" said the worn ol d nother
sadly and with tears in her eyes. "The poor boys will have no chance
of | ooking around, no chance of getting acquainted with the hone where
they were born; there will be no chance for ne to get a | ook at them"

“Enough, you've how ed quite enough, old woman! A Cossack is not born
to run around after wonen. You would |like to hide them both under your
petticoat, and sit upon themas a hen sits on eggs. Go, go, and l|let us
have everything there is on the table in a trice. W don't want any
dunpl i ngs, honey-cakes, poppy-cakes, or any other such nesses: give us
a whol e sheep, a goat, nead forty years old, and as nmuch corn-brandy
as possible, not with raisins and all sorts of stuff, but plain
scorchi ng corn-brandy, which foans and hisses |ike nad."

Bul ba led his sons into the principal roomof the hut; and two pretty

servant girls wearing coin necklaces, who were arranging the
apartnment, ran out quickly. They were either frightened at the arrival
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of the young nen, who did not care to be famliar wth anyone; or else
they nerely wanted to keep up their fem nine custom of scream ng and
rushi ng away headl ong at the sight of a nman, and then screening their
bl ushes for sone tine with their sleeves. The hut was furnished
according to the fashion of that period--a fashion concerning which
hints linger only in the songs and lyrics, no |longer sung, alas! in
the Ukraine as of yore by blind old nen, to the soft tinkling of the
native guitar, to the people thronging round them-according to the
taste of that warli ke and troublous tine, of |eagues and battles
prevailing in the Wkraine after the union. Everything was cleanly
snmeared with coloured clay. On the walls hung sabres, hunting-whi ps,
nets for birds, fishing-nets, guns, elaborately carved powder-horns,
gilded bits for horses, and tether-ropes with silver plates. The smal
wi ndow had round dull panes, through which it was inpossible to see
except by opening the one noveabl e one. Around the w ndows and doors
red bands were painted. On shelves in one corner stood jugs, bottles,
and flasks of green and blue glass, carved silver cups, and gil ded
drinking vessels of various nmakes--Venetian, Turkish, Tscherkessian,
whi ch had reached Bul ba's cabin by various roads, at third and fourth
hand, a thing comon enough in those bold days. There were birch-wood
benches all around the room a huge table under the holy pictures in
one corner, and a huge stove covered with particoloured patterns in
relief, with spaces between it and the wall. Al this was quite
famliar to the two young nen, who were wont to conme hone every year
during the dog-days, since they had no horses, and it was not
customary to allow students to ride afield on horseback. The only
distinctive things permtted themwere |long | ocks of hair on the

t enpl es, which every Cossack who bore weapons was entitled to pull. It
was only at the end of their course of study that Bul ba had sent them
a coupl e of young stallions fromhis stud.

Bul ba, on the occasion of his sons' arrival, ordered all the sotniks
or captains of hundreds, and all the officers of the band who were of
any consequence, to be sumoned; and when two of themarrived with his
ol d conrade, the Osaul or sub-chief, Dmtro Tovkatch, he imedi ately
presented the | ads, saying, "See what fine young fellows they are! |
shall send themto the Setch[2] shortly." The guests congratul at ed

Bul ba and the young nen, telling themthey would do well and that
there was no better know edge for a young nan than a know edge of that
sane Zaporozhi an Set ch.

[2] The village or, rather, permanent canp of the Zaporozhi an
Cossacks.

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt (18 of 267) [8/27/2008 2:16:45 PM]



http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt

“"Conme, brothers, seat yourselves, each where he |ikes best, at the
table; conme, ny sons. First of all, let's take sone corn-brandy," said
Bul ba. "God bl ess you! Wl cone, |ads; you, Ostap, and you, Andrii. God
grant that you nmay always be successful in war, that you may beat the
Mussel mans and the Turks and the Tatars; and that when the Pol es
undert ake any expedition against our faith, you may beat the Pol es.
Conme, clink your glasses. How now? |Is the brandy good? Wat's
corn-brandy in Latin? The Latins were stupid: they did not know there
was such a thing in the world as corn-brandy. What was the nane of the
man who wote Latin verses? | don't know nuch about reading and
witing, so |l don't quite know. Wasn't it Horace?"

"What a dad!" thought the elder son Gstap. "The old dog knows
everyt hing, but he always pretends the contrary."

"l don't believe the archimandrite all owed you so nuch as a snell of
corn-brandy," continued Taras. "Confess, ny boys, they thrashed you
well with fresh birch-twi gs on your backs and all over your Cossack
bodi es; and perhaps, when you grew too sharp, they beat you with

whi ps. And not on Saturday only, | fancy, but on Wdnesday and

Thur sday. "

"What is past, father, need not be recalled; it is done with."

“"Let themtry it know," said Andrii. "Let anybody just touch ne, |et
any Tatar risk it now, and he'll soon |earn what a Cossack's sword is
i ke!"

"Good, ny son, by heavens, good! And when it cones to that, |I'Il go
wi th you; by heavens, 1'll go too! Wiat should | wait here for? To
becone a buckwheat -reaper and housekeeper, to |l ook after the sheep and
swi ne, and |loaf around with ny wife? Away wth such nonsense! | ama
Cossack; 1'll have none of it! What's left but war? I'll go with you
to Zaporozhe to carouse; |'lIl go, by heavens!" And old Bul ba, grow ng
warm by degrees and finally quite angry, rose fromthe table, and,
assumng a dignified attitude, stanped his foot. "W will go
to-norrow \Wierefore delay? What eneny can we besiege here? Wiat is
this hut to us? What do we want wth all these things? Wiat are pots
and pans to us?" So saying, he began to knock over the pots and
flasks, and to throw t hem about.

The poor old woman, well used to such freaks on the part of her
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husband, | ooked sadly on from her seat on the wall-bench. She did not
dare say a word; but when she heard the decision which was so terrible
for her, she could not refrain fromtears. As she | ooked at her
children, fromwhom so speedy a separation was threatened, it is

| npossi ble to describe the full force of her speechless grief, which
seened to quiver in her eyes and on her lips convul sively pressed

t oget her.

Bul ba was terribly headstrong. He was one of those characters which
could only exist in that fierce fifteenth century, and in that

hal f - nomadi ¢ corner of Europe, when the whol e of Southern Russi a,
deserted by its princes, was |laid waste and burned to the quick by
pitiless troops of Mngolian robbers; when nen deprived of house and
home grew brave there; when, am d conflagrations, threatening

nei ghbours, and eternal terrors, they settled down, and grow ng
accustoned to | ooking these things straight in the face, trained

t hensel ves not to know that there was such a thing as fear in the
wor | d; when the old, peacable Slav spirit was fired wth warlike
flame, and the Cossack state was instituted--a free, wld outbreak of
Russi an nature--and when all the river-banks, fords, and |like suitable
pl aces were peopl ed by Cossacks, whose nunber no man knew. Their bol d
conrades had a right to reply to the Sultan when he asked how many
they were, "Who knows? We are scattered all over the steppes; wherever
there is a hillock, there is a Cossack."

It was, in fact, a nost remarkabl e exhibition of Russian strength,
forced by dire necessity fromthe bosomof the people. In place of the
original provinces with their petty towns, in place of the warring and
bartering petty princes ruling in their cities, there arose great

col onies, kurens[3], and districts, bound together by one conmon
danger and hatred agai nst the heathen robbers. The story is well known
how their incessant warfare and restl ess existence saved Europe from
the nmercil ess hordes which threatened to overwhel mher. The Polish

ki ngs, who now found thensel ves sovereigns, in place of the provincial
princes, over these extensive tracts of territory, fully understood,
despite the weakness and renoteness of their own rule, the val ue of

t he Cossacks, and the advantages of the warlike, untramelled life |led
by them They encouraged themand flattered this disposition of m nd.
Under their distant rule, the hetmans or chiefs, chosen from anong the
Cossacks thensel ves, redistributed the territory into mlitary
districts. It was not a standing arny, no one saw it; but in case of
war and general uprising, it required a week, and no nore, for every
man to appear on horseback, fully arnmed, receiving only one ducat from
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the king; and in two weeks such a force had assenbled as no recruiting
of ficers would ever have been able to collect. Wen the expedition was
ended, the arny dispersed anong the fields and neadows and the fords
of the Dnieper; each man fished, wought at his trade, brewed his
beer, and was once nore a free Cossack. Their foreign contenporaries
rightly marvelled at their wonderful qualities. There was no

handi craft which the Cossack was not expert at: he could distil

brandy, build a waggon, nmake powder, and do bl acksmth's and
gunsmth's work, in addition to conmtting wld excesses, drinking and
carousing as only a Russian can--all this he was equal to. Besides the
regi stered Cossacks, who considered thensel ves bound to appear in arns
in time of war, it was possible to collect at any tinme, in case of
dire need, a whole arny of volunteers. Al that was required was for
the OGsaul or sub-chief to traverse the market-places and squares of
the villages and haml ets, and shout at the top of his voice, as he
stood in his waggon, "Hey, you distillers and beer-brewers! you have
brewed enough beer, and lolled on your stoves, and stuffed your fat
carcasses with flour, |ong enough! Rise, win glory and warlike
honours! You pl oughnen, you reapers of buckwheat, you tenders of

sheep, you danglers after wonen, enough of follow ng the plough, and
soi ling your yellow shoes in the earth, and courting wonen, and
wasting your warlike strength! The hour has cone to win glory for the
Cossacks!" These words were |ike sparks falling on dry wood. The
husbandman broke his plough; the brewers and distillers threw away
their casks and destroyed their barrels; the nmechanics and nerchants
sent their trade and their shop to the devil, broke pots and
everything else in their hones, and nounted their horses. In short,

t he Russi an character here received a profound devel opnent, and

mani fested a powerful outwards expression.

[ 3] Cossack villages. In the Setch, a | arge wooden barrack.

Taras was one of the band of ol d-fashioned | eaders; he was born for
war |l i ke enotions, and was distinguished for his uprightness of
character. At that epoch the influence of Poland had already begun to
make itself felt upon the Russian nobility. Many had adopted Polish
custons, and began to display luxury in splendid staffs of servants,
hawks, huntsnen, dinners, and palaces. This was not to Taras's taste.
He liked the sinple Iife of the Cossacks, and quarrelled with those of
his conrades who were inclined to the Warsaw party, calling themserfs
of the Polish nobles. Ever on the alert, he regarded hinself as the

| egal protector of the orthodox faith. He entered despotically into
any village where there was a general conplaint of oppression by the
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revenue farnmers and of the addition of fresh taxes on necessaries. He
and his Cossacks executed justice, and made it a rule that in three
cases it was absolutely necessary to resort to the sword. Nanely, when
t he comm ssioners did not respect the superior officers and stood

bef ore them covered; when any one made |ight of the faith and did not
observe the custons of his ancestors; and, finally, when the eneny
wer e Mussul mans or Turks, agai nst whom he considered it perm ssible,
in every case, to draw the sword for the glory of Christianity.

Now he rejoi ced beforehand at the thought of how he woul d present
himself with his two sons at the Setch, and say, "See what fine young
fellows |I have brought you!" how he would introduce themto all his
ol d conrades, steeled in warfare; how he woul d observe their first
exploits in the sciences of war and of drinking, which was al so
regarded as one of the principal warlike qualities. At first he had

I ntended to send themforth alone; but at the sight of their
freshness, stature, and manly personal beauty his martial spirit
flamed up and he resolved to go with them hinself the very next day,
al t hough there was no necessity for this except his obstinate
self-will. He began at once to hurry about and give orders; selected
horses and trappings for his sons, |ooked through the stables and

st orehouses, and chose servants to acconpany themon the norrow. He
del egated his power to Osaul Tovkatch, and gave with it a strict
command to appear with his whole force at the Setch the very instant
he shoul d receive a nessage fromhim Although he was jolly, and the
effects of his drinking bout still lingered in his brain, he forgot
not hi ng. He even gave orders that the horses should be watered, their
cribs filled, and that they should be fed with the finest corn; and
then he retired, fatigued with all his |abours.

“Now, children, we nust sleep, but to-norrow we shall do what God
wlls. Don't prepare us a bed: we need no bed; we will sleep in the
courtyard."

Ni ght had but just stole over the heavens, but Bul ba al ways went to
bed early. He lay down on a rug and covered hinself wth a sheepskin
pelisse, for the night air was quite sharp and he liked to |ie warm
when he was at hone. He was soon snoring, and the whol e househol d
speedily followed his exanple. Al snored and groaned as they lay in
different corners. The watchman went to sleep the first of all, he had
drunk so nmuch in honour of the young nasters' hone-com ng.

The nother al one did not sleep. She bent over the pillow of her
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bel oved sons, as they lay side by side; she snbothed with a conb their
carel essly tangl ed | ocks, and noistened themw th her tears. She gazed
at themw th her whole soul, with every sense; she was whol |y nerged

I n the gaze, and yet she could not gaze enough. She had fed them at
her own breast, she had tended them and brought them up; and now to
see themonly for an instant! "My sons, ny darling sons! what wll
becone of you! what fate awaits you?" she said, and tears stood in the
wri nkl es whi ch disfigured her once beautiful face. In truth, she was
to be pitied, as was every wonman of that period. She had lived only
for a nonent of love, only during the first ardour of passion, only
during the first flush of youth; and then her grimbetrayer had
deserted her for the sword, for his conrades and his carouses. She saw
her husband two or three days in a year, and then, for several years,
heard nothing of him And when she did see him when they did |ive
together, what a |life was hers! She endured insult, even blows; she
felt caresses bestowed only in pity; she was a m spl aced object in
that community of unmarried warriors, upon which wandering Zaporozhe
cast a colouring of its own. Her pleasureless youth flitted by; her
ri pe cheeks and bosom wi t hered away unki ssed and becane covered with
premature winkles. Love, feeling, everything that is tender and
passionate in a wonan, was converted in her into maternal |ove. She
hovered around her children with anxiety, passion, tears, |ike the
gull of the steppes. They were taking her sons, her darling sons, from
her--taking themfromher, so that she should never see them again!
Who knew? Perhaps a Tatar would cut off their heads in the very first
skirm sh, and she woul d never know where their deserted bodi es m ght
lie, torn by birds of prey; and yet for each single drop of their

bl ood she woul d have given all hers. Sobbing, she gazed into their
eyes, and thought, "Perhaps Bul ba, when he wakes, will put off their
departure for a day or two; perhaps it occurred to himto go so soon
because he had been drinking."

The noon fromthe summt of the heavens had long since lit up the
whol e courtyard filled with sleepers, the thick clunp of wllows, and
the tall steppe-grass, which hid the palisade surrounding the court.
She still sat at her sons' pillow, never renoving her eyes fromthem
for a nmonent, nor thinking of sleep. Already the horses, divining the
approach of dawn, had ceased eating and | ain down upon the grass; the
t opnost | eaves of the willows began to rustle softly, and little by
little the rippling rustle descended to their bases. She sat there
until daylight, unwearied, and wi shing in her heart that the night

m ght prolong itself indefinitely. Fromthe steppes cane the ringing
nei gh of the horses, and red streaks shone brightly in the sky. Bul ba
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suddenly awoke, and sprang to his feet. He renenbered quite well what
he had ordered the night before. "Now, ny nen, you've slept enough!
‘tis time, '"tis tine! Water the horses! And where is the old wonan?"
He generally called his wife so. "Be quick, old woman, get us
sonething to eat; the way is long."

The poor old wonman, deprived of her |ast hope, slipped sadly into the
hut .

Wi | st she, with tears, prepared what was needed for breakfast, Bul ba
gave his orders, went to the stable, and selected his best trappings
for his children with his own hand.

The schol ars were suddenly transfornmed. Red norocco boots wth silver
heel s took the place of their dirty old ones; trousers wide as the

Bl ack Sea, with countless folds and plaits, were kept up by gol den
girdles fromwhich hung I ong sl ender thongs, wth tassles and ot her
tinkling things, for pipes. Their jackets of scarlet cloth were girt
by fl owered sashes into which were thrust engraved Turkish pistols;
their swords clanked at their heels. Their faces, already a little
sunburnt, seened to have grown handsoner and whiter; their slight

bl ack noustaches now cast a nore distinct shadow on this pallor and
set off their healthy youthful conplexions. They | ooked very handsone
in their black sheepskin caps, with cloth-of-gold crowns.

When their poor nother saw them she could not utter a word, and tears
stood in her eyes.

“"Now, ny lads, all is ready; no delay!" said Bulba at [ast. "But we
must first all sit down together, in accordance with Christian custom
before a journey."

Al l sat down, not excepting the servants, who had been standi ng
respectfully at the door.

“"Now, nother, bless your children," said Bulba. "Pray God that they
may fight bravely, always defend their warlike honour, always defend
the faith of Christ; and, if not, that they may die, so that their
breath may not be longer in the world."

“Conme to your nother, children; a nother's prayer protects on | and and
sea."
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The not her, weak as nothers are, enbraced them drew out two small
holy pictures, and hung them sobbing, around their necks. "May God's
not her - - keep you! Children, do not forget your nother--send sone
little word of yourselves--" She could say no nore.

“Now, children, let us go," said Bul ba.

At the door stood the horses, ready saddl ed. Bul ba sprang upon his
“Devil," which bounded wildly, on feeling on his back a | oad of over
thirty stone, for Taras was extrenely stout and heavy.

When the nother saw that her sons were al so nounted, she rushed

t owards the younger, whose features expressed sonewhat nore gentl eness
t han those of his brother. She grasped his stirrup, clung to his
saddl e, and with despair in her eyes, refused to | oose her hold. Two
st out Cossacks seized her carefully, and bore her back into the hut.
But before the caval cade had passed out of the courtyard, she rushed
wth the speed of a wld goat, disproportionate to her years, to the
gate, stopped a horse with irresistible strength, and enbraced one of
her sons with mad, unconsci ous violence. Then they | ed her away again.

The young Cossacks rode on sadly, repressing their tears out of fear
of their father, who, on his side, was sonewhat noved, although he
strove not to showit. The norning was grey, the green sward bright,
the birds twittered rather discordantly. They gl anced back as they
rode. Their paternal farm seened to have sunk into the earth. Al that
was Vi si bl e above the surface were the two chimeys of their nobdest
hut and the tops of the trees up whose trunks they had been used to
climb like squirrels. Before themstill stretched the field by which
they could recall the whole story of their lives, fromthe years when
they rolled in its dewy grass down to the years when they awaited in
It the dark-browed Cossack maiden, running timdly across it on quick

young feet. There is the pole above the well, wth the waggon wheel
fastened to its top, rising solitary against the sky; already the

| evel which they have traversed appears a hill in the distance, and
now al | has di sappeared. Farewel |, childhood, ganes, all, all,
farewel | !

CHAPTER 1 |

All three horsenen rode in silence. Ad Taras's thoughts were far
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away: before him passed his youth, his years--the swft-flying years,
over which the Cossack al ways weeps, wshing that his [ife m ght be
all youth. He wondered whom of his forner conrades he should neet at
the Setch. He reckoned up how many had al ready di ed, how many were
still alive. Tears fornmed slowly in his eyes, and his grey head bent
sadl y.

H s sons were occupied with other thoughts. But we nust speak further
of his sons. They had been sent, when twelve years old, to the acadeny
at Kief, because all |eaders of that day considered it indispensable
to give their children an education, although it was afterwards
utterly forgotten. Like all who entered the acadeny, they were wld,
havi ng been brought up in unrestrained freedom and whilst there they
had acquired sonme polish, and pursued sone conmon branches of

knowl edge whi ch gave them a certain resenbl ance to each ot her.

The el der, Ostap, began his scholastic career by running away in the
course of the first year. They brought hi m back, whipped himwell, and
set himdown to his books. Four tinmes did he bury his prinmer in the
earth; and four tinmes, after giving hima sound thrashing, did they
buy hima new one. But he would no doubt have repeated this feat for
the fifth time, had not his father given hima sol enmm assurance that
he woul d keep hi mat nonastic work for twenty years, and sworn in
advance that he shoul d never behol d Zaporozhe all his life |ong,

unl ess he learned all the sciences taught in the acadeny. It was odd
that the man who said this was that very Taras Bul ba who condemed al |
| earni ng, and counselled his children, as we have seen, not to trouble
t hensel ves at all about it. Fromthat nonment, Ostap began to pore over
his tiresone books with exenplary diligence, and quickly stood on a

| evel with the best. The style of education in that age differed

wi dely fromthe manner of |ife. The schol astic, grammtical,
rhetorical, and logical subtle ties in vogue were decidedly out of
consonance with the tinmes, never having any connection wth, and never
bei ng encountered in, actual life. Those who studied them even the

| east schol astic, could not apply their know edge to anything

what ever. The | earned nen of those days were even nore incapable than
the rest, because farther renoved fromall experience. Moreover, the
republ i can constitution of the acadeny, the fearful nultitude of

young, healthy, strong fellows, inspired the students with an activity
quite outside the limts of their |earning. Poor fare, or frequent

puni shnments of fasting, with the nunerous requirenents arising in
fresh, strong, healthy youth, conbined to arouse in themthat spirit
of enterprise which was afterwards further devel oped anong the
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Zaporozhi ans. The hungry student running about the streets of Kief
forced every one to be on his guard. Dealers sitting in the bazaar
covered their pies, their cakes, and their punpkin-rolls wth their
hands, |ike eagles protecting their young, if they but caught sight of
a passing student. The consul or nonitor, who was bound by his duty to
| ook after the conrades entrusted to his care, had such frightfully

wi de pockets to his trousers that he could stow away the whol e
contents of the gaping dealer's stall in them These students
constituted an entirely separate world, for they were not admtted to
the higher circles, conposed of Polish and Russian nobles. Even the
Wai wode, Adam Kisel, in spite of the patronage he bestowed upon the
acadeny, did not seek to introduce theminto society, and ordered them
to be kept nore strictly in supervision. This command was quite
superfluous, for neither the rector nor the nonkish professors spared
rod or whip; and the lictors sonetines, by their orders, lashed their
consuls so severely that the latter rubbed their trousers for weeks
afterwards. This was to many of thema trifle, only alittle nore
stinging than good vodka with pepper: others at length grew tired of
such constant blisters, and ran away to Zaporozhe if they could find
the road and were not caught on the way. Ostap Bul ba, although he
began to study | ogic, and even theology, with nuch zeal, did not
escape the nerciless rod. Naturally, all this tended to harden his
character, and give himthat firmmess which distinguishes the
Cossacks. He always held hinself aloof fromhis conrades.

He rarely led others into such hazardous enterprises as robbing a
strange garden or orchard; but, on the other hand, he was al ways anong
the first to join the standard of an adventurous student. And never,
under any circunstances, did he betray his conrades; neither

| mpri sonnment nor beatings could make himdo so. He was unassail abl e by
any tenptations save those of war and revelry; at |east, he scarcely
ever dreamt of others. He was upright with his equals. He was

ki nd-hearted, after the only fashion that kind-heartedness could exi st
I n such a character and at such a tine. He was touched to his very
heart by his poor nother's tears; but this only vexed him and caused
himto hang his head in thought.

Hi s younger brother, Andrii, had livelier and nore fully devel oped
feelings. He learned nore willingly and without the effort with which
strong and wei ghty characters generally have to nake in order to apply
t hensel ves to study. He was nore inventive-m nded than his brother,
and frequently appeared as the | eader of dangerous expeditions;
sonetines, thanks to the quickness of his mnd, contriving to escape
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puni shnment when his brother Gstap, abandoning all efforts, stripped
of f his gaberdine and | ay down upon the floor w thout a thought of
begging for nmercy. He too thirsted for action; but, at the sane tine,
his soul was accessible to other sentinments. The need of |ove burned
ardently within him Wen he had passed his eighteenth year, wonman
began to present herself nore frequently in his dreans; listening to
phi | osophi cal discussions, he still beheld her, fresh, black-eyed,
tender; before himconstantly flitted her elastic bosom her soft,
bare arnms; the very gown which clung about her youthful yet

wel | -rounded |inbs breathed into his visions a certain inexpressible
sensuousness. He carefully concealed this inpulse of his passionate
young soul from his conrades, because in that age it was held shanef ul
and di shonourable for a Cossack to think of love and a wife before he
had tasted battle. On the whole, during the |ast year, he had acted
nore rarely as | eader to the bands of students, but had roaned nore
frequently alone, in renpote corners of Kief, anong | owroofed houses,
buried in cherry orchards, peeping alluringly at the street. Sonetines
he betook hinself to the nore aristocratic streets, in the old Kief of
t o-day, where dwelt Little Russian and Polish nobles, and where houses
were built in nore fanciful style. Once, as he was gapi ng al ong, an

ol d-fashi oned carriage belonging to sone Polish noble al nobst drove
over him and the heavily noustached coachman, who sat on the box,
gave hima smart cut with his whip. The young student fired up; wth

t hought | ess daring he seized the hind-wheel with his powerful hands
and stopped the carriage. But the coachman, fearing a drubbing, |ashed
his horses; they sprang forward, and Andrii, succeeding happily in
freeing his hands, was flung full length on the ground with his face
flat in the nmud. The nost ringi ng and harnoni ous of |aughs resounded
above him He raised his eyes and saw, standing at a wi ndow, a beauty
such as he had never beheld in all his life, black-eyed, and with skin
white as snow illum ned by the dawni ng flush of the sun. She was

| aughi ng heartily, and her |augh enhanced her dazzling |oveliness.
Taken aback he gazed at her in confusion, abstractedly w ping the nud
fromhis face, by which neans it becane still further sneared. Wo
could this beauty be? He sought to find out fromthe servants, who, in
rich liveries, stood at the gate in a crowd surroundi ng a young

gui tar-player; but they only |aughed when they saw his besneared face
and deigned himno reply. At length he | earned that she was the
daught er of the Wi wode of Koven, who had cone thither for a tine. The
followng night, with the daring characteristic of the student, he
crept through the palings into the garden and clinbed a tree which
spread its branches upon the very roof of the house. Fromthe tree he
gai ned the roof, and made his way down the chimey straight into the
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bedroom of the beauty, who at that nonent was seated before a | anp,
engaged in renoving the costly earrings fromher ears. The beauti ful
Pol e was so al armed on suddenly behol ding an unknown nman that she
could not utter a single word; but when she perceived that the student
stood before her with downcast eyes, not daring to nove a hand through
timdity, when she recognised in himthe one who had fallen in the
street, |aughter again overpowered her.

Mor eover, there was nothing terrible about Andrii's features; he was
very handsone. She | aughed heartily, and anused herself over himfor
a long tinme. The |lady was giddy, like all Poles; but her eyes--her
wondr ous cl ear, piercing eyes--shot one glance, a |ong glance. The
student could not nove hand or foot, but stood bound as in a sack,
when t he Wai wode' s daught er approached him bol dly, placed upon his
head her glittering diadem hung her earrings on his lips, and flung
over hima transparent nuslin chem sette with gol d-enbroi dered

garl ands. She adorned him and played a thousand foolish pranks, with
the childish carel essness which distinguishes the giddy Pol es, and
whi ch threw the poor student into still greater confusion.

He cut a ridiculous feature, gazing i movably, and with open nouth,

i nto her dazzling eyes. A knock at the door startled her. She ordered
himto hide hinself under the bed, and, as soon as the disturber was
gone, called her maid, a Tatar prisoner, and gave her orders to
conduct himto the garden with caution, and thence show hi mthrough
the fence. But our student this tine did not pass the fence so
successfully. The wat chman awoke, and caught himfirmy by the foot;
and the servants, assenbling, beat himin the street, until his swft
| egs rescued him After that it becane very dangerous to pass the
house, for the Waiwode's donestics were nunerous. He net her once
again at church. She saw him and smled pleasantly, as at an old
acquai ntance. He saw her once nore, by chance; but shortly afterwards
t he Wai wode departed, and, instead of the beautiful black-eyed Pol e,
sone fat face or other gazed fromthe wndow. This was what Andrii was
t hi nki ng about, as he hung his head and kept his eyes on his horse's
mane.

In the neantine the steppe had |ong since received themall into its
green enbrace; and the high grass, closing round, concealed them till
only their black Cossack caps appeared above it.

"Eh, eh, why are you so quiet, |lads?" said Bulba at |ength, waking
fromhis owm reverie. "You' re |ike nonks. Now, all thinking to the
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Evil One, once for all! Take your pipes in your teeth, and |let us
snoke, and spur on our horses so swftly that no bird can overtake
us. "

And t he Cossacks, bending |ow on their horses' necks, disappeared in
the grass. Their black caps were no |longer to be seen; a streak of
trodden grass al one showed the trace of their swift flight.

The sun had | ong since | ooked forth fromthe clear heavens and

| nundated the steppe with his quickening, warmng light. Al that was
di mand drowsy in the Cossacks' mnds flew away in a twnkling: their
hearts fluttered |Ii ke birds.

The farther they penetrated the steppe, the nore beautiful it becane.
Then all the South, all that region which now constitutes New Russi a,
even as far as the Black Sea, was a green, virgin wlderness. No

pl ough had ever passed over the imeasurable waves of wild grow h;
horses alone, hidden in it as in a forest, trod it down. Nothing in
nature could be finer. The whol e surface resenbl ed a gol den-green

ocean, upon which were sprinkled mllions of different flowers.
Through the tall, slender stens of the grass peeped |ight-Dblue,
dark-blue, and lilac star-thistles; the yellow broomthrust up its
pyram dal head; the parasol-shaped white flower of the false flax

shi mered on high. A wheat-ear, brought God knows whence, was filling

out to ripening. Anongst the roots of this |uxuriant vegetation ran
partridges with outstretched necks. The air was filled with the notes
of a thousand different birds. On high hovered the hawks, their w ngs
outspread, and their eyes fixed intently on the grass. The cries of a
flock of wild ducks, ascending fromone side, were echoed from God
knows what distant |ake. Fromthe grass arose, with neasured sweep, a
gul I, and skinmed wantonly through blue waves of air. And now she has
vani shed on hi gh, and appears only as a black dot: now she has turned
her wi ngs, and shines in the sunlight. Ch, steppes, how beautiful you
ar el

Qur travellers halted only a few mnutes for dinner. Their escort of
ten Cossacks sprang fromtheir horses and undid the wooden casks of
brandy, and the gourds which were used instead of drinking vessels.
They ate only cakes of bread and dripping; they drank but one cup
api ece to strengthen them for Taras Bul ba never permtted

| nt oxi cati on upon the road, and then continued their journey until
eveni ng.
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In the evening the whol e steppe changed its aspect. Al its varied
expanse was bathed in the last bright glow of the sun; and as it grew
dark gradually, it could be seen how the shadow flitted across it and
It becane dark green. The m st rose nore densely; each flower, each

bl ade of grass, emtted a fragrance as of anbergris, and the whole
steppe distilled perfune. Broad bands of rosy gold were streaked
across the dark blue heaven, as with a gigantic brush; here and there

gleaned, in white tufts, |light and transparent clouds: and the
freshest, nost enchanting of gentle breezes barely stirred the tops of
t he grass-bl ades, |ike sea-waves, and caressed the cheek. The nusic

whi ch had resounded through the day had di ed away, and given place to
another. The striped marnots crept out of their holes, stood erect on
their hind legs, and filled the steppe with their whistle. The whirr
of the grasshoppers had becone nore distinctly audible. Sonetines the
cry of the swan was heard from sone distant |ake, ringing through the
air like a silver trunpet. The travellers, halting in the mdst of the
pl ain, selected a spot for their night encanpnent, nmade a fire, and
hung over it the kettle in which they cooked their oatneal; the steam
rising and floating aslant in the air. Having supped, the Cossacks | ay
down to sleep, after hobbling their horses and turning themout to
graze. They lay down in their gaberdines. The stars of night gazed
directly down upon them They could hear the countl ess nyriads of

I nsects which filled the grass; their rasping, whistling, and
chirping, softened by the fresh air, resounded clearly through the
night, and lulled the drowsy ear. |If one of themrose and stood for a
tinme, the steppe presented itself to himstrewn with the sparks of
glowwornms. At tinmes the night sky was illumned in spots by the glare
of burning reeds al ong pools or river-bank; and dark flights of swans
flying to the north were suddenly it up by the silvery, rose-col oured
gleam till it seenmed as though red kerchiefs were floating in the
dark heavens.

The travell ers proceeded onward w t hout any adventure. They cane
across no villages. It was ever the sane boundl ess, waving, beautiful
steppe. Only at intervals the summts of distant forests shone bl ue,
on one hand, stretching along the banks of the Dnieper. Once only did
Taras point out to his sons a snmall black speck far away anongst the
grass, saying, "Look, children! yonder gallops a Tatar." The little
head with its | ong noustaches fixed its narrow eyes upon themfrom
afar, its nostrils snuffing the air like a greyhound's, and then

di sappeared li ke an antel ope on its owner perceiving that the Cossacks
were thirteen strong. "And now, children, don't try to overtake the
Tatar! You woul d never catch himto all eternity; he has a horse
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swfter than nmy Devil." But Bul ba took precautions, fearing hidden
anbushes. They gal |l oped along the course of a small stream called the
Tatarka, which falls into the Dnieper; rode into the water and swam
with their horses sone distance in order to conceal their trail. Then,
scranbling out on the bank, they continued their road.

Three days |l ater they were not far fromthe goal of their journey. The
air suddenly grew colder: they could feel the vicinity of the Dnieper.
And there it gleaned afar, distinguishable on the horizon as a dark
band. It sent forth cold waves, spreading nearer, nearer, and finally
seem ng to enbrace half the entire surface of the earth. This was that
section of its course where the river, hitherto confined by the
rapids, finally makes its own away and, roaring |like the sea, rushes
on at will; where the islands, flung into its mdst, have pressed it
farther fromtheir shores, and its waves have spread w dely over the
earth, encountering neither cliffs nor hills. The Cossacks, alighting
fromtheir horses, entered the ferry-boat, and after a three hours'
sail reached the shores of the island of Khortitz, where at that tine
stood the Setch, which so often changed its situation.

A throng of people hastened to the shore with boats. The Cossacks
arranged the horses' trappings. Taras assuned a stately air, pulled
his belt tighter, and proudly stroked his noustache. H's sons al so

| nspected thenselves fromhead to foot, with sonme apprehensi on and an
undefined feeling of satisfaction; and all set out together for the
suburb, which was half a verst fromthe Setch. On their arrival, they
wer e deafened by the clang of fifty blacksmths' hamers beating upon
twenty-five anvils sunk in the earth. Stout tanners seated beneath
awni ngs were scraping ox-hides with their strong hands; shop-keepers
sat in their booths, with piles of flints, steels, and powder before
them Arnenians spread out their rich handkerchiefs; Tatars turned

t heir kabobs upon spits; a Jew, with his head thrust forward, was
filtering sone corn-brandy froma cask. But the first man they
encountered was a Zaporozhetz[1l] who was sleeping in the very mddle
of the road with |legs and arns outstretched. Taras Bul ba coul d not
refrain fromhalting to admre him "How splendidly devel oped he is;
phew, what a magnificent figure!" he said, stopping his horse. It was,
in fact, a striking picture. This Zaporozhetz had stretched hinself
out in the road like a lion; his scal p-lock, thrown proudly behind
hi m extended over upwards of a foot of ground; his trousers of rich
red cloth were spotted with tar, to show his utter disdain for them
Having admred to his heart's content, Bul ba passed on through the
narrow street, crowded with nechanics exercising their trades, and
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with people of all nationalities who thronged this suburb of the
Setch, resenbling a fair, and fed and clothed the Setch itself, which
knew only how to revel and burn powder.

[1] Sonetinmes witten Zaporovian.

At length they left the suburb behind them and perceived sone
scattered kurens[ 2], covered with turf, or in Tatar fashion with felt.
Sonme were furnished with cannon. Nowhere were any fences visible, or
any of those | owroofed houses with verandahs supported upon | ow
wooden pillars, such as were seen in the suburb. Alowwall and a
ditch, totally unguarded, betokened a terrible degree of recklessness.
Sone sturdy Zaporozhtzi lying, pipe in nouth, in the very road,

gl anced indifferently at them but never noved fromtheir places.
Taras threaded his way carefully anong them wth his sons, saying,
"(Good-day, gentles."--"Good-day to you," answered the Zaporozhtzi.
Scattered over the plain were picturesque groups. Fromtheir
weat her beaten faces, it was plain that all were steeled in battle, and
had faced every sort of bad weather. And there it was, the Setch!
There was the lair fromwhence all those nen, proud and strong as

| ions, issued forth! There was the spot whence poured forth |liberty
and Cossacks all over the Ukraine.

[ 2] Enornmous wooden sheds, each inhabited by a troop or kuren.

The travellers entered the great square where the council generally
met. On a huge overturned cask sat a Zaporozhetz without his shirt; he
was holding it in his hands, and slowly sewing up the holes in it.
Again their way was stopped by a whole crowd of nusicians, in the

m dst of whom a young Zaporozhetz was dancing, wth head thrown back
and arns outstretched. He kept shouting, "Play faster, nusicians!
Begrudge not, Thoma, brandy to these orthodox Christians!"™ And Thonsa,
with his blackened eye, went on neasuring out without stint, to every
one who presented hinself, a huge jugful.

About the yout hful Zaporozhetz four old nen, noving their feet quite
briskly, leaped like a whirlwind to one side, alnost upon the
musi ci ans' heads, and, suddenly, retreating, squatted down and drummed
the hard earth vigorously with their silver heels. The earth humred
dully all about, and afar the air resounded with national dance tunes
beaten by the clanging heels of their boots.

But one shouted nore loudly than all the rest, and flew after the
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others in the dance. Hi's scal p-lock streaned in the wind, his nuscul ar
chest was bare, his warm w nter fur jacket was hangi ng by the
sl eeves, and the perspiration poured fromhimas froma pig. "Take off

your jacket!" said Taras at length: "see how he steans!"--"I can't,”
shout ed the Cossack. "Wy?"--"1 can't: | have such a disposition that
what ever | take off, | drink up." And indeed, the young fellow had not

had a cap for a long tine, nor a belt to his caftan, nor an
enbr oi dered neckerchief: all had gone the proper road. The throng

I ncreased; nore folk joined the dancer: and it was inpossible to
observe wi thout enotion how all yielded to the inpul se of the dance,
the freest, the wildest, the world has ever seen, still called from
its mghty originators, the Kosachka.

“"Oh, if | had no horse to hold," exclained Taras, "I would join the
dance nysel f."

Meanwhi | e there began to appear anong the throng nen who were
respected for their prowess throughout all the Setch--old greyheads
who had been | eaders nore than once. Taras soon found a nunber of
famliar faces. Ostap and Andrii heard nothing but greetings. "Ah, it
I's you, Petcheritza! Good day, Kozol up!"--"Wence has God brought you,
Taras?"--"How did you cone here, Doloto? Health to you, Kirdyaga! Hai
to you, GQustui! Did | ever think of seeing you, Renen?" And these
heroes, gathered fromall the roving popul ati on of Eastern Russi a,

ki ssed each ot her and began to ask questions. "But what has becone of
Kasyan? Where i s Borodavka? and Kol oper? and Pi dsuitok?' And in reply,
Taras Bul ba | earned that Borodavka had been hung at Tol opan, that

Kol oper had been flayed alive at Kizikirnmen, that Pidsuitok's head had
been salted and sent in a cask to Constantinople. Ad Bul ba hung his
head and said thoughtfully, "They were good Cossacks."

CHAPTER 11|

Taras Bul ba and his sons had been in the Setch about a week. Ostap and
Andrii occupied thenselves but little with the science of war. The
Setch was not fond of wasting tine in warlike exercises. The young
generation | earned these by experience alone, in the very heat of
battles, which were therefore incessant. The Cossacks thought it a

nui sance to fill up the intervals of this instruction with any kind of
drill, except perhaps shooting at a mark, and on rare occasions wth
horse-raci ng and w | d-beast hunts on the steppes and in the forests.
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All the rest of the tine was devoted to revelry--a sign of the w de
di ffusion of noral liberty. The whole of the Setch presented an
unusual scene: it was one unbroken revel; a ball noisily begun, which
had no end. Sone busied thenselves wth handicrafts; others kept
little shops and traded; but the majority caroused fromnorning till
night, if the wherewithal jingled in their pockets, and if the booty
t hey had captured had not already passed into the hands of the
shopkeepers and spirit-sellers. This universal revelry had sonethi ng
fascinating about it. It was not an assenbl age of topers, who drank to
drown sorrow, but sinply a wld revelry of joy. Every one who cane
thither forgot everything, abandoned everything which had hitherto
Interested him He, so to speak, spat upon his past and gave hinself
reckl essly up to freedom and the good-fell owship of nen of the sane
stanp as hinself--idlers having neither relatives nor hone nor famly,
nothing, in short, save the free sky and the eternal revel of their
souls. This gave rise to that wld gaiety which could not have sprung
fromany other source. The tales and talk current anong the assenbl ed
crowd, reposing lazily on the ground, were often so droll, and

breat hed such power of vivid narration, that it required all the
nonchal ance of a Zaporozhetz to retain his i mobvabl e expression,

W t hout even a twitch of the noustache--a feature which to this day
di sti ngui shes the Southern Russian fromhis northern brethren. It was
drunken, noisy mrth; but there was no dark al e-house where a man
drowns thought in stupefying intoxication: it was a dense throng of
school boys.

The only difference as regarded the students was that, instead of
sitting under the pointer and listening to the worn-out doctrines of a
teacher, they practised racing with five thousand horses; instead of
the field where they had played ball, they had the boundl ess

borderl ands, where at the sight of themthe Tatar showed his keen face
and the Turk frowned grimy fromunder his green turban. The
difference was that, instead of being forced to the conpani onship of
school, they thensel ves had deserted their fathers and nothers and
fled fromtheir hones; that here were those about whose neck a rope
had al ready been wound, and who, instead of pale death, had seen life,
and life in all its intensity; those who, from generous habits, could
never keep a coin in their pockets; those who had thitherto regarded a
ducat as wealth, and whose pockets, thanks to the Jew revenue-farners,
coul d have been turned wong side out w thout any danger of anything
falling fromthem Here were students who could not endure the
academ c rod, and had not carried away a single letter fromthe
school s; but with them were al so sone who knew about Horace, C cero,
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and the Roman Republic. There were many | eaders who afterwards

di sti ngui shed thenselves in the king's armes; and there were nunerous
cl ever partisans who cheri shed a magnani nous conviction that it was of
no consequence where they fought, so long as they did fight, since it
was a disgrace to an honourable man to live without fighting. There
were many who had cone to the Setch for the sake of being able to say
afterwards that they had been there and were therefore hardened
warriors. But who was not there? This strange republic was a necessary
outgrow h of the epoch. Lovers of a warlike Iife, of golden beakers
and rich brocades, of ducats and gold pieces, could always find

enpl oynent there. The | overs of wonen alone could find naught, for no
woman dared show herself even in the suburbs of the Setch.

It seened exceedingly strange to Ostap and Andrii that, although a
crowd of people had cone to the Setch with them not a soul inquired,
“Whence cone these nen? who are they? and what are their nanes?" They
had conme thither as though returning to a hone whence they had
departed only an hour before. The new coner nerely presented hinself
to the Koschevoi, or head chief of the Setch, who generally said,

“"Wel cone! Do you believe in Christ?"--"1 do," replied the new coner.
“"And do you believe in the Holy Trinity?"--"1 do."--"And do you go to
church?"--"1 do." "Now cross yourself." The new coner crossed hinself.
“Very good," replied the Koschevoi; "enter the kuren where you have
nost acquai ntances." This concluded the cerenony. And all the Setch
prayed in one church, and were willing to defend it to their last drop
of bl ood, although they would not hearken to aught about fasting or
absti nence. Jews, Arnenians, and Tatars, inspired by strong avarice,
took the liberty of living and trading in the suburbs; for the
Zaporozhtzi never cared for bargai ning, and paid whatever noney their
hand chanced to grasp in their pocket. Moreover, the |ot of these
gain-loving traders was pitiable in the extrene. They resenbl ed peopl e
settled at the foot of Vesuvius; for when the Zaporozhtzi | acked
noney, these bold adventurers broke down their booths and took
everything gratis. The Setch consisted of over sixty kurens, each of
which greatly resenbled a separate i ndependent republic, but still
nore a school or semnary of children, always ready for anything. No
one had any occupation; no one retained anything for hinself;
everything was in the hands of the hetman of the kuren, who, on that
account, generally bore the title of "father." In his hands were
deposited the noney, clothes, all the provisions, oatneal, grain, even
the firewood. They gave himnoney to take care of. Quarrels anongst
the inhabitants of the kuren were not unfrequent; and in such cases

t hey proceeded at once to blows. The inhabitants of the kuren swarned
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into the square, and snote each other with their fists, until one side
had finally gained the upper hand, when the revelry began. Such was
the Setch, which had such an attraction for young nen.

Gstap and Andrii flung thenselves into this sea of dissipation with
all the ardour of youth, forgot in a trice their father's house, the
sem nary, and all which had hitherto exercised their m nds, and gave

t hensel ves wholly up to their new life. Everything interested
them-the jovial habits of the Setch, and its chaotic norals and | aws,
whi ch even seened to themtoo strict for such a free republic. If a
Cossack stole the smallest trifle, it was considered a disgrace to the
whol e Cossack comunity. He was bound to the pillar of shane, and a
club was laid beside him wth which each passer-by was bound to deal
hima blow until in this manner he was beaten to death. He who did not
pay his debts was chained to a cannon, until sonme one of his conrades
shoul d decide to ransom hi m by paying his debts for him But what nade
t he deepest inpression on Andrii was the terrible punishnent decreed
for murder. A hole was dug in his presence, the nurderer was | owered
alive into it, and over himwas placed a coffin containing the body of
the man he had killed, after which the earth was thrown upon bot h.
Long afterwards the fearful cerenony of this horrible execution
haunted his m nd, and the nman who had been buried alive appeared to
himwith his terrible coffin.

Both the young Cossacks soon took a good standing anong their fell ows.
They often sallied out upon the steppe with conrades fromtheir kuren,
and sonetines too wth the whole kuren or wth nei ghbouring kurens, to
shoot the innunerable steppe-birds of every sort, deer, and goats. O
t hey went out upon the | akes, the river, and its tributaries allotted
to each kuren, to throw their nets and draw out rich prey for the

enj oynent of the whole kuren. Al though unversed in any trade exercised
by a Cossack, they were soon remarked anong the other youths for their
obsti nate bravery and daring in everything. Skilfully and accurately
they fired at the mark, and swam the Dni eper against the current--a
deed for which the novice was triunphantly received into the circle of
Cossacks.

But old Taras was planning a different sphere of activity for them
Such an idle life was not to his mnd; he wanted active enpl oynent. He
refl ected incessantly howto stir up the Setch to sone bol d
enterprise, wherein a man could revel as becane a warrior. At length
he went one day to the Koschevoi, and said plainly:--
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“Well, Koschevoi, it is tinme for the Zaporozhtzi to set out."

“"There is nowhere for themto go," replied the Koschevoi, renoving his
short pipe fromhis nouth and spitting to one side.

“What do you nean by nowhere? W can go to Turkey or Tatary."

"I npossible to go either to Turkey or Tatary," replied the Koschevoi,
putting his pipe coolly into his nouth again.

“Why | npossi bl e?"
"It is so; we have prom sed the Sultan peace."

“"But he is a Mussul man; and God and the Holy Scriptures command us to
sl ay Mussul nans. "

“We have no right. If we had not sworn by our faith, it mght be done;
but now it is inpossible.”

"How is it inpossible? How can you say that we have no right? Here are
nmy two sons, both young nen. Neither has been to war; and you say that
we have no right, and that there is no need for the Zaporozhtzi to set
out on an expedition.”

“"Well, it is not fitting."

“"Then it nust be fitting that Cossack strength should be wasted in
vain, that a man shoul d di sappear |ike a dog w thout having done a
singl e good deed, that he should be of no use to his country or to
Christianity! Wiy, then, do we |live? Wiat the deuce do we live for?
just tell nme that. You are a sensible man, you were not chosen as
Koschevoi w thout reason: so just tell ne what we live for?"

The Koschevoi made no reply to this question. He was an obstinate
Cossack. He was silent for a while, and then said, "Anyway, there wl|
not be war."

“"There will not be war?" Taras asked agai n.

n m. n

“"Then it is no use thinking about it?"
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"It is not to be thought of."

"Wait, you devil's linb!" said Taras to hinself; "you shall learn to
know ne!" and he at once resolved to have his revenge on the
Koschevoi .

Havi ng made an agreenent with several others, he gave them /i quor; and
t he drunken Cossacks staggered into the square, where on a post hung
the kettl edruns which were generally beaten to assenble the people.

Not finding the sticks, which were kept by the drumrer, they seized a
pi ece of wood and began to beat. The first to respond to the drum beat
was the drummer, a tall man with but one eye, but a frightfully sl eepy
one for all that.

"Who dares to beat the drunP" he shout ed.

“Hol d your tongue! take your sticks, and beat when you are ordered!"”
replied the drunken nen.

The drummer at once took from his pocket the sticks which he had
brought with him well know ng the result of such proceedi ngs. The
drumrattled, and soon bl ack swarns of Cossacks began to collect |ike
bees in the square. Al fornmed in a ring; and at length, after the
third sumons, the chiefs began to arrive--the Koschevoi wth staff in
hand, the synbol of his office; the judge with the arny-seal; the
secretary with his ink-bottle; and the osaul with his staff. The
Koschevoi and the chiefs took off their caps and bowed on all sides to
t he Cossacks, who stood proudly with their arnms aki nbo.

"What neans this assenbl age? what do you wi sh, gentles?" said the
Koschevoi . Shouts and exclamations interrupted his speech.

"Resign your staff! resign your staff this nonent, you son of Satan!
we will have you no longer!" shouted sone of the Cossacks in the
crowd. Sone of the sober ones appeared to wish to oppose this, but
bot h sober and drunken fell to blows. The shouting and uproar becane
uni ver sal .

The Koschevoi attenpted to speak; but knowi ng that the self-wlled
multitude, if enraged, m ght beat himto death, as al nost al ways
happened i n such cases, he bowed very low, laid down his staff, and
hid hinmself in the crowd.
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“"Do you command us, gentles, to resign our insignia of office?" said
the judge, the secretary, and the osaul, as they prepared to give up
t he i nk-horn, arny-seal, and staff, upon the spot.

“No, you are to remain!" was shouted fromthe crowd. "W only wanted
to drive out the Koschevoi because he is a woman, and we want a nan
for Koschevoi."

"Whom do you now el ect as Koschevoi ?" asked the chiefs.

"We choose Kukubenko," shouted sone.

"W won't have Kukubenko!" screaned another party: "he is too young;
the mlk has not dried off his lips yet."

"Let Schilo be hetman!" shouted sone: "nmake Schil o our Koschevoi!"
“"Away W th your Schilo!" yelled the crowd; "what kind of a Cossack is
he who is as thievish as a Tatar? To the devil in a sack with your
drunken Schilo!"

"Borodaty! |et us nmake Borodaty our Koschevoi!"

"W won't have Borodaty! To the evil one's nother with Borodaty!"

"“Shout Kirdyanga!" whi spered Taras Bul ba to several.

"Ki rdyanga, Kirdyanga!" shouted the crowd. "Borodaty, Borodaty!
Ki rdyanga, Kirdyanga! Schilo! Away with Schil o! Kirdyanga!"

Al l the candi dates, on hearing their nanes nentioned, quitted the
crowd, in order not to give any one a chance of supposing that they
were personally assisting in their election.

"Ki rdyanga, Kirdyanga!" echoed nore strongly than the rest.

“Borodaty!"

They proceeded to decide the matter by a show of hands, and Kirdyanga
won.

"Fetch Kirdyanga!" they shouted. Half a score of Cossacks immedi ately

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt (40 of 267) [8/27/2008 2:16:45 PM]



http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt

| eft the crowd--sone of themhardly able to keep their feet, to such
an extent had they drunk--and went directly to Kirdyanga to informhim
of his election.

Ki rdyanga, a very old but w se Cossack, had been sitting for sone tine
in his kuren, as if he knew not hing of what was goi ng on.

"What is it, gentles? Wiat do you w sh?" he inquired.
"Conme, they have chosen you for Koschevoi."

"Have nercy, gentles!" said Kirdyanga. "How can | be worthy of such
honour? Why should | be nade Koschevoi ? | have not sufficient capacity
to fill such a post. Could no better person be found in all the arny?"

“Conme, | say!" shouted the Zaporozhtzi. Two of them seized himby the
arnms; and in spite of his planting his feet firmy they finally
dragged himto the square, acconpanying his progress with shouts,

bl ows frombehind with their fists, kicks, and exhortations. "Don't
hol d back, you son of Satan! Accept the honour, you dog, when it is
given!" In this manner Kirdyanga was conducted into the ring of
Cossacks.

"How now, gentles?" announced those who had brought him "are you
agreed that this Cossack shall be your Koschevoi ?"

“"We are all agreed!" shouted the throng, and the whole plain trenbled
for along tine afterwards fromthe shout.

One of the chiefs took the staff and brought it to the newy el ected
Koschevoi . Kirdyanga, in accordance with custom immediately refused
it. The chief offered it a second tine; Kirdyanga again refused it,
and then, at the third offer, accepted the staff. A cry of approbation
rang out fromthe crowd, and again the whole plain resounded afar with
t he Cossacks' shout. Then there stepped out from anong the people the
four oldest of themall, white-bearded, white-haired Cossacks; though
there were no very old nen in the Setch, for none of the Zaporozht zi
ever died in their beds. Taking each a handful of earth, which recent
rain had converted into nud, they laid it on Kirdyanga's head. The wet
earth trickled down fromhis head on to his noustache and cheeks and
sneared his whole face. But Kirdyanga stood i movable in his place,
and t hanked the Cossacks for the honour shown him
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Thus ended the noi sy election, concerning which we cannot say whet her
It was as pleasing to the others as it was to Bul ba; by neans of it he
had revenged hinself on the forner Koschevoi. Mreover, Kirdyanga was
an old conrade, and had been with himon the sane expeditions by sea
and | and, sharing the toils and hardshi ps of war. The crowd

| mredi ately di spersed to celebrate the el ection, and such revelry
ensued as Ostap and Andrii had not yet beheld. The taverns were
attacked and nead, corn-brandy, and beer seized wthout paynent, the
owners being only too glad to escape with whol e skins thensel ves. The
whol e ni ght passed am d shouts, songs, and rejoicings; and the rising
noon gazed |long at troops of nusicians traversing the streets wth
guitars, flutes, tanbourines, and the church choir, who were kept in
the Setch to sing in church and glorify the deeds of the Zaporozhtzi.
At | ength drunkenness and fatigue began to overpower even these strong
heads, and here and there a Cossack could be seen to fall to the
ground, enbracing a conrade in fraternal fashion; whilst maudlin, and
even weeping, the latter rolled upon the earth with him Here a whole
group would lie down in a heap; there a man woul d choose the nost
confortable position and stretch hinself out on a |og of wood. The

| ast, and strongest, still uttered sone incoherent speeches; finally
even they, yielding to the power of intoxication, flung thensel ves
down and all the Setch slept.

CHAPTER | V

But next day Taras Bul ba had a conference with the new Koschevoi as to
the nmethod of exciting the Cossacks to sone enterprise. The Koschevoi,
a shrewd and sensi bl e Cossack, who knew t he Zaporozhtzi thoroughly,
said at first, "Qaths cannot be violated by any neans"; but after a
pause added, "No matter, it can be done. W wll not violate them but
| et us devise sonething. Let the people assenble, not at ny sunmons,
but of their own accord. You know how to manage that; and | w ||
hasten to the square with the chiefs, as though we know not hi ng about
it."

Not an hour had el apsed after their conversation, when the druns again
t hundered. The drunken and sensel ess Cossacks assenbled. A nyriad
Cossack caps were sprinkled over the square. A nmurnur arose, "Wy?
What ? Why was the assenbly beaten?" No one answered. At |length, in one
gquarter and another, it began to be runoured about, "Behold, the
Cossack strength is being vainly wasted: there is no war! Behold, our
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| eaders have becone as nmarnots, every one; their eyes swmin fat!
Plainly, there is no justice in the world!" The other Cossacks

| istened at first, and then began thenselves to say, "In truth, there
IS no justice in the world!" Their | eaders seened surprised at these
utterances. Finally the Koschevoi stepped forward: "Permt ne,
Cossacks, to address you."

|lm SO! n

“"Touching the matter in question, gentles, none know better than
your sel ves that nmany Zaporozhtzi have run in debt to the Jew al e-house
keepers and to their brethren, so that now they have not an atom of
credit. Again, touching the matter in question, there are nmany young
fell owns who have no idea of what war is |ike, although you know,
gentles, that wthout war a young man cannot exist. How nake a
Zaporozhetz out of himif he has never killed a Miussul man?"

"He speaks well," thought Bul ba.

“Thi nk not, however, gentles, that | speak thus in order to break the
truce; God forbid! I nerely nention it. Besides, it is a shane to see
what sort of church we have for our God. Not only has the church
remai ned without exterior decoration during all the years which by
God's nercy the Setch has stood, but up to this day even the holy

pi ctures have no adornnents. No one has even thought of making them a
silver frame; they have only received what sone Cossacks have | eft
themin their wills; and these gifts were poor, since they had drunk
up nearly all they had during their lifetime. | am nmaking you this
speech, therefore, not in order to stir up a war agai nst the

Mussul mans; we have prom sed the Sultan peace, and it would be a great
sinin us to break this promse, for we swore it on our |aw"

"What is he mxing things up like that for?" said Bulba to hinself.
"So you see, gentles, that war cannot be begun; honour does not permt
It. But according to ny poor opinion, we mght, I think, send out a
few young nen in boats and |l et them plunder the coasts of Anatolia a
little. What do you think, gentles?"

“"Lead us, lead us all!" shouted the crowd on all sides. "W are ready
to lay down our lives for our faith."

The Koschevoi was al arned. He by no neans wished to stir up all
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Zaporozhe; a breach of the truce appeared to himon this occasion
unsuitable. "Permt nme, gentles, to address you further."

“Enough! " yell ed the Cossacks; "you can say nothing better."

“I'f it nmust be so, then let it be so. | amthe slave of your wll. W
know, and from Scripture too, that the voice of the people is the
voice of God. It is inpossible to devise anything better than the
whol e nation has devised. But here lies the difficulty; you know,
gentles, that the Sultan will not permt that which delights our young
men to go unpuni shed. W should be prepared at such a tine, and our
forces should be fresh, and then we should fear no one. But during
their absence the Tatars nay assenble fresh forces; the dogs do not
show t hensel ves in sight and dare not cone while the naster is at
honme, but they can bite his heels frombehind, and bite painfully too.
And if | nust tell you the truth, we have not boats enough, nor powder
ready in sufficient quantity, for all to go. But | amready, if you

pl ease; | amthe slave of your wll."

The cunning hetman was silent. The various groups began to discuss the
matter, and the hetmans of the kurens to take counsel together; few
were drunk fortunately, so they decided to |listen to reason.

A nunber of nen set out at once for the opposite shore of the Dnieper,
to the treasury of the arny, where in strictest secrecy, under water
and anong the reeds, lay concealed the arny chest and a portion of the
arns captured fromthe eneny. O hers hastened to inspect the boats and
prepare themfor service. In a twnkling the whole shore was thronged
with nmen. Carpenters appeared with axes in their hands. A d,
weat her beat en, broad-shoul dered, strong-|egged Zaporozhtzi, wth bl ack
or silvered noustaches, rolled up their trousers, waded up to their
knees in water, and dragged the boats on to the shore with stout

ropes; others brought seasoned tinber and all sorts of wood. The boats
were freshly planked, turned bottom upwards, caul ked and tarred, and

t hen bound together side by side after Cossack fashion, wth |ong
strands of reeds, so that the swell of the waves m ght not sink them
Far along the shore they built fires and heated tar in copper

caul drons to snear the boats. The old and the experienced instructed

t he young. The bl ows and shouts of the workers rose all over the

nei ghbour hood; the bank shook and noved about.

About this tine a large ferry-boat began to near the shore. The nass
of people standing in it began to wave their hands from a di stance.

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt (44 of 267) [8/27/2008 2:16:45 PM]



http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt

They were Cossacks in torn, ragged gaberdi nes. Their disordered
garnments, for many had on nothing but their shirts, with a short pipe
in their nouths, showed that they had either escaped from sone

di saster or had caroused to such an extent that they had drunk up all
they had on their bodies. A short, broad-shoul dered Cossack of about
fifty stepped out fromthe mdst of themand stood in front. He
shouted and waved his hand nore vigorously than any of the others; but
his words could not be heard for the cries and hammering of the

wor kmen.

"Whence cone you!" asked the Koschevoi, as the boat touched the shore.
Al the workers paused in their |abours, and, raising their axes and
chisels, | ooked on expectantly.

"Froma msfortune!" shouted the short Cossack.

" From what ?"

“"Permt me, noble Zaporozhtzi, to address you."

" Speak!"

"O would you prefer to assenble a council?"

"Speak, we are all here."

The people all pressed together in one nass.

"Have you then heard nothing of what has been going on in the hetman's
dom ni ons?"

"What is it?" inquired one of the kuren hetmans.

"Eh! what! Evidently the Tatars have plastered up your ears so that
you m ght hear nothing."

“Tell us then; what has been going on there?"

"That is going on the |ike of which no man born or christened ever yet
has seen."

“Tell us what it is, you son of a dog!" shouted one of the crowd,
apparently | osing patience.
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"Thi ngs have cone to such a pass that our holy churches are no | onger
ours."

"How not ours?"

"They are pledged to the Jews. If the Jewis not first paid, there can
be no nmass.”

“What are you sayi ng?"

“"And if the dog of a Jew does not nmake a sign with his uncl ean hand
over the holy Easter-bread, it cannot be consecrated.”

"He lies, brother gentles. It cannot be that an unclean Jew puts his
mar k upon the holy Easter-bread."”

“"Listen! | have not yet told all. Catholic priests are going about all
over the Ukraine in carts. The harmlies not in the carts, but in the
fact that not horses, but orthodox Christians[1l], are harnessed to
them Listen! | have not yet told all. They say that the Jewesses are
maki ng t hensel ves petticoats out of our popes' vestnents. Such are the
deeds that are taking place in the Ukraine, gentles! And you sit here
revelling in Zaporozhe; and evidently the Tatars have so scared you

t hat you have no eyes, no ears, no anything, and know nothing that is
going on in the world."

[1] That is of the G eek Church. The Pol es were Catholics.

"Stop, stop!" broke in the Koschevoi, who up to that nonent had stood
with his eyes fixed upon the earth |ike all Zaporozhtzi, who, on

| nportant occasions, never yielded to their first inpulse, but kept

sil ence, and neanwhil e concentrated inwardly all the power of their

I ndi gnation. "Stop! | also have a word to say. But what were you
about ? When your father the devil was raging thus, what were you doi ng
your sel ves? Had you no swords? How canme you to permt such

| awl essness?"

“"Eh! how did we cone to permt such | awl essness? You woul d have tried
when there were fifty thousand of the Lyakhs[2] alone; yes, and it is
a shanme not to be conceal ed, when there are al so dogs anong us who
have al ready accepted their faith."
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[ 2] Lyakhs, an opprobrious nane for the Pol es.

"But your hetman and your |eaders, what have they done?"

"God preserve any one from such deeds as our | eaders perforned!"
"How so?"

“Qur hetman, roasted in a brazen ox, nowlies in Warsaw, and the heads
and hands of our |eaders are being carried to all the fairs as a
spectacle for the people. That is what our |eaders did."

The whol e throng becane wildly excited. At first silence reigned all
al ong the shore, like that which precedes a tenpest; and then suddenly
voi ces were raised and all the shore spoke:--

“"What! The Jews hold the Christian churches in pledge! Roman Catholic
priests have harnessed and beaten orthodox Christians! Wat! such
torture has been permtted on Russian soil by the cursed unbelievers!
And t hey have done such things to the | eaders and the het man? Nay,
this shall not be, it shall not be." Such words cane from al

gquarters. The Zaporozhtzi were noved, and knew their power. It was not
the excitenent of a giddy-m nded folk. Al who were thus agitated were
strong, firmcharacters, not easily aroused, but, once aroused,
preserving their inward heat |ong and obstinately. "Hang all the
Jews!" rang through the crowd. "They shall not nmake petticoats for
their Jewesses out of popes' vestnents! They shall not place their
signs upon the holy wafers! Drown all the heathens in the Dnieper!"”
These words uttered by sone one in the throng flashed |ike |ightning

t hrough all mnds, and the crowd flung thensel ves upon the suburb with
the intention of cutting the throats of all the Jews.

The poor sons of Israel, losing all presence of m nd, and not being in
any case courageous, hid thenselves in enpty brandy-casks, in ovens,
and even crawl ed under the skirts of their Jewesses; but the Cossacks
found t hem wherever they were.

"G aci ous nobles!" shrieked one Jew, tall and thin as a sti ck,
thrusting his sorry visage, distorted with terror, fromanong a group
of his conrades, "gracious nobles! suffer us to say a word, only one
word. We will reveal to you what you never yet have heard, a thing
nore inportant than | can say--very inportant!”
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“"Well, say it," said Bulba, who always |liked to hear what an accused
man had to say.

"G acious nobles," exclained the Jew, "such nobles were never seen, by
heavens, never! Such good, kind, and brave nen there never were in the
worl d before!"™ H's voice died away and quivered with fear. "How was it
possi bl e that we should think any evil of the Zaporozhtzi? Those nen
are not of us at all, those who have taken pledges in the Ukraine. By
heavens, they are not of us! They are not Jews at all. The evil one

al one knows what they are; they are only fit to be spit upon and cast
asi de. Behold, ny brethren, say the sane! Is it not true, Schloma? is
It not true, Schrul ?"

"By heavens, it is true!" replied Schl oma and Schnul, from anong the
crowd, both pale as clay, in their ragged caps.

"We never yet," continued the tall Jew, "have had any secret

I ntercourse with your enemes, and we will have nothing to do with
Catholics; may the evil one fly away with theml W are |like own
brothers to the Zaporozhtzi."

"What! the Zaporozhtzi are brothers to you!" exclained sone one in the
cromd. "Don't wait! the cursed Jews! Into the Dnieper wth them
gentles! Drown all the unbelievers!™

These words were the signal. They seized the Jews by the arns and
began to hurl theminto the waves. Pitiful cries resounded on all
sides; but the stern Zaporozhtzi only | aughed when they saw the Jew sh
| egs, cased in shoes and stockings, struggling in the air. The poor
orator who had call ed down destruction upon hinself junped out of the
caftan, by which they had seized him and in his scant parti-col oured
under wai stcoat clasped Bulba's |legs, and cried, in piteous tones,
"Great |lord! gracious noble! | knew your brother, the | ate Doroscha.
He was a warrior who was an ornanent to all knighthood. | gave him

ei ght hundred sequi ns when he was obliged to ransom hinself fromthe
Turks. "

"You knew ny brother?" asked Tar as.
"By heavens, | knew him He was a magnificent nobl eman."

“And what is your nane?"
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"Yankel . "

"Good," said Taras; and after reflecting, he turned to the Cossacks
and spoke as follows: "There will always be plenty of tine to hang the
Jew, if it proves necessary; but for to-day give himto ne."

So saying, Taras led himto his waggon, beside which stood his
Cossacks. "Crawl under the waggon; |lie down, and do not nove. And you,
brothers, do not surrender this Jew"

So saying, he returned to the square, for the whole crowd had | ong
since collected there. Al had at once abandoned the shore and the
preparation of the boats; for a | and-journey now awaited them and not
a sea-voyage, and they needed horses and waggons, not ships. Al, both
young and old, wanted to go on the expedition; and it was deci ded, on
t he advice of the chiefs, the hetmans of the kurens, and the
Koschevoi, and with the approbation of the whole Zaporozhtzian arny,
to march straight to Poland, to avenge the injury and disgrace to
their faith and to Cossack renown, to seize booty fromthe cities, to
burn villages and grain, and spread their glory far over the steppe.
Al'l at once girded and arned thensel ves. The Koschevoi grew a whol e
foot taller. He was no longer the timd executor of the restless

w shes of a free people, but their untramelled naster. He was a
despot, who know only to command. All the independent and

pl easure-loving warriors stood in an orderly line, with respectfully
bowed heads, not venturing to raise their eyes, when the Koschevoi
gave his orders. He gave these quietly, w thout shouting and w t hout
haste, but with pauses between, |ike an experienced man deeply | earned
I n Cossack affairs, and carrying into execution, not for the first
time, a wisely matured enterprise.

"Exam ne yoursel ves, look well to yourselves; exam ne all your

equi pnents thoroughly,"” he said; "put your teans and your tar-boxes[ 3]
I n order; test your weapons. Take not many clothes with you: a shirt
and a couple of pairs of trousers to each Cossack, and a pot of
oatneal and mllet apiece--let no one take any nore. There will be

pl enty of provisions, all that is needed, in the waggons. Let every
Cossack have two horses. And two hundred yoke of oxen nust be taken,
for we shall require themat the fords and nmarshy places. Keep order,
gentl es, above all things. | know that there are sone anbng you whom
God has made so greedy that they would like to tear up silk and vel vet
for foot-cloths. Leave off such devilish habits; reject all garnents
as plunder, and take only weapons: though if val uabl es offer
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t hensel ves, ducats or silver, they are useful in any case. | tell you
this beforehand, gentles, if any one gets drunk on the expedition, he
w Il have a short shrift: | will have hi mdragged by the neck |like a

dog behi nd t he baggage waggons, no matter who he may be, even were he
t he nost heroic Cossack in the whole arny; he shall be shot on the
spot like a dog, and flung out, w thout sepulture, to be torn by the
birds of prey, for a drunkard on the march deserves no Christian
burial. Young nen, obey the old nen in all things! If a ball grazes
you, or a sword cuts your head or any other part, attach no inportance
to such trifles. Mx a charge of powder in a cup of brandy, quaff it

heartily, and all will pass off--you will not even have any fever; and
if the wound is large, put sinple earth upon it, mxing it first with
spittle in your palm and that will dry it up. And now to work, to
wor k, lads, and |l ook well to all, and w thout haste."

[ 3] The Cossack waggons have their axles sneared with tar instead of
gr ease.

So spoke the Koschevoi; and no sooner had he finished his speech than
all the Cossacks at once set to work. Al the Setch grew sober.
Nowhere was a single drunken man to be found, it was as though there
never had been such a thing anong the Cossacks. Sonme attended to the
tyres of the wheels, others changed the axles of the waggons; sone
carried sacks of provisions to themor |eaded themwth arns; others
again drove up the horses and oxen. On all sides resounded the tranp
of horses' hoofs, test-shots fromthe guns, the clank of swords, the
| om ng of oxen, the screech of rolling waggons, tal king, sharp cries
and urging-on of cattle. Soon the Cossack force spread far over all

t he plain; and he who m ght have undertaken to run fromits van to its
rear would have had a long course. In the little wooden church the
priest was offering up prayers and sprinkling all worshippers with
holy water. All kissed the cross. Wien the canp broke up and the arny
noved out of the Setch, all the Zaporozhtzi turned their heads back.
"Farewel |, our nother!" they said alnost in one breath. "May God
preserve thee fromall msfortune!”

As he passed through the suburb, Taras Bul ba saw that his Jew, Yankel,
had already erected a sort of booth with an awni ng, and was selling
flint, screwdrivers, powder, and all sorts of mlitary stores needed
on the road, even to rolls and bread. "What devils these Jews are!"

t hought Taras; and riding up to him he said, "Fool, why are you
sitting here? do you want to be shot |ike a crow?"
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Yankel in reply approached nearer, and nmaking a sign with both hands,
as though wishing to inpart sonme secret, said, "Let the noble | ord but
keep silence and say nothing to any one. Anong the Cossack waggons is
a waggon of mne. | amcarrying all sorts of needful stores for the
Cossacks, and on the journey | will furnish every sort of provisions
at a lower price than any Jew ever sold at before. 'Tis so, by
heavens! by heavens, 'tis so!"

Taras Bul ba shrugged his shoul ders in amazenent at the Jew sh nature,
and went on to the canp.

CHAPTER V

Al | Sout h-west Pol and speedily becane a prey to fear. Everywhere the
rumour flew, "The Zaporozhtzi! The Zaporozhtzi have appeared!" Al who
could flee did so. Al rose and scattered after the manner of that

| awl ess, reckless age, when they built neither fortresses nor castles,
but each nman erected a tenporary dwelling of straw wherever he
happened to find hinself. He thought, "It is useless to waste noney
and | abour on an izba, when the roving Tatars will carry it off in any
case." Al was in an uproar: one exchanged his plough and oxen for a
horse and gun, and joined an arned band; another, seeking conceal nent,
drove off his cattle and carried off all the household stuff he coul d.
Cccasionally, on the road, sone were encountered who net their
visitors with arns in their hands; but the najority fled before their
arrival. Al knewthat it was hard to deal with the raging and warlike
t hrong known by the nanme of the Zaporozhian arny; a body which, under

I ts i ndependent and di sorderly exterior, conceal ed an organi sation
well calculated for tines of battle. The horsenen rode steadily on

Wi t hout overburdening or heating their horses; the foot-soldiers
marched only by night, resting during the day, and selecting for this
pur pose desert tracts, uninhabited spots, and forests, of which there
were then plenty. Spies and scouts were sent ahead to study the tine,
pl ace, and nethod of attack. And |o! the Zaporozhtzi suddenly appeared
I n those places where they were | east expected: then all were put to
the sword; the villages were burned; and the horses and cattle which
were not driven off behind the arny killed upon the spot. They seened
to be fiercely revelling, rather than carrying out a mlitary
expedition. Qur hair would stand on end nowadays at the horrible
traits of that fierce, half-civilised age, which the Zaporozht zi
everywhere exhibited: children killed, wonen's breasts cut open, the
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skin flayed fromthe legs up to the knees, and the victimthen set at
|iberty. In short, the Cossacks paid their fornmer debts in coin of

full weight. The abbot of one nonastery, on hearing of their approach,
sent two nonks to say that they were not behaving as they shoul d; that
there was an agreenent between the Zaporozhtzi and the governnent;

that they were breaking faith with the king, and violating all

I nternational rights. "Tell your bishop fromne and fromall the

Zapor ozhtzi," said the Koschevoi, "that he has nothing to fear: the
Cossacks, so far, have only lighted and snoked their pipes."” And the
magni fi cent abbey was soon w apped in the devouring flanes, its tall
Got hi ¢ wi ndows showi ng grimy through the waves of fire as they
parted. The fleeing mass of nonks, wonen, and Jews thronged into those
towns where any hope lay in the garrison and the civic forces. The aid
sent in season by the governnent, but delayed on the way, consisted of
a few troops which either were unable to enter the towns or, seized
with fright, turned their backs at the very first encounter and fled
on their swift horses. However, several of the royal commanders, who
had conquered in former battles, resolved to unite their forces and
confront the Zaporozhtzi.

And here, above all, did our young Cossacks, disgusted with pillage,
greed, and a feeble foe, and burning with the desire to distinguish

t hensel ves in presence of their chiefs, seek to neasure thenselves in
single conbat with the warli ke and boastful Lyakhs, prancing on their
spirited horses, with the sleeves of their jackets thrown back and
streaming in the wind. This gane was inspiriting; they won at it many
costly sets of horse-trappi ngs and val uabl e weapons. In a nonth the
scarcely fledged birds attained their full growh, were conpletely
transfornmed, and becane nen; their features, in which hitherto a trace
of youthful softness had been visible, grew strong and grim But it
was pleasant to old Taras to see his sons anong the forenost. It
seened as though Gstap were designed by nature for the gane of war and
the difficult science of command. Never once | osing his head or
becom ng confused under any circunstances, he could, with a cool
audacity al nost supernatural in a youth of two-and-twenty, in an

I nstant gauge the danger and the whol e scope of the matter, could at
once devi se a neans of escaping, but of escaping only that he m ght
the nore surely conquer. Hi s novenents now began to be nmarked by the
assurance which conmes from experience, and in them could be detected
the germof the future | eader. H's person strengthened, and his
bearing grew majestically | eonine. "Wiat a fine | eader he wll nake
one of these days!" said old Taras. "He will nake a splendid | eader,
far surpassing even his father!"”
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Andrii gave hinself up wholly to the enchanting nusic of blades and
bul l ets. He knew not what it was to consider, or calculate, or to
neasure his own as agai nst the eneny's strength. He gazed on battle

wi th mad delight and intoxication: he found sonething festal in the
noments when a man's brain burns, when all things wave and flutter
before his eyes, when heads are stricken off, horses fall to the earth
with a sound of thunder, and he rides on |ike a drunken man, am d the
whistling of bullets and the flashing of swords, dealing blows to all,
and heedi ng not those ained at hinself. Mre than once their father
marvelled too at Andrii, seeing him stirred only by a flash of

| mpul se, dash at sonething which a sensible man in cold bl ood never
woul d have attenpted, and, by the sheer force of his mad attack,
acconplish such wonders as could not but amaze even nen grown old in
battle. A d Taras admred and said, "And he too wll nmke a good
warrior if the eneny does not capture himneanwhile. He is not Ostap,
but he is a dashing warrior, neverthel ess.”

The arny decided to march straight on the city of Dubno, which, runour
said, contained nuch wealth and many rich inhabitants. The journey was
acconplished in a day and a half, and the Zaporozhtzi appeared before
the city. The inhabitants resolved to defend thenselves to the utnost
extent of their power, and to fight to the last extremty, preferring
to die in their squares and streets, and on their threshol ds, rather
than admt the eneny to their houses. A high ranpart of earth
surrounded the city; and in places where it was |ow or weak, it was
strengt hened by a wall of stone, or a house which served as a redoubt,
or even an oaken stockade. The garrison was strong and aware of the

| nportance of their position. The Zaporozhtzi attacked the wall
fiercely, but were net with a shower of grapeshot. The citizens and
residents of the town evidently did not wwsh to remain idle, but
gathered on the ranparts; in their eyes could be read desperate

resi stance. The wonen too were determined to take part in the fray,
and upon the heads of the Zaporozhians rai ned down stones, casks of
boi ling water, and sacks of |inme which blinded them The Zaporozht zi
were not fond of having anything to do with fortified places: sieges
were not in their line. The Koschevoi ordered themto retreat, saying,
"It is useless, brother gentles; we wll retire: but may | be a

heat hen Tatar, and not a Christian, if we do not clear them out of
that town! may they all perish of hunger, the dogs!" The arny
retreated, surrounded the town, and, for |lack of sonething to do,

busi ed thensel ves with devastating the surroundi ng country, burning

t he nei ghbouring villages and the ricks of unthreshed grain, and
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turning their droves of horses loose in the cornfields, as yet

unt ouched by the reapi ng- hook, where the plunp ears waved, fruit, as
| uck woul d have it, of an unusually good harvest which shoul d have
|iberally rewarded all tillers of the soil that season.

Wth horror those in the city beheld their neans of subsistence
destroyed. Meanwhil e the Zaporozhtzi, having fornmed a double ring of
t heir waggons around the city, disposed thenselves as in the Setch in
kurens, snoked their pipes, bartered their booty for weapons, played
at | eapfrog and odd-and-even, and gazed at the city with deadly

col d- bl oodedness. At night they lighted their canp fires, and the
cooks boiled the porridge for each kuren in huge copper caul drons;
whil st an alert sentinel watched all night beside the blazing fire.
But the Zaporozhtzi soon began to tire of inactivity and prol onged
sobriety, unacconpani ed by any fighting. The Koschevoi even ordered

t he al l owance of wine to be doubl ed, which was sonetines done in the
arny when no difficult enterprises or novenents were on hand. The
young nen, and Taras Bulba's sons in particular, did not like this
life. Andrii was visibly bored. "You silly fellow" said Taras to him

"be patient, you will be hetnman one day. He is not a good warrior who
| oses heart in an inportant enterprise; but he who is not tired even
of inactivity, who endures all, and who even if he likes a thing can

give it up." But hot youth cannot agree with age; the two have
different natures, and | ook at the sane thing with different eyes.

But in the neantine Taras's band, |l ed by Tovkatch, arrived; with him
were also two osauls, the secretary, and other reginental officers:

t he Cossacks nunbered over four thousand in all. There were anong them
many vol unteers, who had risen of their owmn free will, wthout any
summons, as soon as they had heard what the matter was. The osaul s
brought to Taras's sons the blessing of their aged nother, and to each
a picture in a cypress-wod frane fromthe Mezhi gorski nonastery at
Kief. The two brothers hung the pictures round their necks, and

i nvoluntarily grew pensive as they renenbered their old nother. Wat
did this blessing prophecy? Was it a blessing for their victory over

t he eneny, and then a joyous return to their hone with booty and
glory, to be everlastingly comenorated in the songs of
guitar-players? or was it . . . ? But the future is unknown, and
stands before a man |i ke autumal fogs rising fromthe swanps; birds
fly foolishly up and down in it with flapping w ngs, never recognising
each other, the dove seeing not the vulture, nor the vulture the dove,
and no one knowi ng how far he may be flying fromdestruction.
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Ostap had | ong since attended to his duties and gone to the kuren.

Andrii, wthout know ng why, felt a kind of oppression at his heart.
The Cossacks had finished their evening neal; the wonderful July night
had conpletely fallen; still he did not go to the kuren, nor |lie down

to sl eep, but gazed unconsciously at the whole scene before him In

t he sky innunerable stars twi nkled brightly. The plain was covered far
and wide with scattered waggons with sw nging tar-buckets, sneared
with tar, and | oaded with every description of goods and provisions
captured fromthe foe. Beside the waggons, under the waggons, and far
beyond t he waggons, Zaporozhtzi were everywhere visible, stretched
upon the grass. They all slunbered in picturesque attitudes; one had
thrust a sack under his head, another his cap, and another sinply nade
use of his conrade's side. Swords, guns, nmatchl ocks, short pipe-stens
Wi th copper nountings, iron awls, and a flint and steel were

| nseparabl e from every Cossack. The heavy oxen lay with their feet
doubl ed under them|i ke huge whitish nasses, and at a di stance | ooked
| i ke gray stones scattered on the slopes of the plain. On all sides

t he heavy snores of sleeping warriors began to arise fromthe grass,
and were answered fromthe plain by the ringing neighs of their
steeds, chafing at their hobbled feet. Meanwhile a certain threatening
magni fi cence had mngled wwth the beauty of the July night. It was the
distant glare of the burning district afar. In one place the flanes
spread quietly and grandly over the sky; in another, suddenly bursting
into a whirlw nd, they hissed and flew upwards to the very stars, and
floating fragnents died away in the nost distant quarter of the
heavens. Here the black, burned nonastery |like a grim Carthusian nonk
stood threatening, and displaying its dark nagnificence at every
flash; there blazed the nonastery garden. It seened as though the
trees could be heard hissing as they stood wapped in snoke; and when
the fire burst forth, it suddenly lighted up the ripe pluns with a
phosphoric lilac-coloured gleam or turned the yell owm ng pears here
and there to pure gold. In the mdst of them hung bl ack agai nst the
wal |l of the building, or the trunk of a tree, the body of sone poor
Jew or nonk who had perished in the flanmes with the structure. Above
the distant fires hovered a flock of birds, like a cluster of tiny

bl ack crosses upon a fiery field. The town thus laid bare seened to

sl eep; the spires and roofs, and its palisade and walls, gl eaned
quietly in the glare of the distant conflagrations. Andrii went the
rounds of the Cossack ranks. The canp-fires, beside which the
sentinels sat, were ready to go out at any nonent; and even the
sentinels slept, having devoured oatneal and dunplings with true
Cossack appetites. He was astonished at such carel essness, thinking,
“I't is well that there is no strong eneny at hand and nothing to
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fear." Finally he went to one of the waggons, clinbed into it, and |ay
down upon his back, putting his clasped hands under his head; but he
could not sleep, and gazed long at the sky. It was all open before
him the air was pure and transparent; the dense clusters of stars in
the MIky Way, crossing the sky like a belt, were flooded with |ight.
Fromtinme to tinme Andrii in sone degree | ost consciousness, and a
light m st of dreamveiled the heavens fromhimfor a nonent; but then
he awoke, and they becane visi bl e again.

During one of these intervals it seened to himthat sone strange human
figure flitted before him Thinking it to be nmerely a vision which
woul d vani sh at once, he opened his eyes, and beheld a w thered,

emaci ated face bending over him and gazing straight into his own.
Long coal -bl ack hair, unkenpt, dishevelled, fell from beneath a dark
veil which had been thrown over the head; whilst the strange gl eam of
the eyes, and the death-like tone of the sharp-cut features, inclined
himto think that it was an apparition. H's hand involuntarily grasped
hi s gun; and he excl ai ned al nost convul sively: "Who are you? If you
are an evil spirit, avaunt! If you are a |iving being, you have chosen
an ill time for your jest. I will kill you with one shot."

In answer to this, the apparition laid its finger upon its |lips and
seened to entreat silence. He dropped his hands and began to | ook nore
attentively. He recognised it to be a woman fromthe |l ong hair, the
brown neck, and the half-conceal ed bosom But she was not a native of
t hose regions: her w de cheek-bones stood out prom nently over her

hol | ow cheeks; her small eyes were obliquely set. The nore he gazed at
her features, the nore he found themfamliar. Finally he could
restrain hinmself no |longer, and said, "Tell ne, who are you? It seens
to me that | know you, or have seen you sonewhere."

“"Two years ago in Kief."

"Two years ago in Kief!" repeated Andrii, endeavouring to collect in
his mnd all that lingered in his nenory of his former student |ife.
He | ooked intently at her once nore, and suddenly exclained at the top
of his voice, "You are the Tatar! the servant of the |lady, the

Wai wode' s daughter!™

"Sh!" cried the Tatar, clasping her hands with a supplicating gl ance,

trenbling all over, and turning her head round in order to see whether
any one had been awakened by Andrii's |oud excl amati on.
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“"Tell me, tell me, why are you here?" said Andrii al nost breathl essly,
I n a whisper, interrupted every nonent by inward enotion. "Were is
the lady? is she alive?"

“"She is nowin the city."

“I'n the city!" he exclained, again alnost in a shriek, and feeling all
t he bl ood suddenly rush to his heart. "Why is she in the city?"

"Because the old lord hinself is in the city: he has been Wai wode of
Dubno for the |last year and a half."

“I's she marri ed? How strange you are! Tell nme about her."
"She has eaten nothing for two days."
n W]at ! n

“And not one of the inhabitants has had a norsel of bread for a |ong
while; all have | ong been eating earth."

Andrii was astounded.

"The lady saw you fromthe city wall, anong the Zaporozhtzi. She said
to ne, '"Go tell the warrior: if he renenbers ne, let himcone to ne;
and do not forget to make himgive you a bit of bread for ny aged
nother, for I do not wish to see ny nother die before ny very eyes.
Better that | should die first, and she afterwards! Beseech him clasp
his knees, his feet: he also has an aged nother, |let himgive you the
bread for her sake!'"

Many feelings awke in the young Cossack's breast.

"But how cane you here? how did you get here?"

"By an under ground passage. "

“I's there an underground passage?"

n YeS . n

"\Wher e?"
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“"You wll not betray it, warrior?"
"I swear it by the holy cross!”

"You descend into a hole, and cross the brook, yonder anong the
reeds."”

“"And it leads into the city?"
“Straight into the nonastery."
"Let us go, let us go at once."

“"A bit of bread, in the nanme of Christ and of H s holy nother!"

"Good, so be it. Stand here beside the waggon, or, better still, lie
down in it: no one will see you, all are asleep. | wll return at
once. "

And he set off for the baggage waggons, which contained the provisions
bel onging to their kuren. His heart beat. Al the past, all that had
been extingui shed by the Cossack bivouacks, and by the stern battle of
life, flamed out at once on the surface and drowned the present inits
turn. Again, as fromthe dark depths of the sea, the noble |ady rose
before him again there gleaned in his nenory her beautiful arns, her
eyes, her |aughing nouth, her thick dark-chestnut hair, falling in
curls upon her shoul ders, and the firm well-rounded |inbs of her

mai den form No, they had not been extinguished in his breast, they
had not vani shed, they had sinply been laid aside, in order, for a
tinme, to make way for other strong enotions; but often, very often,

t he young Cossack's deep sl unber had been troubled by them and often
he had | ain sleepless on his couch, wthout being able to explain the
cause.

H s heart beat nore violently at the thought of seeing her again, and
hi s young knees shook. On reachi ng the baggage waggons, he had quite
forgotten what he had cone for; he raised his hand to his brow and
rubbed it long, trying to recollect what he was to do. At |ength he
shuddered, and was filled with terror as the thought suddenly occurred
to himthat she was dying of hunger. He junped upon the waggon and

sei zed several |arge | oaves of black bread; but then he thought, "Is
this not food, suited to a robust and easily satisfied Zaporozhet z,
too coarse and unfit for her delicate frane?" Then he recoll ected that
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t he Koschevoi, on the previous evening, had reproved the cooks for
havi ng cooked up all the oatneal into porridge at once, when there was
plenty for three tines. Sure that he would find plenty of porridge in
the kettles, he drew out his father's travelling kettle and went with
it to the cook of their kuren, who was sl eeping beside two big

caul drons, hol di ng about ten pailfuls, under which the ashes still
glowed. dancing into them he was amazed to find themenpty. It nust
have requi red supernatural powers to eat it all; the nore so, as their
kuren nunbered fewer than the others. He | ooked into the caul dron of

t he ot her kurens--nothing anywhere. Involuntarily the saying recurred
to his mnd, "The Zaporozhtzi are like children: if there is little
they eat it, if there is nuch they |eave nothing." Wat was to be
done? There was, sonewhere in the waggon belonging to his father's
band, a sack of white bread, which they had found when they pill aged

t he bakery of the nonastery. He went straight to his father's waggon,
but it was not there. Ostap had taken it and put it under his head,;
and there he lay, stretched out on the ground, snoring so that the
whol e plain rang again. Andrii seized the sack abruptly with one hand
and gave it a jerk, so that Ostap's head fell to the ground. The el der
brother sprang up in his sleep, and, sitting there with cl osed eyes,
shouted at the top of his lungs, "Stop theml Stop the cursed Lyakhs!
Catch the horses! catch the horses!"--"Silence! I'lIl kill you,"
shouted Andrii in terror, flourishing the sack over him But Ostap did
not continue his speech, sank down again, and gave such a snore that
the grass on which he lay waved with his breath.

Andrii glanced timdly on all sides to see if Ostap's talking in his
sl eep had waked any of the Cossacks. Only one | ong-locked head was
rai sed in the adjoining kuren, and after gl ancing about, was dropped
back on the ground. After waiting a couple of mnutes he set out with
his | oad. The Tatar wonman was |ying where he had | eft her, scarcely
breat hi ng. "Cone, rise up. Fear not, all are sleeping. Can you take
one of these |oaves if | cannot carry all?" So saying, he swing the
sack on to his back, pulled out another sack of mllet as he passed
t he waggon, took in his hands the | oaves he had wanted to give the
Tatar woman to carry, and, bending sonewhat under the | oad, went

bol dly through the ranks of sl eeping Zaporozhtzi.

“Andrii," said old Bulba, as he passed. H's heart died wwthin him He
halted, trenbling, and said softly, "What is it?"

"There's a woman with you. When | get up I'll give you a sound
thrashing. Woren will lead you to no good." So saying, he |l eaned his
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hand upon his hand and gazed intently at the nuffled formof the
Tat ar .

Andrii stood there, nore dead than alive, not daring to look in his
father's face. Wen he did raise his eyes and glance at him old Bul ba
was asleep, with his head still resting in the pal mof his hand.

Andrii crossed hinself. Fear fled fromhis heart even nore rapidly
than it had assailed it. Wien he turned to | ook at the Tatar woman,
she stood before him nmuffled in her mantle, |like a dark granite
statue, and the gleam of the distant dawn |ighted up only her eyes,
dull as those of a corpse. He plucked her by the sleeve, and both went
on together, glancing back continually. At |length they descended the
slope of a small ravine, alnost a hole, along the bottom of which a
brook flowed lazily, overgrown wth sedge, and strewed w th nossy

boul ders. Descending into this ravine, they were conpletely conceal ed
fromthe view of all the plain occupied by the Zaporovian canp. At

| east Andrii, glancing back, saw that the steep sl ope rose behind him
hi gher than a man. On its sunmmt appeared a few bl ades of
st eppe-grass; and behind them in the sky, hung the noon, like a

gol den sickle. The breeze rising on the steppe warned themthat the
dawn was not far off. But nowhere was the crow of the cock heard.
Neither in the city nor in the devastated nei ghbourhood had there been
a cock for along tine past. They crossed the brook on a small plank,
beyond which rose the opposite bank, which appeared higher than the
one behind them and rose steeply. It seened as though this were the
strong point of the citadel upon which the besieged could rely; at all
events, the earthen wall was |ower there, and no garrison appeared
behind it. But farther on rose the thick nonastery walls. The steep
bank was overgrown with steppe-grass, and in the narrow ravi ne between
it and the brook grew tall reeds alnobst as high as a nan. At the
summt of the bank were the remains of a wattled fence, which had
formerly surrounded sone garden, and in front of it were visible the
w de | eaves of the burdock, from anong which rose bl ackthorn, and
sunflowers lifting their heads high above all the rest. Here the Tatar
flung off her slippers and went barefoot, gathering her clothes up
carefully, for the spot was nmarshy and full of water. Forcing their
way anong the reeds, they stopped before a ruined outwork. Skirting
this outwork, they found a sort of earthen arch--an openi ng not nuch

| ar ger than the opening of an oven. The Tatar wonman bent her head and
went first. Andrii followed, bending low as he could, in order to pass
with his sacks; and both soon found thenselves in total darkness.
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CHAPTER Vi

Andrii could hardly nove in the dark and narrow earthen burrow, as he
followed the Tatar, dragging after himhis sacks of bread. "It wll
soon be light," said his guide: "we are approaching the spot where |
placed a light." And in fact the dark earthen walls began to be
gradually |it up. They reached a widening in the passage where, it
seened, there had once been a chapel; at |least, there was a snal
tabl e against the wall, like an altar, and above, the faded, al nost
entirely obliterated picture of a Catholic Madonna. A small silver

| anp hangi ng before it barely illumned it. The Tatar stooped and

pi cked up fromthe ground a copper candlestick which she had |eft
there, a candlestick with a tall, slender stem and snuffers, pin, and
exti ngui sher hanging about it on chains. She lighted it at the silver
| anp. The light grew stronger; and as they went on, now illum ned by
it, and again envel oped in pitchy shadow, they suggested a picture by
Gerard Dow.

The warrior's fresh, handsone countenance, overflowing with health and
yout h, presented a strong contrast to the pale, emaciated face of his
conpani on. The passage grew a little higher, so that Andrii could hold
hi mrself erect. He gazed with curiosity at the earthen walls. Here and
there, as in the cataconbs at Kief, were niches in the walls; and in
sone places coffins were standi ng. Sonetines they cane across human
bones whi ch had becone softened with the danpness and were crunbling
into dust. It was evident that pious fol k had taken refuge here from
the storns, sorrows, and seductions of the world. It was extrenely
danp in sone places; indeed there was water under their feet at
intervals. Andrii was forced to halt frequently to allow his conpani on
to rest, for her fatigue kept increasing. The snmall piece of bread she
had swal | owed only caused a pain in her stomach, of |ate unused to
food; and she often stood notionless for m nutes together in one spot.

At length a small iron door appeared before them "G ory be to God, we
have arrived!" said the Tatar in a faint voice, and tried to lift her
hand to knock, but had no strength to do so. Andrii knocked hard at
the door in her stead. There was an echo as though a | arge space | ay
beyond the door; then the echo changed as if resoundi ng through lofty
arches. In a couple of mnutes, keys rattled, and steps were heard
descendi ng sone stairs. At length the door opened, and a nonk,
standing on the narrow stairs with the key and a light in his hands,
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admtted them Andrii involuntarily halted at the sight of a Catholic
nonk--one of those who had aroused such hate and di sdai n anpong the
Cossacks that they treated them even nore i nhumanly than they treated
t he Jews.

The nonk, on his part, started back on perceiving a Zaporovi an
Cossack, but a whisper fromthe Tatar reassured him He |lighted them
in, fastened the door behind them and led themup the stairs. They
found thensel ves beneath the dark and | ofty arches of the nonastery
church. Before one of the altars, adorned with tall candl esticks and
candl es, knelt a priest praying quietly. Near himon each side knelt
two young choristers in |ilac cassocks and white | ace stoles, with
censers in their hands. He prayed for the performance of a mracle,
that the city m ght be saved; that their souls m ght be strengthened;
t hat patience m ght be given them that doubt and timd, weak-spirited
nmour ni ng over earthly m sfortunes m ght be bani shed. A few wonen,
resenbl i ng shadows, knelt supporting thensel ves agai nst the backs of
the chairs and dark wooden benches before them and |aying their
exhaust ed heads upon them A few nen stood sadly, |eaning against the
col umms upon which the wi de arches rested. The stained-glass w ndow
above the altar suddenly glowed with the rosy |ight of dawn; and from
it, on the floor, fell circles of blue, yellow and other colours,

il lum nating the di mchurch. The whole altar was |ighted up; the snoke
fromthe censers hung a cloudy rainbowin the air. Andrii gazed from
his dark corner, not w thout surprise, at the wonders worked by the
light. At that nonent the magnificent swell of the organ filled the
whol e church. It grew deeper and deeper, expanded, swelled into heavy
bursts of thunder; and then all at once, turning into heavenly nusic,
its ringing tones floated high anong the arches, |ike clear naiden

voi ces, and agai n descended into a deep roar and thunder, and then
ceased. The thunderous pul sati ons echoed | ong and trenul ously anong

the arches; and Andrii, with hal f-open nouth, admred the wondrous
nmusi c.
Then he felt sone one plucking the shirt of his caftan. "It is tine,"

said the Tatar. They traversed the church unperceived, and energed
upon the square in front. Dawn had | ong flushed the heavens; all
announced sunrise. The square was enpty: in the mddle of it still

st ood wooden pillars, show ng that, perhaps only a week before, there
had been a market here stocked with provisions. The streets, which
wer e unpaved, were sinply a mass of dried nud. The square was
surrounded by small, one-storied stone or nud houses, in the walls of
whi ch were visible wooden stakes and posts obliquely crossed by carved
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wooden beans, as was the manner of building in those days. Specinens
of it can still be seen in sone parts of Lithuania and Pol and. They
were all covered with enornously high roofs, with a nultitude of

wi ndows and air-holes. On one side, close to the church, rose a
bui l ding quite detached fromand taller than the rest, probably the
town-hall or sone official structure. It was two stories high, and
above it, on tw arches, rose a bel vedere where a watchman stood; a
huge cl ock-face was let into the roof.

The square seened deserted, but Andrii thought he heard a feeble
groan. Looki ng about him he perceived, on the farther side, a group
of two or three nen |lying notionless upon the ground. He fixed his
eyes nore intently on them to see whether they were asl eep or dead;
and, at the sane nonent, stunbled over sonething lying at his feet. It
was the dead body of a wonan, a Jewess apparently. She appeared to be
young, though it was scarcely discernible in her distorted and

enaci ated features. Upon her head was a red silk kerchief; two rows of
pearls or pearl beads adorned the beads of her head-dress, from
beneath which two | ong curls hung down upon her shrivelled neck, with
its tightly drawn veins. Beside her lay a child, grasping convul sively
at her shrunken breast, and squeezing it with involuntary ferocity at
finding no mlk there. He neither wept nor screaned, and only his
gently rising and falling body would have | ed one to guess that he was
not dead, or at least on the point of breathing his last. They turned
into a street, and were suddenly stopped by a madnan, who, catching
sight of Andrii's precious burden, sprang upon himlike a tiger, and
clutched him vyelling, "Bread!" But his strength was not equal to his
madness. Andrii repulsed himand he fell to the ground. Moved with
pity, the young Cossack flung hima | oaf, which he seized |ike a mad
dog, gnawing and biting it; but neverthel ess he shortly expired in
horrible suffering, there in the street, fromthe effect of |ong
abstinence. The ghastly victins of hunger startled them at every step.
Many, apparently unable to endure their tornents in their houses,
seened to run into the streets to see whet her sone nourishing power

m ght not possibly descend fromthe air. At the gate of one house sat
an old woman, and it was inpossible to say whet her she was asl eep or
dead, or only unconscious; at all events, she no | onger saw or heard
anyt hi ng, and sat i movable in one spot, her head droopi ng on her
breast. Fromthe roof of another house hung a worn and wasted body in
a rope noose. The poor fellow could not endure the tortures of hunger
to the last, and had preferred to hasten his end by a voluntary death.

At the sight of such terrible proofs of famne, Andrii could not
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refrain fromsaying to the Tatar, "Is there really nothing with which
they can prolong life? If a man is driven to extremties, he nust feed
on what he has hitherto despi sed; he can sustain hinself wth
creatures which are forbidden by the | aw. Anything can be eaten under
such circunstances. "

"They have eaten everything," said the Tatar, "all the animals. Not a
horse, nor a dog, nor even a nouse is to be found in the whole city.
We never had any store of provisions in the town: they were all
brought fromthe villages."

“But how can you, while dying such a fearful death, still dream of
defending the city?"

"Possi bly the Wai wode m ght have surrendered; but yesterday norning

t he commander of the troops at Buzhana sent a hawk into the city with
a note saying that it was not to be given up; that he was comng to
its rescue with his forces, and was only waiting for another | eader,
that they m ght march together. And now they are expected every
nonent. But we have reached the house.”

Andrii had already noticed froma distance this house, unlike the
others, and built apparently by sone Italian architect. It was
constructed of thin red bricks, and had two stories. The w ndows of
the lower story were sheltered under lofty, projecting granite
cornices. The upper story consisted entirely of small arches, formng
a gallery; between the arches were iron gratings enriched with

escut cheons; whil st upon the gables of the house nore coats-of-arns
wer e di splayed. The broad external staircase, of tinted bricks,
abutted on the square. At the foot of it sat guards, who with one hand
hel d their hal berds upright, and with the other supported their
droopi ng heads, and in this attitude nore resenbl ed apparitions than
i ving beings. They neither slept nor dreaned, but seened quite

| nsensible to everything; they even paid no attention to who went up
the stairs. At the head of the stairs, they found a richly-dressed
warrior, armed cap-a-pie, and holding a breviary in his hand. He
turned his dimeyes upon them but the Tatar spoke a word to him and
he dropped them agai n upon the open pages of his breviary. They
entered the first chanber, a |large one, serving either as a
reception-room or sinply as an ante-roon it was filled with

sol diers, servants, secretaries, huntsnen, cup-bearers, and the other
servitors indispensable to the support of a Polish nagnate's estate,
all seated along the walls. The reek of extinguished candl es was
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perceptible; and two were still burning in two huge candl esti cks,
nearly as tall as a man, standing in the mddle of the room although
norni ng had | ong since peeped through the wi de grated wi ndow. Andri
wanted to go straight on to the | arge oaken door adorned with a
coat-of-arns and a profusion of carved ornanents, but the Tatar pulled
his sl eeve and pointed to a snmall door in the side wall. Through this
t hey gained a corridor, and then a room which he began to exam ne
attentively. The light which filtered through a crack in the shutter
fell upon several objects--a crinmson curtain, a gilded cornice, and a
painting on the wall. Here the Tatar notioned to Andrii to wait, and
opened the door into another roomfromwhich flashed the light of a
fire. He heard a whispering, and a soft voice which nade him quiver

all over. Through the open door he saw flit rapidly past a tall fenale
figure, with a long thick braid of hair falling over her uplifted
hands. The Tatar returned and told himto go in.

He coul d never understand how he entered and how t he door was shut
behind him Two candles burned in the roomand a | anp gl owed before
the i mages: beneath the lanp stood a tall table with steps to kneel
upon during prayer, after the Catholic fashion. But his eye did not
seek this. He turned to the other side and perceived a woman, who
appeared to have been frozen or turned to stone in the mdst of sone
qui ck novenent. |t seened as though her whol e body had sought to
spring towards him and had suddenly paused. And he stood in |ike
manner anmazed before her. Not thus had he pictured to hinself that he
should find her. This was not the sane being he had fornerly known;
not hi ng about her resenbled her fornmer self; but she was tw ce as
beautiful, twice as enchanting, now than she had been then. Then there
had been sonet hi ng unfinished, inconplete, about her; now here was a
production to which the artist had given the finishing stroke of his
brush. That was a charmng, giddy girl; this was a woman in the full
devel opnent of her charns. As she raised her eyes, they were full of
feeling, not of nere hints of feeling. The tears were not yet dry in
them and franmed themin a shining dew which penetrated the very soul.
Her bosom neck, and arnms were noulded in the proportions which mark
fully devel oped | oveliness. Her hair, which had in fornmer days waved
in light ringlets about her face, had becone a heavy, |uxuriant nass,
a part of which was caught up, while part fell in long, slender curls
upon her arns and breast. It seened as though her every feature had
changed. In vain did he seek to discover in thema single one of those
whi ch were engraved in his nenory--a single one. Even her great pallor
did not | essen her wonderful beauty; on the contrary, it conferred
upon it an irresistible, inexpressible charm Andrii felt in his heart
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a noble timdity, and stood notionless before her. She, too, seened
surprised at the appearance of the Cossack, as he stood before her in
all the beauty and m ght of his young manhood, and in the very

| mmovability of his linbs personified the utnost freedom of novenent.
Hi s eyes beaned with clear decision; his velvet brows curved in a bold
arch; his sunburnt cheeks glowed wth all the ardour of youthful fire;
and his downy bl ack noustache shone |ike silk.

“No, | have no power to thank you, noble sir," she said, her silvery
voice all in a trenble. "God al one can reward you, not |, a weak
woman. " She dropped her eyes, her lids fell over themin beautiful,

snowy semcircles, guarded by | ashes | ong as arrows; her wondrous face
bowed forward, and a delicate flush overspread it fromw thin. Andri
knew not what to say; he wanted to say everything. He had in his mnd
to say it all ardently as it glowed in his heart--and could not. He
felt sonmething confining his nouth; voice and words were | acki ng; he
felt that it was not for him bred in the semnary and in the tunult
of aroamng life, toreply fitly to such | anguage, and was angry with
hi s Cossack nature.

At that nonment the Tatar entered the room She had cut up the bread
whi ch the warrior had brought into small pieces on a golden plate,

whi ch she pl aced before her mstress. The | ady gl anced at her, at the
bread, at her again, and then turned her eyes towards Andrii. There
was a great deal in those eyes. That gentle glance, expressive of her
weakness and her inability to give words to the feeling which

over powered her, was far nore conprehensible to Andrii than any words.
Hi s heart suddenly grew light within him all seened nade snooth. The
mental enotions and the feelings which up to that nonent he had
restrained with a heavy curb, as it were, now felt thensel ves

rel eased, at l|iberty, and anxious to pour thenselves out in a
resistless torrent of words. Suddenly the lady turned to the Tatar,
and said anxiously, "But ny nother? you took her sone?"

"She is asleep.”
"And ny fat her?"

"I carried himsone; he said that he would cone to thank the young
lord in person.”

She took the bread and raised it to her nouth. Wth inexpressible
delight Andrii watched her break it wth her shining fingers and eat
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it; but all at once he recalled the man mad wi th hunger, who had
expired before his eyes on swallow ng a norsel of bread. He turned
pal e and, seizing her hand, cried, "Enough! eat no nore! you have not
eaten for so long that too nuch bread wll be poison to you now. " And
she at once dropped her hand, laid her bread upon the plate, and gazed
into his eyes like a subm ssive child. And if any words could
express-- But neither chisel, nor brush, nor mghty speech is capable
of expressing what is sonetines seen in glances of nmaidens, nor the
tender feeling which takes possession of himwho receives such mai den
gl ances.

"My queen!" exclainmed Andrii, his heart and soul filled with enotion,
"what do you need? what do you w sh? command ne! |npose on ne the nost
| npossible task in all the world: | fly to fulfil it! Tell nme to do
that which it is beyond the power of man to do: | will fulfil it if |
destroy nyself. I wll ruin nyself. And I swear by the holy cross that
ruin for your sake is as sweet--but no, it is inpossible to say how
sweet! | have three farns; half ny father's droves of horses are m ne;
all that nmy nother brought nmy father, and which she still conceals
fromhim-all this is mne! Not one of the Cossacks owns such weapons
as |; for the pommel of ny sword alone they would give their best
drove of horses and three thousand sheep. And | renounce all this, |
discard it, | throwit aside, I will burn and drown it, if you wll
but say the word, or even nove your delicate black brows! But | know
that | amtalking madly and wi de of the mark; that all this is not
fitting here; that it is not for nme, who have passed ny life in the
sem nary and anong the Zaporozhtzi, to speak as they speak where

ki ngs, princes, and all the best of noble knighthood have been. | can
see that you are a different being fromthe rest of us, and far above
all other boyars' w ves and nai den daughters.”

Wth grow ng anazenent the maiden listened, |osing no single word, to
the frank, sincere |anguage in which, as in a mrror, the young,
strong spirit reflected itself. Each sinple word of this speech,
uttered in a voice which penetrated straight to the depths of her
heart, was clothed in power. She advanced her beautiful face, pushed
back her troubl esone hair, opened her nouth, and gazed long, with
parted |lips. Then she tried to say sonethi ng and suddenly stopped,
remenbering that the warrior was known by a different nanme; that his
father, brothers, country, |lay beyond, grim avengers; that the
Zaporozhtzi besieging the city were terrible, and that the cruel death
awai ted all who were within its walls, and her eyes suddenly filled
wWith tears. She seized a silk enbroi dered handkerchief and threw it

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt (67 of 267) [8/27/2008 2:16:45 PM]



http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt

over her face. In a nonent it was all wet; and she sat for sone tine
with her beautiful head thrown back, and her snowy teeth set on her

| ovely under-1lip, as though she suddenly felt the sting of a poi sonous
serpent, w thout renoving the handkerchief from her face, |est he
shoul d see her shaken with grief.

"Speak but one word to ne," said Andrii, and he took her sati n-skinned
hand. A sparkling fire coursed through his veins at the touch, and he
pressed the hand Iying notionless in his.

But she still kept silence, never taking the kerchief fromher face,
and renai ni ng notionl ess.

"Why are you so sad? Tell nme, why are you so sad?"

She cast away the handkerchi ef, pushed aside the |ong hair which fell
over her eyes, and poured out her heart in sad speech, in a quiet
voice, |like the breeze which, rising on a beautiful evening, blows

t hrough the thick growh of reeds beside the stream They rustle,
murmur, and give forth delicately nournful sounds, and the traveller,
pausi ng i n inexplicable sadness, hears them and heeds not the fading
| ight, nor the gay songs of the peasants which float in the air as
they return fromtheir |abours in neadow and stubble-field, nor the
di stant runble of the passing waggon.

"Amnot | worthy of eternal pity? Is not the nother that bore ne
unhappy? Is it not a bitter lot which has befallen ne? Art not thou a
cruel executioner, fate? Thou has brought all to ny feet--the highest
nobles in the land, the richest gentlenen, counts, foreign barons, all
the fl ower of our knighthood. Al [oved ne, and any one of them would
have counted ny | ove the greatest boon. | had but to beckon, and the
best of them the handsonest, the first in beauty and birth woul d have
beconme ny husband. And to none of themdidst thou incline ny heart, O
bitter fate; but thou didst turn it against the nobl est heroes of our

| and, and towards a stranger, towards our eneny. O nost holy nother of
God! for what sin dost thou so pitilessly, nercilessly, persecute ne?
| n abundance and superfluity of luxury ny days were passed, the

ri chest dishes and the sweetest wine were ny food. And to what end was
it all? What was it all for? In order that | mght at last die a death
nore cruel than that of the neanest beggar in the kingdon? And it was
not enough that | should be condemmed to so horrible a fate; not
enough that before ny own end | should behold ny father and not her
perish in intolerable tornent, when | would have willingly given ny
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own |ife twenty tinmes over to save them all this was not enough, but
before ny own death | nust hear words of |ove such as |I had never
before dreaned of. It was necessary that he should break ny heart with

his words; that ny bitter | ot should be rendered still nore bitter;
that ny young |life should be nade yet nore sad; that ny death should
seem even nore terrible; and that, dying, | should reproach thee still

nore, O cruel fate! and thee--forgive ny sin--O holy nother of God!"

As she ceased in despair, her feelings were plainly expressed in her
face. Every feature spoke of gnawi ng sorrow and, fromthe sadly bowed
brow and downcast eyes to the tears trickling down and drying on her
softly burning cheeks, seened to say, "There is no happiness in this
face."

"Such a thing was never heard of since the world began. It cannot be,"
said Andrii, "that the best and nost beautiful of wonen should suffer
so bitter a fate, when she was born that all the best there is in the
wor | d shoul d bow before her as before a saint. No, you will not die,
you shall not die! | swear by ny birth and by all there is dear to ne
in the world that you shall not die. But if it nust be so; if nothing,
nei ther strength, nor prayer, nor heroism wll avail to avert this
cruel fate--then we will die together, and | wll die first. | wll
di e before you, at your beauteous knees, and even in death they shall
not divide us."

“"Deceive not yourself and ne, noble sir," she said, gently shaking her
beautiful head; "I know, and to ny great sorrow | know but too well,
that it is inpossible for you to love ne. | know what your duty is,
and your faith. Your father calls you, your conrades, your country,
and we are your enemes."

“"And what are ny father, ny conrades, ny country to ne?" said Andrii,
with a quick novenent of his head, and straightening up his figure

| i ke a poplar beside the river. "Be that as it may, | have no one, no
one!" he repeated, with that novenent of the hand with which the
Cossack expresses his determ nation to do sone unheard-of deed,

| npossible to any other man. "Who says that the Ukraine is ny country?
Who gave it to nme for ny country? Qur country is the one our soul

| ongs for, the one which is dearest of all to us. My country is--you!
That is ny native land, and | bear that country in ny heart. | wll
bear it there all ny life, and | wll see whether any of the Cossacks
can tear it thence. And I will give everything, barter everything, |
w Il destroy nyself, for that country!"
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Ast ounded, she gazed in his eyes for a space, |ike a beautiful statue,
and then suddenly burst out sobbing; and with the wonderful fem nine

| npetuosity which only grand-soul ed, uncal cul ati ng wonen, created for
fine inpul ses of the heart, are capable of, threw herself upon his
neck, encircling it with her wondrous snow arnms, and wept. At that
noment i ndistinct shouts rang through the street, acconpanied by the
sound of trunpets and kettl edruns; but he heard themnot. He was only
consci ous of the beauteous nouth bathing himwith its warm sweet
breath, of the tears stream ng down his face, and of her |ong, unbound
perfuned hair, veiling himconpletely in its dark and shining silk.

At that nonment the Tatar ran in with a cry of joy. "Saved, saved!" she
cried, beside herself. "Qur troops have entered the city. They have
brought corn, mllet, flour, and Zaporozhtzi in chains!" But no one
heard that "our troops" had arrived in the city, or what they had
brought with them or how they had bound the Zaporozhtzi. Filled with
feelings untasted as yet upon earth, Andrii kissed the sweet nouth

whi ch pressed his cheek, and the sweet nouth did not remain
unresponsive. In this union of kisses they experienced that which it
Is given to a man to feel but once on earth.

And the Cossack was ruined. He was | ost to Cossack chivalry. Never
again wll Zaporozhe, nor his father's house, nor the Church of God,
behold him The Ukraine will never nore see the bravest of the
children who have undertaken to defend her. A d Taras may tear the
grey hair fromhis scal p-1ock, and curse the day and hour in which
such a son was born to dishonour him

CHAPTER VI |

Noi se and novenent were rife in the Zaporozhian canp. At first, no one
coul d account for the relieving arny having nmade its way into the
city; but it afterwards appeared that the Pereyasl avsky kuren,
encanped before the wide gate of the town, had been dead drunk. It was
no wonder that half had been killed, and the other half bound, before
they knew what it was all about. Meantine the nei ghbouring kurens,
aroused by the tunmult, succeeded in grasping their weapons; but the
relieving force had already passed through the gate, and its rear
ranks fired upon the sleepy and only hal f-sober Zaporozhtzi who were
pressing in disorder upon them and kept them back.
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The Koschevoi ordered a general assenbly; and when all stood in a ring
and had renoved their caps and becane quiet, he said: "See what
happened | ast ni ght, brother gentles! See what drunkenness has |ed to!
See what shane the eneny has put upon us! It is evident that, if your
al | omances are kindly doubled, then you are ready to stretch out at
full length, and the enemes of Christ can not only take your very
trousers off you, but sneeze in your faces w thout your hearing them"

The Cossacks all stood wth droopi ng heads, knowi ng that they were
guilty; only Kukubenko, the hetman of the Nezam sky kuren, answered
back. "Stop, father!" said he; "although it is not lawful to nmake a
retort when the Koschevoi speaks before the whole arny, yet it is
necessary to say that that was not the state of the case. You have not
been quite just in your reprimnd. The Cossacks woul d have been
guilty, and deserving of death, had they got drunk on the march, or
when engaged on heavy toil sone | abour during war; but we have been
sitting here unoccupied, loitering in vain before the city. There was
no fast or other Christian restraint; how then could it be otherw se
than that a man should get drunk in idleness? There is no sin in that.
But we had better show themwhat it is to attack i nnocent people. They
first beat us well, and now we wll beat themso that not half a dozen
of themw ||l ever see hone again."”

The speech of the hetman of the kuren pleased the Cossacks. They

rai sed their drooping heads upright and many nodded approvingly,
muttering, "Kukubenko has spoken well!" And Taras Bul ba, who stood not
far fromthe Koschevoi, said: "How now, Koschevoi ? Kukubenko has
spoken truth. What have you to say to this?"

“"What have | to say? | say, Blessed be the father of such a son! It
does not need much wisdomto utter words of reproof; but nmuch w sdom
I's needed to find such words as do not enbitter a man's m sfortune,
but encourage him restore to himhis spirit, put spurs to the horse
of his soul, refreshed by water. | neant nyself to speak words of
confort to you, but Kukubenko has forestalled ne."

"The Koschevoi has al so spoken well!" rang through the ranks of the
Zaporozhtzi. "H s words are good," repeated others. And even the
greyheads, who stood there |ike dark blue doves, nodded their heads
and, twitching their grey noustaches, nuttered softly, "That was well
said."
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“Listen now, gentles," continued the Koschevoi. "To take the city, by
scaling its walls, or underm ning themas the foreign engineers do, is
not proper, not Cossack fashion. But, judging from appearances, the
eneny entered the city wi thout many provisions; they had not many
waggons with them The people in the city are hungry; they will all
eat heartily, and the horses will soon devour the hay. | don't know
whet her their saints will fling them down anything from heaven with
hayforks; God only knows that though there are a great many Catholic
priests anong them By one neans or another the people will seek to

| eave the city. Divide yourselves, therefore, into three divisions,
and take up your posts before the three gates; five kurens before the
princi pal gate, and three kurens before each of the others. Let the
Dadi ki vsky and Kor sunsky kurens go into anbush and Taras and his nen
I nto anbush too. The Titarevsky and Ti noschevsky kurens are to guard
t he baggage train on the right flank, the Scherbinovsky and
Steblikivsky on the left, and to select fromtheir ranks the nost
daring young nen to face the foe. The Lyakhs are of a restless nature
and cannot endure a siege, and perhaps this very day they will sally
forth fromthe gates. Let each hetman inspect his kuren; those whose
ranks are not full are to be recruited fromthe renmains of the

Per eyasl avsky kuren. Inspect themall anew. G ve a |oaf and a beaker
to each Cossack to strengthen him But surely every one nust be
satiated fromlast night; for all stuffed thenselves so that, to tel

the truth, I amonly surprised that no one burst in the night. And
here is one further command: if any Jew spirit-seller sells a Cossack
so nuch as a single jug of brandy, | will nail pig's ears to his very

forehead, the dog, and hang himup by his feet. To work, brothers, to
wor k! "

Thus did the Koschevoi give his orders. Al bowed to their girdles,
and wi thout putting on their caps set out for their waggons and canps.
It was only when they had gone sone distance that they covered

t hensel ves. All began to equip thenselves: they tested their swords,
poured powder fromthe sacks into their powder-flasks, drew up and
arranged t he waggons, and | ooked to their horses.

On his way to his band, Taras wondered what had becone of Andrii;
coul d he have been captured and found while asleep wth the others?
But no, Andrii was not the man to go alive into captivity. Yet he was
not to be seen anong the slaughtered Cossacks. Taras pondered deeply
and went past his nmen without hearing that sone one had for sone tine
been cal ling himby nanme. "Wio wants ne?" he said, finally arousing
himself fromhis reflections. Before himstood the Jew, Yankel. "Lord
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colonel! lord colonel!" said the Jewin a hasty and broken voice, as
t hough desirous of revealing sonmething not utterly useless, "I have
been in the city, lord colonel!"

Taras | ooked at the Jew, and wondered how he had succeeded in getting
into the city. "What eneny took you there?"

“I wll tell you at once," said Yankel. "As soon as | heard the uproar
this norning, when the Cossacks began to fire, | seized ny caftan and,
W t hout stopping to put it on, ran at the top of ny speed, thrusting
nmy arns in on the way, because | wanted to know as soon as possible

t he cause of the noise and why the Cossacks were firing at dawn. | ran
to the very gate of the city, at the nonent when the |last of the arny
was passing through. | |ooked, and in command of the rearguard was
Cornet Gal yandovitch. He is a man well known to ne; he has owed ne a
hundred ducats these three years past. | ran after him as though to
claimthe debt of him and so entered the city with them"

“"You entered the city, and wanted himto settle the debt!" said Bul ba;
"and he did not order you to be hung |ike a dog on the spot?"

"By heavens, he did want to hang ne," replied the Jew, "his servants
had al ready seized ne and thrown a rope about ny neck. But | besought
the noble lord, and said that | would wait for the noney as |ong as
his |ordship |iked, and promsed to lend himnore if he would only
help ne to collect ny debts fromthe other nobles; for | can tell ny
|l ord that the noble cornet had not a ducat in his pocket, although he
has farns and estates and four castles and steppe-land that extends
clear to Schklof; but he has not a penny, any nore than a Cossack. If
the Breslau Jews had not equi pped him he would never have gone on
this canpaign. That was the reason he did not go to the Diet."

“"What did you do in the city? Did you see any of our people?"

“"Certainly, there are many of themthere: Itzok, Rachum Sanuel,
Khai val kh, Evrei the pawnbroker--"

“"May they die, the dogs!" shouted Taras in a rage. "Wiy do you nane
your Jewi sh tribe to ne? | ask you about our Zaporozhtzi."

"I saw none of our Zaporozhtzi; | saw only Lord Andrii."

“"You saw Andrii!" shouted Bul ba. "Wat is he doing? Were did you see
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hin? In a dungeon? in a pit? dishonoured? bound?"

“"Who woul d dare to bind Lord Andrii? now he is so grand a knight. |
hardly recognised him Gold on his shoulders and his belt, gold
everywhere about hin as the sun shines in spring, when every bird
twtters and sings in the orchard, so he shines, all gold. And his
horse, which the Waiwode hinself gave him is the very best; that
horse alone is worth two hundred ducats."

Bul ba was petrified. "Wiwy has he put on foreign garnents?"

"He put them on because they were finer. And he rides about, and the
others ride about, and he teaches them and they teach him |ike the
very grandest Polish noble."

"Who forced himto do this?"

"l should not say that he had been forced. Does not ny |ord know that
he went over to themof his own free will?"

"Who went over ?"

“Lord Andrii."

"Went where?"

"Went over to their side; he is now a thorough foreigner."

“"You lie, you hog's ear!"

"How is it possible that | should lie? AmI| a fool, that | should lie?
Wuld | lie at the risk of ny head? Do not | know that Jews are hung

| i ke dogs if they |lie to nobles?"

“"Then it nmeans, according to you, he has betrayed his native |land and
his faith?"

"l do not say that he has betrayed anything; | nerely said that he had
gone over to the other side."

“"You lie, you inp of a Jew Such a deed was never known in a Christian
| and. You are nmaking a m stake, dog!"
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“"May the grass grow upon the threshold of ny house if | am m st aken!
May every one spit upon the grave of ny father, ny nother, ny father's
father, and ny nother's father, if I ammstaken! If ny lord w shed |
can even tell himwhy he went over to them"

n W]y?"

"The WAi wode has a beautiful daughter. Holy Father! what a beauty!”
Here the Jew tried his utnost to express beauty by extending his
hands, screwing up his eyes, and twisting his nouth to one side as
t hough tasting sonething on trial.

"Well, what of that?"

"He did it all for her, he went there for her sake. When a man is in
| ove, then all things are the sane to him Ilike the sole of a shoe
whi ch you can bend in any direction if you soak it in water."

Bul ba refl ected deeply. He renenbered the power of weak wonman--how she
had ruined many a strong man, and that this was the weak point in
Andrii's nature--and stood for sone tine in one spot, as though rooted
there. "Listen, ny lord, | will tell nmy lord all,"” said the Jew. "As
soon as | heard the uproar, and saw them going through the city gate,

| seized a string of pearls, in case of any energency. For there are
beauti es and nobl e-wonen there; 'and if there are beauties and

nobl e-wonen,' | said to nyself, "they will buy pearls, even if they
have nothing to eat.' And, as soon as ever the cornet's servants had
set me at liberty, | hastened to the Wai wode's residence to sell ny
pearls. | asked all manner of questions of the lady's Tatar maid; the

wedding is to take place imedi ately, as soon as they have driven off
t he Zaporozhtzi. Lord Andrii has promsed to drive off the
Zaporovi ans. "

“"And you did not kill himon the spot, you devil's brat?" shouted
Bul ba.
"Why should I kill hinf He went over of his owmn free will. What is his

crime? He liked it better there, so he went there."
“"And you saw himface to face?"

"Face to face, by heavens! such a magnificent warrior! nore splendid
than all the rest. God bless him he knew ne, and when | approached
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hi m he said at once--"
"What did he say?"

"He said-- First he beckoned ne with his finger, and then he said,
‘Yankel!' Lord Andrii said, 'Yankel, tell ny father, tell ny brother,
tell all the Cossacks, all the Zaporozhtzi, everybody, that ny father
I's no longer ny father, nor ny brother nmy brother, nor ny conrades ny
conrades; and that I wll fight themall, all.""

“"You lie, inp of a Jew" shouted Taras, beside hinself. "You lie, dog!
Il wll kill you, Satan! Get away from here! if not, death awaits you!"
So saying, Taras drew his sword.

The terrified Jew set off instantly, at the full speed of his thin,
shrunken legs. He ran for a long tine, wthout |ooking back, through
t he Cossack canp, and then far out on the deserted plain, although
Taras did not chase himat all, reasoning that it was foolish to thus
vent his rage on the first person who presented hinself.

Then he recollected that he had seen Andrii on the previous night
traversing the canp with sone wonman, and he bowed his grey head. Stil
he woul d not believe that so disgraceful a thing could have happened,
and that his own son had betrayed his faith and soul.

Finally he placed his nen in anbush in a wood--the only one which had
not been burned by the Cossacks--whil st the Zaporozhi ans, foot and
horse, set out for the three gates by three different roads. One after
anot her the kurens turned out: Qumansky, Popovi chesky, Kanevsky,

St ebl i kovsky, Nezanmmai kovsky, Gurgazif, Titarevsky, Tom schevsky. The
Per eyasl avsky kuren al one was wanting. Its Cossacks had snoked and
drank to their destruction. Sone awoke to find thensel ves bound in the
eneny's hands; others never woke at all but passed in their sleep into
the danp earth; and the hetman Khlib hinself, mnus his trousers and
accoutrenents, found hinself in the canp of the Lyakhs.

The uproar anong the Zaporozhtzi was heard in the city. Al the

besi eged hastened to the ranparts, and a |lively scene was presented to
t he Cossacks. The handsone Polish heroes thronged on the wall. The
brazen hel nets of sonme shone |like the sun, and were adorned with
feathers white as swans. O hers wore pink and bl ue caps, drooping over
one ear, and caftans with the sl eeves thrown back, enbroidered with
gold. Their weapons were richly nounted and very costly, as were their
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equi pnments. In the front rank the Budzhakovsky col onel stood proudly

in his red cap ornanented with gold. He was a tall, stout man, and his
rich and anple caftan hardly covered him Near the side gate stood
anot her colonel. He was a dried-up little man, but his small, piercing

eyes gl eaned sharply fromunder his thick and shaggy brows, and as he
turned quickly on all sides, notioning boldly with his thin, wthered
hand, and giving out his orders, it was evident that, in spite of his
little body, he understood mlitary science thoroughly. Not far from
himstood a very tall cornet, with thick noustaches and a

hi ghl y- col oured conpl exi on--a noble fond of strong nead and hearty
revelry. Behind them were nmany nobl es who had equi pped thensel ves,
sonme with their own ducats, sone fromthe royal treasury, sonme wth
noney obtained fromthe Jews, by pawning everything they found in
their ancestral castles. Many too were parasites, whomthe senators
took with themto dinners for show, and who stole silver cups fromthe
tabl e and the sideboard, and when the day's display was over nounted
sone nobl e's coach-box and drove his horses. There were folk of all

ki nds there. Sonetinmes they had not enough to drink, but all were
equi pped for war.

The Cossack ranks stood quietly before the walls. There was no gol d
about them save where it shone on the hilt of a sword or the

nmounti ngs of a gun. The Zaporozhtzi were not given to decking

t hensel ves out gaily for battle: their coats-of-mail and garnents were
pl ain, and their bl ack-bordered red-crowned caps showed darkly in the
di st ance.

Two nen--Ckhrim Nasch and M ki ga Gol okopui t enko--advanced fromthe
Zaporozhi an ranks. One was quite young, the other older; both fierce

I n words, and not bad speci nens of Cossacks in action. They were

foll owed by Dem d Popovitch, a strongly built Cossack who had been
hangi ng about the Setch for a long tinme, after having been in

Adri anopl e and undergoing a great deal in the course of his life. He
had been burned, and had escaped to the Setch with bl ackened head and
si nged noustaches. But Popovitch recovered, let his hair grow, raised
noust aches thick and black as pitch, and was a stout fellow, according
to his own biting speech.

"Red jackets on all the arny, but |I should |ike to know what sort of
men are under them" he cried.

“I will show you," shouted the stout colonel fromabove. "I wll
capture the whol e of you. Surrender your guns and horses, slaves. D d
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you see how | caught your nen?--Bring out a Zaporozhetz on the wall
for themto see."

And they |let out a Zaporozhetz bound wth stout cords.

Before them stood Khlib, the hetman of the Pereyasl avsky kuren,

W t hout his trousers or accoutrenents, just as they had captured him
in his drunken sleep. He bowed his head in shane before the Cossacks
at his nakedness, and at having been thus taken |like a dog, while
asleep. His hair had turned grey in one night.

"Gieve not, Khlib: we will rescue you," shouted the Cossacks from
bel ow.
"Gieve not, friend," cried the hetman Borodaty. "It is not your fault

t hat they caught you naked: that m sfortune m ght happen to any nan.
But it is a disgrace to themthat they should have exposed you to
di shonour, and not covered your nakedness decently."

"You seemto be a brave arny when you have people who are asleep to
fight," remarked Gol okopuitenko, glancing at the ranparts.

"Wait a bit, we'll singe your top-knots for you!" was the reply.

"l should |ike to see them singe our scalp |locks!" said Popovitch,
pranci ng about before themon his horse; and then, glancing at his
conr ades, he added, "Well, perhaps the Lyakhs speak the truth: if that
fat-bellied fellow |l eads them they will all find a good shelter."

"Why do you think they will find a good shelter?" asked the Cossacks,
know ng t hat Popovitch was probably preparing sone repartee.

"Because the whole arny wll hide behind him and the devil hinself
couldn't help you to reach any one with your spear through that belly
of his!"

The Cossacks | aughed, sone of them shaking their heads and sayi ng,
"What a fellow Popovitch is for a joke! but now-" But the Cossacks
had not tine to explain what they neant by that "now "

"Fall back, fall back quickly fromthe wall!" shouted the Koschevoi,

seeing that the Lyakhs could not endure these biting words, and that
t he col onel was wavi ng his hand.
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The Cossacks had hardly retreated fromthe wall before the grape-shot
rai ned down. On the ranparts all was excitenent, and the grey-haired
Wai wode hi nsel f appeared on horseback. The gates opened and the
garrison sallied forth. In the van cane hussars in orderly ranks,
behind themthe horsenen in arnour, and then the heroes in brazen

hel nets; after whomrode singly the highest nobility, each man
accoutred as he pleased. These haughty nobles would not mingle in the
ranks with others, and such of them as had no commands rode apart with
their own i medi ate foll ow ng. Next cane sone nore conpani es, and
after these the cornet, then nore files of nen, and the stout col onel;
and in the rear of the whole force the little colonel.

"Keep themfromformng in linel" shouted the Koschevoi; "let all the
kurens attack them at once! Block the other gate! Titarevsky kuren,
fall on one flank! Dyadovsky kuren, charge on the other! Attack them
in the rear, Kukubenko and Palivod! Check them break them " The
Cossacks attacked on all sides, throwi ng the Lyakhs into confusion and
getting confused thensel ves. They did not even give the foe tine to
fire, it came to swords and spears at once. Al fought hand to hand,
and each man had an opportunity to distinguish hinself.

Dem d Popovitch speared three soldiers, and struck two of the highest
nobles fromtheir saddl es, saying, "Good horses! | have | ong wanted
just such horses."” And he drove the horses far afield, shouting to the
Cossacks standi ng about to catch them Then he rushed again into the
fray, fell upon the disnounted nobles, slew one, and throwing his

| asso round the neck of the other, tied himto his saddl e and dragged
hi m over the plain, after having taken fromhimhis sword fromits
rich hilt and renoved fromhis girdle a whole bag of ducats.

Kobita, a good Cossack, though still very young, attacked one of the
bravest nmen in the Polish arny, and they fought |ong together. They
grappl ed, and the Cossack mastering his foe, and throw ng hi m down,
stabbed himin the breast with his sharp Turkish knife. But he did not
| ook out for hinself, and a bullet struck himon the tenple. The nman
who struck hi mdown was the nost distinguished of the nobles, the
handsonest scion of an ancient and princely race. Like a stately

popl ar, he bestrode his dun-col oured steed, and many heroi c deeds did
he perform He cut two Cossacks in twain. Fedor Korzh, the brave
Cossack, he overthrew together with his horse, shooting the steed and
pi cking off the rider with his spear. Many heads and hands did he hew
of f; and slew Kobita by sending a bullet through his tenple.
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"There's a man | should |ike to neasure strength with!" shouted
Kukubenko, the hetnman of the Nezamai kovsky kuren. Spurring his horse,
he dashed straight at the Pole's back, shouting |loudly, so that all
who stood near shuddered at the unearthly yell. The boyard tried to
wheel his horse suddenly and face him but his horse would not obey
him scared by the terrible cry, it bounded aside, and the Lyakh

recei ved Kukubenko's fire. The ball struck himin the shoul der- bl ade,
and he rolled fromhis saddle. Even then he did not surrender and
strove to deal his eneny a blow, but his hand was weak. Kukubenko,
taki ng his heavy sword in both hands, thrust it through his nouth. The
sword, breaking out two teeth, cut the tongue in twain, pierced the

W ndpi pe, and penetrated deep into the earth, nailing himto the
ground. H's noble blood, red as viburnum berries beside the river,
welled forth in a streamstaining his yell ow, gol d-enbroidered caftan.
But Kukubenko had already left him and was forcing his way, with his
Nezamai kovsky kuren, towards anot her group.

"He has left untouched rich plunder,"” said Borodaty, hetman of the
Qumansky kuren, leaving his nen and going to the place where the

nobl eman killed by Kukubenko lay. "I have killed seven nobles with ny
own hand, but such spoil | never beheld on any one." Pronpted by
greed, Borodaty bent down to strip off the rich arnour, and had

al ready secured the Turkish knife set with precious stones, and taken
fromthe foe's belt a purse of ducats, and fromhis breast a silver
case containing a maiden's curl, cherished tenderly as a | ove-token.
But he heeded not how the red-faced cornet, whom he had al ready once
hurled fromthe saddl e and given a good blow as a renenbrance, flew
upon himfrom behind. The cornet swung his armwith all his m ght, and
brought his sword down upon Borodaty's bent neck. Geed led to no
good: the head rolled off, and the body fell headl ess, sprinkling the
earth wth blood far and wi de; whilst the Cossack soul ascended,

I ndi gnant and surprised at having so soon quitted so stout a frane.
The cornet had not succeeded in seizing the hetman's head by its
scal p-l ock, and fastening it to his saddle, before an avenger had
arrived.

As a hawk floating in the sky, sweeping in great circles with his
m ghty w ngs, suddenly remains poised in air, in one spot, and thence

darts down |i ke an arrow upon the shrieking quail, so Taras's son
Ostap darted suddenly upon the cornet and flung a rope about his neck
with one cast. The cornet's red face becane a still deeper purple as

t he cruel noose conpressed his throat, and he tried to use his pistol;
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but his convul sively quivering hand could not aimstraight, and the
bullet flewwld across the plain. OGstap i medi ately unfastened a

sil ken cord which the cornet carried at his saddle bow to bind
prisoners, and having with it bound himhand and foot, attached the
cord to his saddl e and dragged himacross the field, calling on all

t he Cossacks of the Qumansky kuren to conme and render the | ast honours
to their hetnan.

When the Qumantzi heard that the hetman of their kuren, Borodaty, was
no | onger anong the living, they deserted the field of battle, rushed
to secure his body, and consulted at once as to whomthey shoul d
select as their leader. At length they said, "But why consult? It is

| npossible to find a better |eader than Bul ba's son, Ostap; he is
younger than all the rest of us, it is true; but his judgnent is equal
to that of the eldest."

Ostap, taking off his cap, thanked his conrades for the honour, and
did not decline it on the ground of youth or inexperience, know ng
that war tine is no fitting season for that; but instantly ordered
themstraight to the fray, and soon showed themthat not in vain had
t hey chosen himas hetman. The Lyakhs felt that the nmatter was grow ng
too hot for them and retreated across the plain in order to form
again at its other end. But the little colonel signalled to the
reserve of four hundred, stationed at the gate, and these rai ned shot
upon the Cossacks. To little purpose, however, their shot only taking
effect on the Cossack oxen, which were gazing wldly upon the battle.
The frightened oxen, bellowing with fear, dashed into the canp,
breaki ng the |Iine of waggons and tranpling on many. But Taras,
energi ng fromanbush at the nonent with his troops, headed off the
infuriated cattle, which, startled by his yell, swooped down upon the
Polish troops, overthrew the cavalry, and crushed and di spersed them
al | .

"Thank you, oxen!" cried the Zaporozhtzi; "you served us on the march,
and now you serve us in war." And they attacked the foe with fresh
vigour killing many of the eneny. Several distinguished

t hensel ves--Metelitza and Schil o, both of the Pisarenki, Vovtuzenko,
and many ot hers. The Lyakhs seeing that nmatters were going badly for
them flung away their banners and shouted for the city gates to be
opened. Wth a screeching sound the iron-bound gates swng open and
recei ved the weary and dust-covered riders, flocking |like sheep into a
fold. Many of the Zaporozhtzi would have pursued them but Ostap
stopped his Qumantzi, saying, "Farther, farther fromthe walls,
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brother gentles! it is not well to approach themtoo closely." He
spoke truly; for fromthe ranparts the foe rained and poured down
everythi ng which cane to hand, and many were struck. At that nonent

t he Koschevoi cane up and congratulated him saying, "Here is the new
het man | eading the arny |like an old one!" A d Bul ba glanced round to
see the new hetman, and beheld Gstap sitting on his horse at the head
of the Qumantzi, his cap on one side and the hetman's staff in his
hand. "Who ever saw the like!" he exclained;, and the old nman rejoiced,
and began to thank all the Qumantzi for the honour they had conferred
upon his son.

The Cossacks retired, preparing to go into canp; but the Lyakhs showed
t hensel ves again on the city ranparts with tattered nmantles. Many rich
caftans were spotted with bl ood, and dust covered the brazen hel nets.

"Have you bound us?" cried the Zaporozhtzi to them from bel ow.

"W will do so!" shouted the big colonel fromabove, showi ng them a
rope. The weary, dust-covered warriors ceased not to threaten, nor the
nost zeal ous on both sides to exchange fierce renarks.

At length all dispersed. Sone, weary wth battle, stretched thensel ves
out to rest; others sprinkled their wounds with earth, and bound them
with kerchiefs and rich stuffs captured fromthe eneny. O hers, who
were fresher, began to inspect the corpses and to pay themthe | ast
honours. They dug graves wth swords and spears, brought earth in
their caps and the skirts of their garnents, laid the Cossacks' bodies
out decently, and covered themup in order that the ravens and eagl es
m ght not claw out their eyes. But binding the bodies of the Lyakhs,
as they cane to hand, to the tails of horses, they |let these | oose on
the plain, pursuing themand beating themfor sone tine. The

i nfuriated horses flew over hill and hollow, through ditch and brook,
draggi ng the bodies of the Poles, all covered with blood and dust,

al ong the ground.

Al the kurens sat down in circles in the evening, and tal ked for a
long tinme of their deeds, and of the achievenents which had fallen to
the share of each, for repetition by strangers and posterity. It was

| ong before they lay down to sleep; and longer still before old Taras,
meditating what it mght signify that Andrii was not anong the foe,

| ay down. Had the Judas been ashaned to cone forth against his own
countrynmen? or had the Jew been deceiving him and had he sinply gone
into the city against his will? But then he recollected that there
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were no bounds to a woman's influence upon Andrii's heart; he felt
ashaned, and swore a mghty oath to hinself against the fair Pole who
had bew tched his son. And he woul d have kept his oath. He woul d not
have | ooked at her beauty; he would have dragged her forth by her
thick and splendid hair; he would have trailed her after himover all
the plain, anong all the Cossacks. Her beautiful shoul ders and bosom
white as fresh-fallen snow upon the nountain-tops, would have been
crushed to earth and covered with bl ood and dust. Her |ovely body
woul d have been torn to pieces. But Taras, who did not foresee what
God prepares for man on the norrow, began to grow drowsy, and finally
fell asleep. The Cossacks still tal ked anong thensel ves; and the sober
sentinel stood all night long beside the fire w thout blinking and
keepi ng a good | ook out on all sides.

CHAPTER VI | |

The sun had not ascended m dway in the heavens when all the arny
assenbled in a group. News had cone fromthe Setch that during the
Cossacks' absence the Tatars had plundered it conpletely, unearthed
the treasures which were kept concealed in the ground, killed or
carried into captivity all who had renai ned behi nd, and strai ghtway
set out, with all the flocks and droves of horses they had coll ected,
for Perekop. One Cossack only, Mksin Gl odukha, had broken | oose from
the Tatars' hands, stabbed the Mrza, seized his bag of sequins, and
on a Tatar horse, in Tatar garnents, had fled fromhis pursuers for
two nights and a day and a half, ridden his horse to death, obtained
another, killed that one too, and arrived at the Zaporozhi an canp upon
a third, having | earned upon the road that the Zaporozhtzi were before
Dubno. He could only manage to tell themthat this m sfortune had
taken place; but as to how it happened--whet her the remaining

Zapor ozht zi had been carousing after Cossack fashion, and had been
carried drunk into captivity, and how the Tatars were aware of the
spot where the treasures of the arny were conceal ed--he was too
exhausted to say. Extrenely fatigued, his body swollen, and his face
scorched and weat herbeaten, he had fallen down, and a deep sleep had
over powered him

I n such cases it was customary for the Cossacks to pursue the robbers
at once, endeavouring to overtake themon the road; for, let the
prisoners once be got to the bazaars of Asia Mnor, Snyrna, or the

I sland of Crete, and God knows in what places the tufted heads of
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Zapor ozhtzi m ght not be seen. This was the occasion of the Cossacks'
assenbling. They all stood to a man with their caps on; for they had
not net to listen to the conmands of their hetman, but to take counsel
t oget her as equals anong equals. "Let the old nen first advise," was
shouted to the crowd. "Let the Koschevoi give his opinion," cried

ot hers.

The Koschevoi, taking off his cap and speaking not as conmander, but
as a conrade anong conrades, thanked all the Cossacks for the honour,
and said, "There are anong us many experienced nen and nuch w sdom
but since you have thought ne worthy, ny counsel is not to |ose tine
I n pursuing the Tatars, for you know yourselves what the Tatar is. He
w Il not pause with his stolen booty to await our com ng, but wll
vanish in a twnkling, so that you can find no trace of him Therefore
nmy advice is to go. W have had good sport here. The Lyakhs now know
what Cossacks are. W have avenged our faith to the extent of our
ability; there is not nuch to satisfy greed in the fam shed city, and
so ny advice is to go."

“"To go," rang heavily through the Zaporozhi an kurens. But such words
did not suit Taras Bulba at all; and he brought his frowning,
iron-grey brows still |ower down over his eyes, brows |ike bushes
growi ng on dark nountain heights, whose crowns are suddenly covered
with sharp northern frost.

“No, Koschevoi, your counsel is not good," said he. "You cannot say
that. You have evidently forgotten that those of our nen captured by
the Lyakhs will remain prisoners. You evidently wish that we shoul d
not heed the first holy | aw of conradeship; that we should | eave our
brethren to be flayed alive, or carried about through the towns and
villages after their Cossack bodi es have been quartered, as was done
with the hetman and the bravest Russian warriors in the Ukraine. Have
t he eneny not desecrated the holy things sufficiently without that?
What are we? | ask you all what sort of a Cossack is he who woul d
desert his conrade in msfortune, and let himperish like a dog in a
foreign land? If it has cone to such a pass that no one has any
confidence in Cossack honour, permtting nen to spit upon his grey
nmoust ache, and upbraid himw th offensive words, then |let no one bl ane
me; | will remain here alone.™

Al'l the Zaporozhtzi who were there wavered.

"And have you forgotten, brave conrades," said the Koschevoi, "that
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the Tatars al so have conrades of ours in their hands; that if we do
not rescue themnow their lives will be sacrificed in eternal

| npri sonnment anong the infidels, which is worse than the nost cruel
deat h? Have you forgotten that they now hold all our treasure, won by
Christian bl ood?"

The Cossacks reflected, not know ng what to say. None of them w shed
to deserve ill repute. Then there stepped out in front of themthe

ol dest in years of all the Zaporozhian arny, Kasyan Bovdug. He was
respected by all the Cossacks. Twi ce had he been chosen Koschevoi, and
had al so been a stout warrior; but he had |Iong been old, and had
ceased to go upon raids. Neither did the old man i ke to give advice
to any one; but loved to |lie upon his side in the circle of Cossacks,
|istening to tales of every occurrence on the Cossack marches. He
never joined in the conversation, but only |listened, and pressed the
ashes wth his finger in his short pipe, which never left his nouth;
and would sit so long with his eyes half open, that the Cossacks never
knew whet her he were asleep or still listening. He al ways stayed at
home during their raids, but this tine the old man had joined the
arny. He had waved his hand in Cossack fashion, and said, "Werever
you go, | amgoing too; perhaps | nay be of sone service to the
Cossack nation." All the Cossacks becane silent when he now stepped
forward before the assenbly, for it was | ong since any speech from him
had been heard. Every one wanted to know what Bovdug had to say.

“I't is ny turn to speak a word, brother gentles,” he began: "listen,
ny children, to an old man. The Koschevoi spoke well as the head of

t he Cossack arny; being bound to protect it, and in respect to the
treasures of the arnmy he could say nothing wiser. That is so! Let that
be ny first remark; but now listen to ny second. And this is ny second
remar k: Taras spoke even nore truly. God grant him many years, and
that such [ eaders may be plentiful in the Ukraine! A Cossack's first
duty and honour is to guard conradeship. Never in all ny life, brother
gentl es, have | heard of any Cossack deserting or betraying any of his
conrades. Both those made captive at the Setch and these taken here
are our conrades. Whether they be few or nmany, it nakes no difference;
all are our conrades, and all are dear to us. So this is ny speech:

Let those to whomthe prisoners captured by the Tatars are dear set
out after the Tatars; and let those to whomthe captives of the Pol es
are dear, and who do not care to desert a righteous cause, stay

behi nd. The Koschevoi, in accordance with his duty, wll acconpany one
half in pursuit of the Tatars, and the other half can choose a hetman
to lead them But if you wll heed the words of an old nman, there is
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no man fitter to be the commandi ng hetman than Taras Bul ba. Not one of
us is his equal in heroism"

Thus spoke Bovdug, and paused; and all the Cossacks rejoiced that the
old man had in this manner brought themto an agreenent. Al flung up
their caps and shouted, "Thanks, father! He kept silence for a |ong,

| ong tinme, but he has spoken at last. Not in vain did he say, when we
prepared for this expedition, that he mght be useful to the Cossack
nation: even so it has cone to pass!"

“Well, are you agreed upon anythi ng?" asked the Koschevoi .
“"We are all agreed!" cried the Cossacks.
“"Then the council is at an end?"

“"At an end!" cried the Cossacks.

“"Then listen to the mlitary conmand, children," said the Koschevoi,
stepping forward, and putting on his cap; whilst all the Cossacks took
off theirs, and stood with uncovered heads, and with eyes fixed upon
the earth, as was always the custom anong t hem when the | eader
prepared to speak. "Now divide yourselves, brother gentles! Let those
who wi sh to go stand on the right, and those who wish to stay, on the
| eft. Where the majority of a kuren goes there its officers are to go:
If the mnority of a kuren goes over, it nust be added to another
kuren."

Then they began to take up their positions, sone to the right and sone
to the left. Wihither the majority of a kuren went thither the hetnman
went also; and the mnority attached itself to another kuren. It cane
out pretty even on both sides. Those who wi shed to remain were nearly
t he whol e of the Nezanmai kovsky kuren, the entire Qunmansky kuren, the
entire Kanevsky kuren, and the larger half of the Popovitchsky, the

Ti noschevsky and the Steblikivsky kurens. Al the rest preferred to go
in pursuit of the Tatars. On both sides there were many stout and
brave Cossacks. Anong those who decided to follow the Tatars were
Tcherevaty, and those good ol d Cossacks Pokotipole, Lem sch, and

Pr okopovi tch Koma. Dem d Popovitch also went with that party, because
he could not sit long in one place: he had tried his hand on the
Lyakhs and wanted to try it on the Tatars al so. The hetmans of kurens
wer e Nostiugan, Pokruischka, Nevni nsky, and nunerous brave and
renowned Cossacks who wi shed to test their swords and nuscles in an
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encounter with the Tatars. There were |i kew se many brave Cossacks
anong those who preferred to remain, including the kuren hetnans,

Dem trovitch, Kukubenko, Vertikhvist, Balan, and Ostap Bul ba. Besi des
these there were plenty of stout and distinguished warriors:

Vovt uzenko, Tcherevitchenko, Stepan Guska, Ohrim Guska, Vikola
Gonstiy, Zadorozhniy, Metelitza, |van Zakrutiguba, Msiy Pisarenko,
and still another Pisarenko, and nmany others. They were all great
travellers; they had visited the shores of Anatolia, the salt marshes
and steppes of the Crinea, all the rivers great and small which enpty
into the Dnieper, and all the fords and islands of the Dnieper; they
had been in Ml davia, Wallachia, and Turkey; they had sailed all over
the Black Sea, in their doubl e-ruddered Cossack boats; they had
attacked wwth fifty skiffs in line the tallest and richest ships; they
had sunk many a Turkish galley, and had burnt nuch, very nuch powder
in their day; nore than once they had nade foot-bandages from vel vets
and rich stuffs; nore than once they had beaten buckles for their
girdl es out of sequins. Every one of them had drunk and revell ed away
what woul d have sufficed any other for a whole lifetine, and had
nothing to show for it. They spent it all, |ike Cossacks, in treating
all the world, and in hiring nusic that every one mght be nerry. Even
now few of them had amassed any property: sone caskets, cups, and
bracel ets were hidden beneath the reeds on the islands of the Dnieper
in order that the Tatars mght not find themif by m shap they shoul d
succeed in falling suddenly on the Setch; but it would have been
difficult for the Tatars to find them for the owners thensel ves had
forgotten where they had buried them Such were the Cossacks who

wi shed to renmain and take vengeance on the Lyakhs for their trusty
conrades and the faith of Christ. The old Cossack Bovdug w shed al so
to remain wwth them saying, "I amnot of an age to pursue the Tatars,
but this is a place to neet a good Cossack death. | have | ong prayed
God that when ny life was to end | mght end it in battle for a holy
and Christian cause. And so it has cone to pass. There can be no nore
glorious end in any other place for the aged Cossack."

When they had all separated, and were ranged in two |ines on opposite
si des, the Koschevoi passed through the ranks, and said, "Well,
brother gentles, are the two parties satisfied with each ot her?"

"All satisfied, father!" replied the Cossacks.

"Then kiss each other, and bid each other farewell; for God knows

whet her you will ever see each other alive again. Oobey your hetman,
but you know yoursel ves what you have to do: you know yoursel ves what
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Cossack honour requires."

And all the Cossacks kissed each other. The hetmans first began it.
Stroki ng down their grey noustaches, they kissed each other, nmaking
the sign of the cross, and then, grasping hands firmy, wanted to ask
of each other, "Well, brother, shall we see one another again or not?"
But they did not ask the question: they kept silence, and both
grey-heads were lost in thought. Then the Cossacks took | eave of each
other to the |ast nman, knowi ng that there was a great deal of work
before themall. Yet they were not obliged to part at once: they would
have to wait until night in order not to |l et the Lyakhs perceive the
dimnution in the Cossack arny. Then all went off, by kurens, to dine.

After dinner, all who had the prospect of the journey before theml| ay
down to rest, and fell into a deep and | ong sl eep, as though
foreseeing that it was the |last sleep they should enjoy in such
security. They slept even until sunset; and when the sun had gone down
and it had grown sonewhat dusky, began to tar the waggons. All being

I n readi ness, they sent the waggons ahead, and having pulled off their
caps once nore to their conrades, quietly followed the baggage train.
The cavalry, w thout shouts or whistles to the horses, tranped lightly
after the foot-soldiers, and all soon vanished in the darkness. The
only sound was the dull thud of horses' hoofs, or the squeak of sone
wheel which had not got into working order, or had not been properly
tarred am d the darkness.

Their conrades stood for sone tine waving their hands, though nothing
was Vi sible. But when they returned to their canping places and saw by
the Iight of the gleam ng stars that half the waggons were gone, and
many of their conrades, each man's heart grew sad; all becane

I nvoluntarily pensive, and drooped their heads towards the earth.

Taras saw how troubl ed were the Cossack ranks, and that sadness,
unsuited to brave nen, had begun to quietly master the Cossack hearts;
but he remained silent. He wished to give themtine to becone
accustoned to the nelancholy caused by their parting fromtheir

conr ades; but, neanwhile, he was preparing to rouse them at one bl ow,
by a | oud battle-cry in Cossack fashion, in order that good cheer

m ght return to the soul of each with greater strength than before. O
this only the Slav nature, a broad, powerful nature, which is to
others what the sea is to small rivulets, is capable. In storny tines
It roars and thunders, raging, and raising such waves as weak rivers
cannot throw up; but when it is windless and quiet, it spreads its
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boundl ess gl assy surface, clearer than any river, a constant deli ght
to the eye.

Taras ordered his servants to unl oad one of the waggons whi ch stood
apart. It was larger and stronger than any other in the Cossack canp;
two stout tires encircled its mghty wheels. It was heavily | aden,
covered with horsecloths and strong wol f-skins, and firmly bound with
tightly drawn tarred ropes. In the waggon were flasks and casks of
good old wne, which had long lain in Taras's cellar. He had brought

it along, in case a nonent should arrive when sone deed awaited them
wort hy of bei ng handed down to posterity, so that each Cossack, to the
very last man, mght quaff it, and be inspired with sentinents fitting
to the occasion. On receiving his command, the servants hastened to

t he waggon, hewed asunder the stout ropes with their swords, renoved
the thick wol f-skins and horsecloths, and drew forth the flasks and
casks.

"Take themall," said Bulba, "all there are; take them that every one
may be supplied. Take jugs, or the pails for watering the horses; take
sl eeve or cap; but if you have nothing else, then hold your two hands
under."

Al'l the Cossacks seized sonething: one took a jug, another a pail,
anot her a sl eeve, another a cap, and another held both hands. Taras's
servants, nmaking their way anong the ranks, poured out for all from

t he casks and flasks. But Taras ordered themnot to drink until he
should give the signal for all to drink together. It was evident that
he w shed to say sonething. He knew that however good in itself the

wi ne m ght be and however fitted to strengthen the spirit of man, yet,
If a suitable speech were linked with it, then the strength of the

wi ne and of the spirit would be doubl ed.

"I treat you, brother gentles," thus spoke Bul ba, "not in honour of
your havi ng nade ne het man, however great such an honour nay be, nor

I n honour of our parting fromour conrades. To do both woul d be
fitting at a fitting tinme; but the nonent before us is not such a
time. The work before us is great both in |abour and in glory for the
Cossacks. Therefore let us drink all together, let us drink before all
el se to the holy orthodox faith, that the day may finally cone when it
may be spread over all the world, and that everywhere there may be but
one faith, and that all Missul mans may becone Christians. And | et us
al so drink together to the Setch, that it nmay stand long for the ruin
of the Mussul mans, and that every year there may issue forth fromit
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young nmen, each better, each handsoner than the other. And |l et us

drink to our own glory, that our grandsons and their sons nay say that
there were once nen who were not ashaned of conradeship, and who never
betrayed each other. Now to the faith, brother gentles, to the faith!"

“"To the faith!" cried those standing in the ranks hard by, with thick
voices. "To the faith!" those nore distant took up the cry; and all,
both young and old, drank to the faith.

"To the Setch!" said Taras, raising his hand hi gh above his head.

“"To the Setch!" echoed the forenost ranks. "To the Setch!" said the
old nen, softly, twitching their grey noustaches; and eagerly as young
hawks, the youths repeated, "To the Setch!" And the distant plain
heard how t he Cossacks nentioned their Setch.

“"Now a | ast draught, conrades, to the glory of all Christians now
living in the world!"

And every Cossack drank a | ast draught to the glory of all Christians
in the world. And anong all the ranks in the kurens they | ong
repeated, "To all the Christians in the world!"

The pails were enpty, but the Cossacks still stood with their hands
uplifted. Although the eyes of all gleaned brightly with the w ne,
they were thinking deeply. Not of greed or the spoils of war were they
t hi nki ng now, nor of who would be |ucky enough to get ducats, fine
weapons, enbroi dered caftans, and Tcherkessi an horses; but they
neditated |i ke eagl es perched upon the rocky crests of nmountains, from
which the distant sea is visible, dotted, as with tiny birds, with
gal | eys, ships, and every sort of vessel, bounded only by the scarcely
visible lines of shore, with their ports like gnats and their forests
| i ke fine grass. Like eagles they gazed out on all the plain, with
their fate darkling in the distance. Al the plain, with its sl opes
and roads, will be covered with their white projecting bones, |avishly
washed wth their Cossack blood, and strewn with shattered waggons and
wi th broken swords and spears; the eagles wll swoop down and tear out
their Cossack eyes. But there is one grand advantage: not a single
nobl e deed will be lost, and the Cossack glory will not vanish |ike
the tiniest grain of powder froma gun-barrel. The guitar-player with
grey beard falling upon his breast, and perhaps a white-headed ol d man
still full of ripe, manly strength will conme, and will speak his | ow,
strong words of them And their glory wll resound through all the
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worl d, and all who are born thereafter will speak of them for the
word of power is carried afar, ringing |like a boom ng brazen bell, in
whi ch the maker has m ngled nuch rich, pure silver, that is beautiful
sound may be borne far and wi de through the cities, villages, huts,
and pal aces, summoning all betines to holy prayer.

CHAPTER | X

In the city, no one knew that one-half of the Cossacks had gone in
pursuit of the Tatars. Fromthe tower of the town hall the senti nel
only perceived that a part of the waggons had been dragged into the
forest; but it was thought that the Cossacks were preparing an
anbush--a view taken by the French engi neer also. Meanwhile, the
Koschevoi's words proved not unfounded, for a scarcity of provisions
arose in the city. According to a custom of past centuries, the arny
did not separate as nuch as was necessary. They tried to make a
sortie; but half of those who did so were instantly killed by the
Cossacks, and the other half driven back into the city with no
results. But the Jews availed thensel ves of the opportunity to find
out everything; whither and why the Zaporozhtzi had departed, and with
what | eaders, and which particular kurens, and their nunber, and how
many had remai ned on the spot, and what they intended to do; in short,
within a few mnutes all was known in the city.

The besi eged took courage, and prepared to offer battle. Taras had
already divined it fromthe noise and novenent in the city, and

hast ened about, making his arrangenents, formng his nen, and gi Vving
orders and instructions. He ranged the kurens in three canps,
surrounding themw th the waggons as bul warks--a formation in which

t he Zaporozhtzi were invincible--ordered two kurens into anbush, and
drove sharp stakes, broken guns, and fragnents of spears into a part
of the plain, with a viewto forcing the eneny's cavalry upon it if an
opportunity should present itself. Wien all was done whi ch was
necessary, he nmade a speech to the Cossacks, not for the purpose of
encouragi ng and freshening up their spirits--he knew their souls were
strong wthout that--but sinply because he wished to tell themall he
had upon his heart.

“I want to tell you, brother gentles, what our brotherhood is. You

have heard from your fathers and grandfathers in what honour our |and
has al ways been held by all. W nade oursel ves known to the G eeks,
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and we took gold from Constantinople, and our cities were |uxurious,
and we had, too, our tenples, and our princes--the princes of the
Russi an people, our own princes, not Catholic unbelievers. But the
Mussul mans took all; all vanished, and we renai ned defencel ess; yea,

| i ke a widow after the death of a powerful husband: defencel ess was
our |land as well as ourselves! Such was the tine, conrades, when we

j oined hands in a brotherhood: that is what our fellowship consists
in. There is no nore sacred brotherhood. The father |oves his
children, the nother |oves her children, the children | ove their
father and nother; but this is not |like that, brothers. The wil|ld beast
al so loves its young. But a man can be related only by simlarity of
m nd and not of blood. There have been brotherhoods in other |ands,
but never any such brotherhoods as on our Russian soil. It has
happened to many of you to be in foreign |lands. You | ook: there are
people there also, God's creatures, too; and you talk with them as
with the nen of your own country. But when it cones to saying a hearty
word--you will see. No! they are sensible people, but not the sane;

t he sane kind of people, and yet not the sane! No, brothers, to | ove
as the Russian soul loves, is to love not wwth the m nd or anything

el se, but with all that God has given, all that is wthin you. Ah!"
said Taras, and waved his hand, and w ped his grey head, and tw tched
hi s noustache, and then went on: "No, no one else can |ove in that
way! | know that baseness has now nade its way into our |and. Men care
only to have their ricks of grain and hay, and their droves of horses,
and that their nmead may be safe in their cellars; they adopt, the
devil only knows what Mussul man custons. They speak scornfully with
their tongues. They care not to speak their real thoughts with their
own countrynen. They sell their own things to their own conrades, |ike
soul l ess creatures in the market-place. The favour of a foreign king,
and not even a king, but the poor favour of a Polish magnate, who
beats themon the nouth with his yell ow shoe, is dearer to themthan
all brotherhood. But the very neanest of these vile nen, whoever he
may be, given over though he be to vileness and sl avi shness, even he,
brot hers, has sonme grains of Russian feeling; and they will assert

t hensel ves sone day. And then the wetched man will beat his breast
with his hands; and will tear his hair, cursing his vile life |oudly,
and ready to expiate his disgraceful deeds with torture. Let them know
what brot herhood neans on Russian soil! And if it has cone to the
point that a man nust die for his brotherhood, it is not fit that any
of them should die so. No! none of them It is not a fit thing for
their nouse-like natures."

Thus spoke the hetman; and after he had finished his speech he still
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continued to shake his head, which had grown grey in Cossack service.
Al who stood there were deeply affected by his speech, which went to
their very hearts. The oldest in the ranks stood notionless, their
grey heads drooping. Tears trickled quietly fromtheir aged eyes; they
w ped themslowy away with their sleeves, and then all, as if with
one consent, waved their hands in the air at the sanme nonent, and
shook their experienced heads. For it was evident that old Taras
recalled to them many of the best-known and finest traits of the heart
in a man who has becone w se through suffering, toil, daring, and
every earthly m sfortune, or, though unknown to them of many things
felt by young, pure spirits, to the eternal joy of the parents who
bore t hem

But the arny of the eneny was al ready marching out of the city,
soundi ng druns and trunpets; and the nobles, with their arnms aki nbo,
were riding forth too, surrounded by innunerable servants. The stout
col onel gave his orders, and they began to advance briskly on the
Cossack canps, pointing their matchl ocks threateningly. Their eyes
flashed, and they were brilliant with brass arnour. As soon as the
Cossacks saw that they had conme within gunshot, their natchl ocks

t hundered all together, and they continued to fire wthout cessation.

The detonati ons resounded through the distant fields and neadows,
merging into one continuous roar. The whole plain was shrouded in
snoke, but the Zaporozhtzi continued to fire wi thout draw ng

breat h--the rear ranks doi ng nothing but |oading the guns and handi ng
themto those in front, thus creating amazenent anong the eneny, who
coul d not understand how t he Cossacks fired w thout reloading. Amd

t he dense snoke whi ch envel oped both armes, it could not be seen how
first one and then anot her dropped: but the Lyakhs felt that the balls
flew thickly, and that the affair was growi ng hot; and when they
retreated to escape fromthe snoke and see how nmatters stood, nany
were mssing fromtheir ranks, but only two or three out of a hundred
were killed on the Cossack side. Still the Cossacks went on firing off
their matchl ocks without a nonent's interm ssion. Even the foreign
engi neers were anmazed at tactics heretofore unknown to them and said
then and there, in the presence of all, "These Zaporozhtzi are brave
fellows. That is the way nen in other |ands ought to fight." And they
advi sed that the cannons should at once be turned on the canps.
Heavily roared the iron cannons with their wide throats; the earth
hurmed and trenbled far and wi de, and the snoke lay tw ce as heavy
over the plain. They snelt the reek of the powder anong the squares
and streets in the nost distant as well as the nearest quarters of the
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city. But those who laid the cannons pointed themtoo high, and the
shot describing too wide a curve flew over the heads of the canps, and
buried thenselves deep in the earth at a distance, tearing the ground,
and throwing the black soil highin the air. At the sight of such |ack
of skill the French engineer tore his hair, and undertook to lay the
cannons hinsel f, heeding not the Cossack bullets which showered round
hi m

Taras saw from afar that destructi on nenaced the whol e Nezamai kovsky
and Steblikivsky kurens, and gave a ringing shout, "Get away fromthe
waggons instantly, and nount your horses!" But the Cossacks woul d not
have succeeded in effecting both these novenents if Ostap had not
dashed into the mddle of the foe and wenched the Iinstocks from six
cannoneers. But he could not wench themfromthe other four, for the
Lyakhs drove hi m back. Meanwhile the foreign captain had taken the
lunt in his own hand to fire the |argest cannon, such a cannon as none
of the Cossacks had ever beheld before. It |ooked horrible with its

wi de nmouth, and a thousand deaths poured forth fromit. And as it

t hundered, the three others followed, shaking in fourfold earthquake
the dully responsive earth. Muich woe did they cause. For nore than one
Cossack wail ed the aged nother, beating with bony hands her feeble
breast; nore than one widow was |eft in 3 ukhof, Nemrof, Chernigof,

and other cities. The loving woman will hasten forth every day to the
bazaar, grasping at all passers-by, scanning the face of each to see

I f there be not anong them one dearer than all; but though many an
arny wll pass through the city, never anong themw ||l a single one of

all their dearest Dbe.

Hal f the Nezanmai kovsky kuren was as if it had never been. As the hail
suddenly beats down a field where every ear of grain shines |like
purest gold, so were they beaten down.

How t he Cossacks hastened thither! How they all started up! How raged
Kukubenko, the hetnman, when he saw that the best half of his kuren was
no nore! He fought his way with his remai ni ng Nezanmai kovtzi to the
very mdst of the fray, cut down in his wath, |ike a cabbage, the
first man he net, hurled nmany a rider fromhis steed, piercing both
horse and man with his |ance; and nmaking his way to the gunners,
captured sone of the cannons. Here he found the hetman of the Qunmansky
kuren, and Stepan Quska, hard at work, having already seized the

| ar gest cannon. He left those Cossacks there, and plunged with his own
I nto another nass of the foe, naking a | ane through it. Were the
Nezamai kovt zi passed there was a street; where they turned about there
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was a square as where streets neet. The foenen's ranks were visibly

t hi nning, and the Lyakhs falling in sheaves. Beside the waggons stood
Vovt uzenko, and in front Tcherevitchenko, and by the nore distant ones
Degt yarenko; and behind themthe kuren hetman, Vertikhvi st.

Degt yarenko had pierced two Lyakhs with his spear, and now attacked a
third, a stout antagonist. Agile and strong was the Lyakh, with
glittering arns, and acconpanied by fifty followers. He fell fiercely
upon Degtyarenko, struck himto the earth, and, flourishing his sword
above him cried, "There is not one of you Cossack dogs who has dared
to oppose ne."

"Here is one," said Mdsiy Schilo, and stepped forward. He was a
muscul ar Cossack, who had often commanded at sea, and under gone many
vi ci ssitudes. The Turks had once seized himand his nen at Trebi zond,
and borne them captives to the galleys, where they bound them hand and
foot with iron chains, gave themno food for a week at a tine, and
made them drink sea-water. The poor prisoners endured and suffered
all, but would not renounce their orthodox faith. Their hetman, Msiy
Schilo, could not bear it: he tranpled the Holy Scriptures under foot,
wound the vile turban about his sinful head, and becane the favourite
of a pasha, steward of a ship, and ruler over all the galley slaves.
The poor slaves sorrowed greatly thereat, for they knew that if he had
renounced his faith he would be a tyrant, and his hand woul d be the
nore heavy and severe upon them So it turned out. Mdsiy Schilo had
them put in new chains, three to an oar. The cruel fetters cut to the
very bone; and he beat them upon the back. But when the Turks,

rejoi cing at having obtained such a servant, began to carouse, and,
forgetful of their law, got all drunk, he distributed all the

si xty-four keys anong the prisoners, in order that they m ght free

t hensel ves, fling their chains and manacles into the sea, and,

seizing their swords, in turn kill the Turks. Then the Cossacks
col l ected great booty, and returned with glory to their country; and
the guitar-players celebrated Mosiy Schilo's exploits for a |long tine.
They woul d have el ected hi m Koschevoi, but he was a very eccentric
Cossack. At one tine he would perform sone feat which the nost

sagaci ous woul d never have dreaned of. At another, folly sinply took
possession of him and he drank and squandered everything away, was in
debt to every one in the Setch, and, in addition to that, stole |like a
street thief. He carried off a whole Cossack equi pnent froma strange
kuren by night and pawned it to the tavern-keeper. For this

di shonour abl e act they bound himto a post in the bazaar, and laid a
club beside him in order that every one who passed shoul d, according
to the neasure of his strength, deal hima blow But there was not one
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Zapor ozhetz out of themall to be found who woul d raise the club
against him renenbering his forner services. Such was the Cossack,
Mosiy Schil o.

"Here is one who will kill you, dog!" he said, springing upon the
Lyakh. How t hey hacked away! their shoul der-pl ates and breast-pl ates
bent under their blows. The hostile Lyakh cut through Schilo's shirt
of mail, reaching the body itself with his blade. The Cossack's shirt
was dyed purple: but Schilo heeded it not. He brandi shed his brawny
hand, heavy indeed was that mghty fist, and brought the pomel of his
sword down unexpectedly upon his foeman's head. The brazen hel nmet flew
i nto pieces and the Lyakh staggered and fell; but Schilo went on
hacki ng and cutting gashes in the body of the stunned man. Kill not
utterly thine eneny, Cossack: |ook back rather! The Cossack did not
turn, and one of the dead man's servants plunged a knife into his
neck. Schilo turned and tried to seize him but he disappeared amd
the snoke of the powder. On all sides rose the roar of natchl ocks.
Schilo knew that his wound was nortal. He fell with his hand upon his
wound, and said, turning to his conrades, "Farewell, brother gentles,
nmy conrades! nmay the holy Russian | and stand forever, and may it be
eternally honoured!" And as he closed his failing eyes, the Cossack
soul fled fromhis grimbody. Then Zadorozhniy canme forward with his
men, Vertikhvist issued fromthe ranks, and Bal aban stepped forth.

“What now, gentles?" said Taras, calling to the hetmans by nane:
“there is yet powder in the power-flasks? The Cossack force is not
weakened? the Cossacks do not vyiel d?"

“"There is yet powder in the flasks, father; the Cossack force is not
weakened yet: the Cossacks yield not!"

And t he Cossacks pressed vigorously on: the foenen's ranks were

di sordered. The short col onel beat the assenbly, and ordered eight

pai nted standards to be displayed to collect his nen, who were
scattered over all the plain. Al the Lyakhs hastened to the
standards. But they had not yet succeeded in ranging thenselves in
order, when the het man Kukubenko attacked their centre again with his
Nezamai kovtzi and fell straight upon the stout colonel. The col onel
could not resist the attack, and, wheeling his horse about, set out at
a gal l op; but Kukubenko pursued himfor a considerabl e distance cross
the plain and prevented himfromjoining his reginent.

Perceiving this fromthe kuren on the flank, Stepan Guska set out
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after him lasso in hand, bending his head to his horse's neck. Taking
advant age of an opportunity, he cast his | asso about his neck at the
first attenpt. The col onel turned purple in the face, grasped the cord
with both hands, and tried to break it; but with a powerful thrust

St epan drove his lance through his body, and there he remai ned pinned
to the earth. But Guska did not escape his fate. The Cossacks had but
tinme to | ook round when they beheld Stepan Guska el evated on four
spears. Al the poor fellow succeeded in saying was, "May all our

enem es perish, and may the Russian land rejoice forever!" and then he
yi el ded up his soul.

The Cossacks gl anced around, and there was Metelitza on one side,
entertai ning the Lyakhs by dealing blows on the head to one and

anot her; on the other side, the hetman Nevelitchkiy was attacking with
his nmen; and Zakrutibuga was repul sing and sl aying the eneny by the
waggons. The third Pisarenko had repul sed a whol e squadron fromthe
nore di stant waggons; and they were still fighting and killing anongst
t he ot her waggons, and even upon them

"How now, gentles?" cried Taras, stepping forward before themall: "is
there still powder in your flasks? |Is the Cossack force still strong?
do the Cossacks yiel d?"

"There is still powder in the flasks, father; the Cossack force is
still strong: the Cossacks yield not!"

But Bovdug had already fallen fromthe waggons; a bullet had struck

hi mjust below the heart. The old man collected all his strength, and
said, "I sorrow not to part fromthe world. God grant every nan such
an end! May the Russian |and be forever glorious!"™ And Bovdug's spirit
fl ew above, to tell the old nen who had gone on | ong before that nen
still knew how to fight on Russian soil, and better still, that they
knew how to die for it and the holy faith.

Bal aban, hetman of a kuren, soon after fell to the ground also froma
waggon. Three nortal wounds had he received froma |ance, a bullet,
and a sword. He had been one of the very best of Cossacks, and had
acconpl i shed a great deal as a conmander on naval expeditions; but
nore glorious than all the rest was his raid on the shores of

Anat olia. They col |l ected nmany sequi ns, nuch val uabl e Turki sh pl under,
caftans, and adornnents of every description. But m sfortune awaited
them on their way back. They cane across the Turkish fleet, and were
fired on by the ships. Half the boats were crushed and overturned,
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drowni ng nore than one; but the bundles of reeds bound to the sides,
Cossack fashion, saved the boats from conpletely sinking. Bal aban
rowed off at full speed, and steered straight in the face of the sun,
t hus rendering hinself invisible to the Turkish ships. Al the
follow ng night they spent in baling out the water with pails and
their caps, and in repairing the damaged pl aces. They nade sails out
of their Cossack trousers, and, sailing off, escaped fromthe fastest
Tur ki sh vessels. And not only did they arrive unharned at the Setch,
but they brought a gol d-enbroi dered vesture for the archimandrite at
t he Mezhi gorsky Monastery in Kief, and an i kon frame of pure silver
for the church in honour of the Intercession of the Virgin Mary, which
IS in Zaporozhe. The guitar-players celebrated the daring of Bal aban
and his Cossacks for a long tinme afterwards. Now he bowed his head,
feeling the pains which precede death, and said quietly, "I am
permtted, brother gentles, to die a fine death. Seven have | hewn in
pi eces, nine have | pierced with ny |ance, many have | tranpl ed upon
with ny horse's hoofs; and | no |onger renmenber how many ny bullets
have slain. May our Russian land flourish forever!" and his spirit
fled.

Cossacks, Cossacks! abandon not the flower of your arny. Already was
Kukubenko surrounded, and seven nen only remained of all the

Nezanmai kovsky kuren, exhausted and with garnents al ready stained with
their blood. Taras hinself, perceiving their straits, hastened to
their rescue; but the Cossacks arrived too |ate. Before the enem es
who surrounded himcould be driven off, a spear was buried just bel ow
Kukubenko's heart. He sank into the arns of the Cossacks who caught
him and his young blood flowed in a stream |ike precious w ne
brought fromthe cellar in a glass vessel by carel ess servants, who,
stunbling at the entrance, break the rich flask. The wi ne streans over
t he ground, and the master, hastening up, tears his hair, having
reserved it, in order that if God should grant him in his old age, to
neet again the conrade of his youth, they mght over it recall

t oget her fornmer days, when a man enjoyed hinself otherw se and better
t han now. Kukubenko cast his eyes around, and said, "I thank God that
It has been ny lot to die before your eyes, conrades. May they live
better who cone after us than we have lived; and may our Russian |and,
bel oved by Christ, flourish forever!" and his young spirit fled. The
angels took it in their arnms and bore it to heaven: it wll be well
with himthere. "Sit down at ny right hand, Kukubenko," Christ wll
say to him "you never betrayed your conrades, you never commtted a
di shonour abl e act, you never sold a man into m sery, you preserved and
def ended ny church." The death of Kukubenko saddened themall. The

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt (98 of 267) [8/27/2008 2:16:45 PM]



http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt

Cossack ranks were terribly thinned. Many brave nen were m ssing, but

t he Cossacks still stood their ground.
"How now, gentles," cried Taras to the remaining kurens: "is there
still powder in your flasks? Are your swords blunted? Are the Cossack

forces wearied? Have the Cossacks given way?"

“"There is still an abundance of powder; our swords are still sharp;
t he Cossack forces are not wearied, and the Cossacks have not yet
yi el ded. "

And t he Cossacks again strained every nerve, as though they had
suffered no loss. Only three kuren hetmans still renained alive. Red
bl ood flowed in streans everywhere; heaps of their bodies and of those
of the eneny were piled high. Taras | ooked up to heaven, and there

al ready hovered a flock of vultures. Well, there would be prey for
sone one. And there the foe were raising Metelitza on their | ances,
and the head of the second Pisarenko was dizzily opening and shutting
its eyes; and the mangl ed body of Okhrim Guska fell upon the ground.
“Now, " said Taras, and waved a cloth on high. Ostap understood this
signal and springing quickly fromhis anbush attacked sharply. The
Lyakhs could not withstand this onslaught; and he drove them back, and
chased them straight to the spot where the stakes and fragnents of
spears were driven into the earth. The horses began to stunbl e and
fall and the Lyakhs to fly over their heads. At that nonent the
Korsuntzi, who had stood till the last by the baggage waggons,
perceived that they still had sone bullets left, and suddenly fired a
voll ey fromtheir matchl ocks. The Lyakhs becane confused, and | ost
their presence of mnd; and the Cossacks took courage. "The victory is
ours!" rang Cossack voices on all sides; the trunpets sounded and the
banner of victory was unfurled. The beaten Lyakhs ran in all
directions and hid thenselves. "No, the victory is not yet conplete,"”
said Taras, glancing at the city gate; and he was right.

The gat es opened, and out dashed a hussar band, the flower of all the
cavalry. Every rider was nounted on a matched brown horse fromthe
Kabardei; and in front rode the handsonest, the nost heroic of them
all. H's black hair streaned from beneath his brazen hel net; and from
his armfloated a rich scarf, enbroidered by the hands of a peerless
beauty. Taras sprang back in horror when he saw that it was Andrii.
And the latter neanwhile, enveloped in the dust and heat of battle,
eager to deserve the scarf which had been bound as a gift upon his
arm flew on |ike a greyhound; the handsonest, nost agile, and
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youngest of all the band. The experienced huntsnman urges on the
greyhound, and he springs forward, tossing up the snow, and a score of
times outrunning the hare, in the ardour of his course. And so it was
with Andrii. O d Taras paused and observed how he cleared a path
before him hew ng away and dealing blows to the right and the left.
Taras could not restrain hinself, but shouted: "Your conrades! your
conrades! you devil's brat, would you kill your own conrades?" But
Andrii distingui shed not who stood before him conrades or strangers;
he saw nothing. Curls, long curls, were what he saw, and a bosom i ke
that of a river swan, and a snow neck and shoulders, and all that is
created for rapturous kisses.

"Hey there, lads! only draw himto the forest, entice himto the
forest for nme!" shouted Taras. Instantly thirty of the snartest
Cossacks volunteered to entice himthither; and setting their tall
caps firmy spurred their horses straight at a gap in the hussars.
They attacked the front ranks in flank, beat them down, cut them off
fromthe rear ranks, and slew many of them ol opuitenko struck Andri
on the back with his sword, and immedi ately set out to ride away at
the top of his speed. How Andrii flew after him How his young bl ood
coursed through all his veins! Driving his sharp spurs into his
horse's flanks, he tore along after the Cossacks, never gl ancing back,
and not perceiving that only twenty nen at the nost were foll ow ng
him The Cossacks fled at full gallop, and directed their course
straight for the forest. Andrii overtook them and was on the point of
cat chi ng Gol opui tenko, when a powerful hand seized his horse's bridle.
Andrii | ooked; before himstood Taras! He trenbled all over, and
turned suddenly pale, like a student who, receiving a blow on the
forehead with a ruler, flushes up like fire, springs in wath fromhis
seat to chase his conrade, and suddenly encounters his teacher
entering the classroom in the instant his wathful inpulse calns down
and his futile anger vanishes. In this wise, in an instant, Andrii's
wath was as if it had never existed. And he beheld before himonly
his terrible father.

“"Well, what are we going to do now?" said Taras, |ooking himstraight
in the eyes. But Andrii could nmake no reply to this, and stood with
his eyes fixed on the ground.

“"Well, son; did your Lyakhs help you?"

Andrii nade no answer.
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“"To think that you should be such a traitor! that you should betray
your faith! betray your conrades! D snount from your horse!"

hedi ent as a child, he di snmbunted, and stood before Taras nore dead
t han alive.

"Stand still, do not nove! | gave you life, | wll also kill you!"
said Taras, and, retreating a step backwards, he brought his gun up to
his shoul der. Andrii was white as a sheet; his |lips noved gently, and
he uttered a nane; but it was not the nane of his native |and, nor of
his nother, nor his brother; it was the nanme of the beautiful Pole.
Taras fired.

Li ke the ear of corn cut down by the reaping-hook, |ike the young | anb
when it feels the deadly steel in its heart, he hung his head and
roll ed upon the grass wthout uttering a word.

The nmurderer of his son stood still, and gazed | ong upon the |ifel ess
body. Even in death he was very handsone; his manly face, so short a
time ago filled with power, and with an irresistible charmfor every
woman, still had a marvel | ous beauty; his black brows, |ike sonbre
velvet, set off his pale features.

“I's he not a true Cossack?" said Taras; "he is tall of stature, and
bl ack- browed, his face is that of a noble, and his hand was strong in
battle! He is fallen! fallen wthout glory, like a vile dog!"

"Fat her, what have you done? Was it you who killed hinP" said Gstap,
comng up at this nonent.

Tar as nodded.

Ostap gazed intently at the dead man. He was sorry for his brother,
and said at once: "Let us give himhonourable burial, father, that the
foe may not di shonour his body, nor the birds of prey rend it."

“"They w Il bury himw thout our help," said Taras; "there will be
pl enty of nourners and rejoicers for him"

And he reflected for a couple of mnutes, whether he should fling him
to the wolves for prey, or respect in himthe bravery which every
brave man is bound to honour in another, no matter whonf? Then he saw
ol opui tenko gal | opi ng towards them and crying: "We, hetman, the
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Lyakhs have been reinforced, a fresh force has cone to their rescue!”
Gol opui t enko had not finished speaki ng when Vovtuzenko gal | oped up:
"Wbe, hetman! a fresh force is bearing down upon us."

Vovt uzenko had not finished speaki ng when Pi sarenko rushed up w t hout
his horse: "Were are you, father? The Cossacks are seeking for you.
Het man Nevelitchkiy is killed, Zadorozhniy is killed, and

Tcherevi tchenko: but the Cossacks stand their ground; they will not
die wthout |looking in your eyes; they want you to gaze upon them once
nore before the hour of death arrives.”

"To horse, Ostap!" said Taras, and hastened to find his Cossacks, to

| ook once nore upon them and |let them behold their hetman once nore
before the hour of death. But before they could energe fromthe wood,
the eneny's force had already surrounded it on all sides, and horsenen
armed with swords and spears appeared everywhere between the trees.
"Ostap, Ostap! don't yield!'" shouted Taras, and grasping his sword he
began to cut down all he encountered on every side. But six suddenly
sprang upon Ostap. They did it in an unpropitious hour: the head of
one flew off, another turned to flee, a spear pierced the ribs of a
third; a fourth, nore bold, bent his head to escape the bullet, and
the bullet striking his horse's breast, the nmaddened ani nal reared,
fell back upon the earth, and crushed his rider under him "WelI| done,

son! Well done, Ostap!" cried Taras: "I amfollow ng you." And he
drove of f those who attacked him Taras hewed and fought, dealing
bl ows at one after another, but still keeping his eye upon Ostap

ahead. He saw that eight nore were falling upon his son. "Gstap,

Gstap! don't yield!'"™ But they had al ready overpowered Ostap; one had
flung his lasso about his neck, and they had bound him and were
carrying himaway. "Hey, Ostap, Ostap!" shouted Taras, forcing his way
towards him and cutting nen down |ike cabbages to right and left.
"Hey, Ostap, Ostap!" But sonething at that nonment struck himlike a
heavy stone. Al grew di mand confused before his eyes. |In one nonent
there flashed confusedly before himheads, spears, snoke, the gl eam of
fire, tree-trunks, and | eaves; and then he sank heavily to the earth
|i ke a felled oak, and darkness covered his eyes.

CHAPTER X

"l have slept a long while!" said Taras, comng to his senses, as if
after a heavy drunken sleep, and trying to distinguish the objects

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt (102 of 267) [8/27/2008 2:16:45 PM]



http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt

about him A terrible weakness overpowered his linbs. The walls and
corners of a strange roomwere dimy visible before him At |length he
percei ved that Tovkatch was seated beside him apparently listening to
his every breath.

"Yes," thought Tovkatch, "you m ght have slept forever." But he said
not hi ng, only shook his finger, and notioned himto be silent.

"But tell nme where | am now?" asked Taras, straining his mnd, and
trying to recollect what had taken pl ace.

“"Be silent!" cried his conpanion sternly. "Wiy should you want to
know? Don't you see that you are all hacked to pieces? Here | have
been gal loping with you for two weeks wi thout taking a breath; and you
have been burnt up with fever and tal ki ng nonsense. This is the first
time you have slept quietly. Be silent if you don't wish to do
yourself an injury."”

But Taras still tried to collect his thoughts and to recall what had
passed. "Well, the Lyakhs nust have surrounded and captured ne. | had
no chance of fighting ny way clear fromthe throng."

“"Be silent, |I tell you, you devil's brat!" cried Tovkatch angrily, as
a nurse, driven beyond her patience, cries out at her unruly charge.
"What good will it do you to know how you got away? It is enough that

you did get away. Sone people were found who woul d not abandon you;

| et that be enough for you. It is sonething for ne to have ridden all
night with you. You think that you passed for a common Cossack? No,

t hey have offered a reward of two thousand ducats for your head."

“"And OGstap!" cried Taras suddenly, and tried to rise; for all at once
he recollected that Ostap had been seized and bound before his very
eyes, and that he was now in the hands of the Lyakhs. Gief
overpowered him He pulled off and tore in pieces the bandages from
hi s wounds, and threw themfar fromhim he tried to say sonething,

but only articul ated sone i ncoherent words. Fever and delirium seized
upon himafresh, and he uttered wld and i ncoherent speeches.
Meanwhi l e his faithful conrade stood beside him scol ding and
showeri ng harsh, reproachful words upon himw thout stint. Finally, he
seized himby the arns and | egs, wapped himup like a child, arranged
all his bandages, rolled himin an ox-hide, bound himwth bast, and,
fastening himwith ropes to his saddle, rode with himagain at full
speed al ong the road.

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt (103 of 267) [8/27/2008 2:16:45 PM]



http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt

“I''l'l get you there, even if it be not alive! I wll not abandon your
body for the Lyakhs to nake nerry over you, and cut your body in twain
and fling it into the water. Let the eagle tear out your eyes if it
must be so; but let it be our eagle of the steppe and not a Polish
eagl e, not one which has flown hither fromPolish soil. I will bring
you, though it be a corpse, to the Ukraine!"

Thus spoke his faithful conpanion. He rode w thout drawi ng rein, day
and night, and brought Taras still insensible into the Zaporozhi an
Setch itself. There he undertook to cure him wth unswerving care, by
the aid of herbs and lininents. He sought out a skilled Jewess, who
made Taras drink various potions for a whole nonth, and at |ength he

| nproved. Wether it was owng to the nedicine or to his iron
constitution gaining the upper hand, at all events, in six weeks he
was on his feet. H s wounds had cl osed, and only the scars of the
sabre-cuts showed how deeply injured the old Cossack had been. But he
was mar kedly sad and norose. Three deep winkles engraved thensel ves
upon his brow and never nore departed thence. Then he | ooked around
him Al was newin the Setch; all his old conpani ons were dead. Not
one was |left of those who had stood up for the right, for faith and

br ot herhood. And those who had gone forth with the Koschevoi in
pursuit of the Tatars, they also had | ong since disappeared. Al had
peri shed. One had | ost his head in battle; another had died for |ack
of food, amd the salt marshes of the Crinea; another had fallen in
captivity and been unable to survive the disgrace. Their forner
Koschevoi was no longer living, nor any of his old conpanions, and the
grass was growi ng over those once alert with power. He felt as one who
had given a feast, a great noisy feast. Al the dishes had been
smashed in pieces; not a drop of wwne was | eft anywhere; the guests
and servants had all stolen valuable cups and platters; and he, |ike
the master of the house, stood sadly thinking that it woul d have been
no feast. In vain did they try to cheer Taras and to divert his m nd;
in vain did the | ong-bearded, grey-haired guitar-players cone by twos
and threes to glorify his Cossack deeds. He gazed grimy and
indifferently at everything, with i nappeasable grief printed on his
stolid face; and said softly, as he drooped his head, "My son, ny
GCstap!”

The Zaporozhtzi assenbled for a raid by sea. Two hundred boats were
| aunched on the Dnieper, and Asia M nor saw those who manned t hem
with their shaven heads and | ong scal p-| ocks, devote her thriving
shores to fire and sword; she saw the turbans of her Mhonet an
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| nhabitants strewn, |ike her innunerable flowers, over the

bl ood-sprinkled fields, and floating al ong her river banks; she saw
many tarry Zaporozhian trousers, and strong hands with bl ack
hunti ng- whi ps. The Zaporozhtzi ate up and laid waste all the
vineyards. In the nosques they |eft heaps of dung. They used rich
Persian shawl s for sashes, and girded their dirty gaberdines with
them Long afterwards, short Zaporozhi an pipes were found in those
regions. They sailed nerrily back. A ten-gun Turkish ship pursued them
and scattered their skiffs, like birds, with a volley fromits guns. A
third part of themsank in the depths of the sea; but the rest again
assenbl ed, and gained the nouth of the Dnieper with twelve kegs full

of sequins. But all this did not interest Taras. He went off upon the
steppe as though to hunt; but the charge remained in his gun, and,

| ayi ng down the weapon, he would seat hinself sadly on the shores of
the sea. He sat there long with drooping head, repeating continually,
"My Gstap, ny Gstap!" Before himspread the gl eam ng Bl ack Sea; in the
di stant reeds the sea-gull screaned. H s grey noustache turned to
silver, and the tears fell one by one upon it.

At |ast Taras could endure it no | onger. "Watever happens, | nust go
and find out what he is doing. Is he alive, or in the grave? | wll
know, cost what it may!"™ Wthin a week he found hinself in the city of
Quman, fully arnmed, and nounted, wth | ance, sword, canteen, pot of
oat neal , powder horn, cord to hobble his horse, and other equi pnents.
He went straight to a dirty, ill-kept little house, the snmall w ndows
of which were al nost invisible, blackened as they were with sone
unknown dirt. The chi mmey was wapped in rags; and the roof, which was
full of holes, was covered with sparrows. A heap of all sorts of
refuse lay before the very door. Fromthe w ndow peered the head of a
Jewess, in a head-dress wth discol oured pearls.

“I's your husband at hone?" said Bul ba, disnounting, and fastening his
horse's bridle to an iron hook beside the door.

"He is at hone," said the Jewess, and hastened out at once with a
neasure of corn for the horse, and a stoup of beer for the rider.

“"Where is your Jew?"

"He is in the other roomat prayer,"” replied the Jewess, bow ng and
wi shing Bul ba good health as he raised the cup to his |ips.

“"Remain here, feed and water ny horse, whilst | go speak with him
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al one. | have business with him"

This Jew was the well -known Yankel. He was there as revenue-farner and
tavern- keeper. He had gradually got nearly all the nei ghbouring

nobl enen and gentlenen into his hands, had slowy sucked away nost of
their noney, and had strongly inpressed his presence on that locality.
For a distance of three mles in all directions, not a single farm
remained in a proper state. Al were falling in ruins; all had been
drunk away, and poverty and rags al one renai ned. The whol e

nei ghbour hood was depopul ated, as if after a fire or an epidemc; and
I f Yankel had lived there ten years, he would probably have

depopul ated the Wai wode' s whol e domai ns.

Taras entered the room The Jew was praying, enveloped in his dirty
shroud, and was turning to spit for the last tine, according to the
fornms of his creed, when his eye suddenly |lighted on Taras standi ng
behind him The first thing that crossed Yankel's m nd was the two

t housand ducats offered for his visitor's head; but he was ashaned of
his avarice, and tried to stifle within himthe eternal thought of
gold, which twines, |ike a snake, about the soul of a Jew.

“"Listen, Yankel," said Taras to the Jew, who began to bow | ow before
him and as he spoke he shut the door so that they m ght not be seen,
"I saved your life: the Zaporozhtzi would have torn you to pieces like
a dog. Nowit is your turn to do ne a service."

The Jew s face clouded over a little.

"What service? If it is a service | can render, why should |I not
render it?"

“"Ask no questions. Take ne to Warsaw. "

"To Warsaw? Wy to Warsaw?" said the Jew, and his brows and shoul ders
rose in amnazenent.

“"Ask nme nothing. Take ne to Warsaw. | nust see himonce nore at any
cost, and say one word to him"

"Say a word to whon®"

“"To him-to Gstap--to ny son."
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"Has not ny lord heard that already--"

"I know, | know all. They offer two thousand ducats for ny head. They
know its value, fools! I will give you five thousand. Here are two

t housand on the spot," and Bul ba poured out two thousand ducats froma
| eat her purse, "and the rest when | return.”

The Jew instantly seized a towel and conceal ed the ducats under it.
“Ai, glorious noney! ai, good noney!" he said, twirling one gold piece
in his hand and testing it with his teeth. "I don't believe the man
fromwhomny lord took these fine gold pieces remained in the world an
hour | onger; he went straight to the river and drowned hinself, after
the [ oss of such magnificent gold pieces.”

"I shoul d not have asked you, | mght possibly have found ny own way
to Warsaw, but sone one m ght recognise nme, and then the cursed Lyakhs
woul d capture nme, for | amnot clever at inventions; whilst that is
just what you Jews are created for. You would deceive the very devil.
You know every trick: that is why | have cone to you; and, besides, |
could do nothing of nyself in Warsaw. Harness the horse to your waggon
at once and take ne."

“"And ny lord thinks that | can take the nag at once, and harness him
and say 'Get up, Dapple!" My lord thinks that | can take himjust as
he is, w thout concealing hinP"

“"Well, hide ne, hide ne as you like: in an enpty cask?"

“"Ai, ai! and ny lord thinks he can be concealed in an enpty cask? Does
not nmy lord know that every man thinks that every cast he sees
cont ai ns brandy?"

"Well, let themthink it is brandy."

“Let themthink it is brandy?" said the Jew, and grasped his ear-1|ocks
wi th both hands, and then raised them both on high.

“Well, why are you so frightened?"
“"And does not ny lord know that God has nmade brandy expressly for
every one to sip? They are all gluttons and fond of dainties there: a

nobl eman wll run five versts after a cask; he will nmake a hole in it,
and as soon as he sees that nothing runs out, he will say, 'A Jew does
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not carry enpty casks; there is certainly sonething wong. Seize the
Jew, bind the Jew, take away all the Jew s noney, put the Jewin
prison!' Then all the vile people wll fall upon the Jew, for every
one takes a Jew for a dog; and they think he is not a man, but only a
Jew. "

“"Then put ne in the waggon with sone fish over ne.

"I cannot, ny lord, by heaven, | cannot: all over Poland the people
are as hungry as dogs now. They will steal the fish, and feel ny
| ord. "

"Then take ne in the fiend' s way, only take ne."

“Listen, listen, ny lord!" said the Jew, turning up the ends of his

sl eeves, and approaching himw th extended arns. "This is what we w ||
do. They are building fortresses and castles everywhere: French

engi neers have conme from Gernmany, and so a great deal of brick and
stone is being carried over the roads. Let ny lord lie down in the

bott om of the waggon, and over himl|l wll pile bricks. My lord is
strong and well, apparently, so he will not mnd if it is alittle
heavy; and | will nake a hole in the bottom of the waggon in order to
feed ny lord."

“"Do what you wll, only take ne!"

I n an hour, a waggon-|oad of bricks left Quman, drawn by two sorry
nags. On one of themsat tall Yankel, his long, curling ear-1|ocks
flowing frombeneath his Jewi sh cap, as he bounced about on the horse,
| i ke a verst-mark planted by the roadside.

CHAPTER Xi

At the tinme when these things took place, there were as yet on the
frontiers neither custom house officials nor guards--those bugbears of
enterprising people--so that any one could bring across anything he
fancied. |If any one nade a search or inspection, he did it chiefly for
his own pl easure, especially if there happened to be in the waggon

obj ects attractive to his eye, and if his own hand possessed a certain
wei ght and power. But the bricks found no admrers, and they entered
the principal gate unnol ested. Bulba, in his narrow cage, could only
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hear the noise, the shouts of the driver, and nothing nore. Yankel,
bounci ng up and down on his dust-covered nag, turned, after making
several detours, into a dark, narrow street bearing the nanes of the
Muddy and al so of the Jews' street, because Jews fromnearly every
part of WAarsaw were to be found here. This street greatly resenbled a
back-yard turned wong side out. The sun never seened to shine into
it. The bl ack wooden houses, wi th nunerous poles projecting fromthe

w ndows, still further increased the darkness. Rarely did a brick wall
gleamred anong them for these too, in many places, had turned quite
bl ack. Here and there, high up, a bit of stuccoed wall illum ned by

the sun glistened with intol erable whiteness. Pipes, rags, shells,

br oken and di scarded tubs: every one flung whatever was useless to him
into the street, thus affording the passer-by an opportunity of
exercising all his five senses with the rubbish. A man on horseback
could al nost touch with his hand the poles thrown across the street
from one house to anot her, upon which hung Jew sh stockings, short
trousers, and snoked geese. Sonetines a pretty little Hebrew face,
adorned with discol oured pearls, peeped out of an old wi ndow. A group
of little Jews, with torn and dirty garnents and curly hair, screaned
and rolled about in the dirt. Ared-haired Jew, with freckles all over
his face which made himlook |like a sparrow s egg, gazed froma

w ndow. He addressed Yankel at once in his gibberish, and Yankel at
once drove into a court-yard. Another Jew cane al ong, halted, and
entered into conversation. Wen Bulba finally energed from beneath the
bricks, he beheld three Jews talking with great warnth.

Yankel turned to himand said that everything possible would be done;
that his OGstap was in the city jail, and that although it would be
difficult to persuade the jailer, yet he hoped to arrange a neeting.

Bul ba entered the roomwith the three Jews.

The Jews again began to tal k anong thenselves in their

| nconpr ehensi bl e tongue. Taras | ooked hard at each of them Sonething

seened to have noved hi m deeply; over his rough and stolid countenance
a flame of hope spread, of hope such as sonetines visits a man in the

| ast depths of his despair; his aged heart began to beat violently as

t hough he had been a yout h.

"Listen, Jews!" said he, and there was a triunphant ring in his words.
“You can do anything in the world, even extract things fromthe bottom
of the sea; and it has | ong been a proverb, that a Jeww Il steal from
hinmself if he takes a fancy to steal. Set ny Gstap at |iberty! give
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hima chance to escape fromtheir diabolical hands. | prom sed this
man five thousand ducats; | will add another five thousand: all that |
have, rich cups, buried gold, houses, all, even to ny |ast garnent, |
will part with; and | will enter into a contract with you for ny whole
life, to give you half of all the booty | may gain in war."

"Oh, inpossible, dear lord, it is inpossible!'" said Yankel with a
si gh.

"I npossi bl e," said another Jew.
All three Jews | ooked at each ot her.

"W mght try," said the third, glancing timdly at the other two.
"God may favour us."

Al three Jews discussed the matter in German. Bulba, in spite of his
straining ears, could nake nothing of it; he only caught the word
“Mar dokhai " often repeated.

“"Listen, ny lord!" said Yankel. "W nust consult with a man such as

t here never was before in the world . . . ugh, ugh! as w se as

Sol onon; and if he wll do nothing, then no one in the world can. Sit
here: this is the key; admt no one." The Jews went out into the

street.

Taras | ocked the door, and |ooked out fromthe little w ndow upon the
dirty Jewish street. The three Jews halted in the mddle of the street
and began to talk wwth a good deal of warnth: a fourth soon joi ned
them and finally a fifth. Again he heard repeated, "Mardokhai,

Mar dokhai!" The Jews gl anced i ncessantly towards one side of the
street; at length froma dirty house near the end of it energed a foot
in a Jew sh shoe and the skirts of a caftan. "Ah! Mardokhai,

Mar dokhai !" shouted the Jews in one voice. A thin Jew sonewhat shorter
t han Yankel, but even nore winkled, and with a huge upper |ip,
approached the inpatient group; and all the Jews nade haste to talk to
him interrupting each other. During the recital, Mardokhai gl anced
several tinmes towards the little wi ndow, and Taras divined that the
conversation concerned him

Mar dokhai waved his hands, |istened, interrupted, spat frequently to

one side, and, pulling up the skirts of his caftan, thrust his hand
into his pocket and drew out sone jingling thing, show ng very dirty
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trousers in the operation. Finally all the Jews set up such a shouting
that the Jew who was standing guard was forced to nmake a signal for
silence, and Taras began to fear for his safety; but when he
remenbered that Jews can only consult in the street, and that the
denon hi nsel f cannot understand their |anguage, he regained his
conposur e.

Two mnutes later the Jews all entered the room together. Mardokhai
approached Taras, tapped himon the shoul der, and said, "Wen we set

to work it will be all right." Taras | ooked at this Sol onon whom t he
wor | d had never known and concei ved sone hope: indeed, his face m ght
well inspire confidence. H's upper lip was sinply an object of horror;

Its thickness being doubtless increased by adventitious circunstances.
Thi s Sol onon's beard consisted only of about fifteen hairs, and they
were on the left side. Solonon's face bore so many scars of battle,
received for his daring, that he had doubtless | ost count of them | ong
before, and had grown accustoned to consider them as birthmarks.

Mar dokhai departed, acconpanied by his conrades, who were filled with
admration at his wsdom Bul ba remai ned alone. He was in a strange,
unaccustoned situation for the first tinme in his life; he felt uneasy.
Hs mnd was in a state of fever. He was no | onger unbendi ng,

| mmovabl e, strong as an oak, as he had fornerly been: but felt timd
and weak. He trenbled at every sound, at every fresh Jew sh face which
showed itself at the end of the street. In this condition he passed
the whole day. He neither ate nor drank, and his eye never for a
noment left the small w ndow | ooking on the street. Finally, |ate at
ni ght, Mardokhai and Yankel nmade their appearance. Taras's heart died
within him

"What news? have you been successful ?" he asked wth the inpatience of
a wld horse.

But before the Jews had recovered breath to answer, Taras perceived

t hat Mardokhai no | onger had the |Iocks, which had fornerly fallen in
greasy curls fromunder his felt cap. It was evident that he wi shed to
say sonething, but he uttered only nonsense which Taras coul d nmake
not hi ng of . Yankel hinself put his hand very often to his nouth as

t hough suffering froma cold.

"Oh, dearest lord!" said Yankel: "it is quite inpossible now by

heaven, inpossible! Such vile people that they deserve to be spit
upon! Mardokhai here says the sane. Mardokhai has done what no man in
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the world ever did, but God did not will that it should be so. Three
t housand soldiers are in garrison here, and to-norrow the prisoners
are all to be executed."

Taras | ooked the Jew straight in the face, but no |longer with
| npati ence or anger.

“"But if ny lord wishes to see his son, then it nust be early to-norrow
norni ng, before the sun has risen. The sentinels have consented, and
one gaol er has prom sed. But nmay he have no happiness in the world,
woe i s ne! What greedy people! There are none such anong us: | gave
fifty ducats to each sentinel and to the gaoler."

"Good. Take ne to him" exclainmed Taras, with decision, and with all
his firmess of mnd restored. He agreed to Yankel's proposition that
he shoul d di sguise hinself as a foreign count, just arrived from
Germany, for which purpose the prudent Jew had al ready provided a
costune. It was already night. The master of the house, the red-haired
Jew with freckles, pulled out a mattress covered with sone ki nd of

rug, and spread it on a bench for Bul ba. Yankel |ay upon the floor on
a simlar mattress. The red-haired Jew drank a small cup of brandy,
took off his caftan, and betook hinself--1o00king, in his shoes and
stockings, very like a |lean chicken--wth his wfe, to sonething
resenbling a cupboard. Two little Jews |lay down on the floor beside

t he cupboard, |ike a couple of dogs. But Taras did not sleep; he sat
noti onl ess, drumm ng on the table with his fingers. He kept his pipe
in his nmouth, and puffed out snoke, which nade the Jew sneeze in his
sleep and pull his coverlet over his nose. Scarcely was the sky
touched with the first faint gleans of dawn than he pushed Yankel wth
his foot, saying: "Rise, Jew, and give ne your count's dress!"

In a nonent he was dressed. He bl ackened his noustache and eyebrows,
put on his head a small dark cap; even the Cossacks who knew hi m best
woul d not have recogni sed him Apparently he was not nore than
thirty-five. A healthy col our glowed on his cheeks, and his scars |ent
hi man air of command. The gol d- enbroi dered dress becane hi mextrenely
wel | .

The streets were still asleep. Not a single one of the market fol k as
yet showed hinself in the city, with his basket on his arm Yankel and
Bul ba made their way to a building which presented the appearance of a
crouching stork. It was large, low, w de, and black; and on one side a
| ong sl ender tower like a stork's neck projected above the roof. This
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buil ding served for a variety of purposes; it was a barrack, a jail,
and the crimnal court. The visitors entered the gate and found

t henselves in a vast room or covered courtyard. About a thousand nen
were sl eeping here. Straight before themwas a small door, in front of
whi ch sat two sentries playing at sonme gane which consisted in one
striking the palmof the other's hand with two fingers. They paid
little heed to the new arrivals, and only turned their heads when
Yankel said, "It is we, sirs; do you hear? it is we."

“"Go in!" said one of them opening the door with one hand, and hol di ng
out the other to his conrade to receive his bl ows.

They entered a | ow and dark corridor, which led themto a simlar room
with small w ndows overhead. "Wo goes there?" shouted several voices,
and Taras beheld a nunber of warriors in full arnmour. "W have been
ordered to admt no one."

“I't is we!" cried Yankel; "we, by heavens, noble sirs!"™ But no one
would listen to him Fortunately, at that nonent a fat man cane up,
who appeared to be a commandi ng officer, for he swore |ouder than all
t he ot hers.

"My lord, it is we! you know us, and the lord count wll thank you."

"Admt them a hundred fiends, and nother of fiends! Admt no one
el se. And no one is to draw his sword, nor quarrel.”

The conclusion of this order the visitors did not hear. "It is we, it
is |, it is your friends!" Yankel said to every one they net.
“Well, can it be managed now?" he inquired of one of the guards, when

they at |length reached the end of the corridor.

"It is possible, but | don't know whether you will be able to gain
adm ssion to the prison itself. Yana is not here now, another man is
keepi ng watch in his place," replied the guard.

"Ai, ai!" cried the Jew softly: "this is bad, ny dear lord!"

"Go on!" said Taras, firmy, and the Jew obeyed.

At the arched entrance of the vaults stood a heyduke, with a noustache
trinmed in three layers: the upper |layer was trained backwards, the
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second straight forward, and the third downwards, which nade him
greatly resenble a cat.

The Jew shrank into nothing and approached hi m al nost sideways: "Your
hi gh excell ency! H gh and illustrious lord!"

“"Are you speaking to ne, Jew?"
“"To you, illustrious lord."

"Hm but | amnerely a heyduke," said the nerry-eyed man with the
triple-tiered noustache.

“"And | thought it was the \Waiwode hinself, by heavens! A, ai, ai!"
Ther eupon the Jew tw sted his head about and spread out his fingers.
“"Ai, what a fine figure! Another finger's-breadth and he would be a
colonel. The lord no doubt rides a horse as fleet as the w nd and
conmmands the troops!"”

The heyduke twirled the lower tier of his noustache, and his eyes
beaned.

"What a warli ke people!"™ continued the Jew. "Ah, woe is ne, what a
fine race! Golden cords and trappings that shine like the sun; and the
mai dens, wherever they see warriors--Ai, ai!" Again the Jew wagged his
head.

The heyduke twirled his upper noustache and uttered a sound sonmewhat
resenbling the neighing of a horse.

“I pray ny lord to do us a service!" exclained the Jew. "this prince
has cone hither froma foreign land, and wants to get a | ook at the
Cossacks. He never, in all his life, has seen what sort of people the
Cossacks are."

The advent of foreign counts and barons was common enough in Pol and:

they were often drawn thither by curiosity to viewthis half-Asiatic

corner of Europe. They regarded Moscow and the Ukraine as situated in
Asia. So the heyduke bowed |ow, and thought fit to add a few words of
hi s own.

"l do not know, your excellency," said he, "why you should desire to
see them They are dogs, not nen; and their faith is such as no one
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respects.”

“"You lie, you son of Satan!" exclainmed Bul ba. "You are a dog yoursel f!
How dare you say that our faith is not respected? It is your heretical
faith which is not respected.”

"Cho!" said the heyduke. "I can guess who you are, ny friend; you are
one of the breed of those under ny charge. So just wait while |I sumon
our nen."

Taras realised his indiscretion, but vexation and obstinacy hindered
hi m from devising a neans of renedying it. Fortunately Yankel nanaged
to interpose at this nonent:--

“"Most noble lord, howis it possible that the count can be a Cossack?
If he were a Cossack, where could have he obtai ned such a dress, and
such a count-1like men?"

"Explain that yourself." And the heyduke opened his wide nouth to
shout .

“"Your royal highness, silence, silence, for heaven's sake!" cried

Yankel . "Silence! we will pay you for it in a way you never dreaned
of: we wll give you two gol den ducats."
"Oho! two ducats! | can't do anything with two ducats. | give ny

barber two ducats for only shaving the half of ny beard. Gve ne a
hundred ducats, Jew. " Here the heyduke twrled his upper noustache.
“I'f you don't, I will shout at once."

"Why so nmuch?" said the Jew, sadly, turning pale, and undoing his
| eat her purse; but it was lucky that he had no nore in it, and that
t he heyduke coul d not count over a hundred.

"My lord, ny lord, |let us depart quickly! Look at the evil-m nded
fellow" said Yankel to Taras, perceiving that the heyduke was turning
t he noney over in his hand as though regretting that he had not
demanded nore.

“"What do you nean, you devil of a heyduke?" said Bul ba. "What do you
mean by taking our noney and not letting us see the Cossacks? No, you
must |l et us see them Since you have taken the noney, you have no
right to refuse.”
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"Go, go to the devil! If you won't, I'll give the alarmthis nonent.
Take yoursel ves off quickly, | say!"

"My lord, ny lord, let us go! in God's nane |let us go! Curse him My
he dream such things that he will have to spit,"” cried poor Yankel.

Bul ba turned slowy, wth droopi ng head, and retraced his steps,
foll owed by the conplaints of Yankel who was sorrowi ng at the thought
of the wasted ducats.

"Why be angry? Let the dog curse. That race cannot help cursing. Oh,
woe is ne, what |uck God sends to sone people! A hundred ducats nerely
for driving us off! And our brother: they have torn off his ear-Iocks,
and they made wounds on his face that you cannot bear to | ook at, and
yet no one wll give hima hundred gold pieces. O heavens! Merciful
God! "

But this failure nmade a nmuch deeper inpression on Bul ba, expressed by
a devouring flame in his eyes.

“Let us go," he said, suddenly, as if arousing hinself; "let us go to
the square. | want to see howthey will torture him"

"Oh, ny lord! why go? That wll do us no good now. "

“Let us go," said Bul ba, obstinately; and the Jew foll owed him
sighing |like a nurse.

The square on which the execution was to take place was not hard to
find: for the people were thronging thither fromall quarters. In that
savage age such a thing constituted one of the nbst noteworthy
spectacles, not only for the commobn peopl e, but anong the higher

cl asses. A nunber of the nost pious old nen, a throng of young girls,
and the nost cowardly wonen, who dreaned the whol e night afterwards of
their bl oody corpses, and shrieked as loudly in their sleep as a
drunken hussar, m ssed, nevertheless, no opportunity of gratifying
their curiosity. "Ah, what tortures!” many of themwould cry,
hysterically, covering their eyes and turning away; but they stood
their ground for a good while, all the sane. Many a one, with gaping
nout h and outstretched hands, would have liked to junp upon other
folk's heads, to get a better view Above the crowd towered a bul ky
butcher, admring the whole process with the air of a connoi sseur, and
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exchanging brief remarks with a gunsm th, whom he addressed as

"Gossi p," because he got drunk in the sane al ehouse with himon
hol i days. Sone entered into warm di scussi ons, others even |aid wagers.
But the majority were of the species who, all the world over, | ook on
at the world and at everything that goes on in it and nerely scratch
their noses. In the front ranks, close to the bearded civic-guards,
stood a young noble, in warlike array, who had certainly put his whole
war dr obe on his back, leaving only his torn shirt and old shoes at his
quarters. Two chains, one above the other, hung around his neck. He
stood beside his m stress, Usisya, and gl anced about incessantly to
see that no one soiled her silk gown. He expl ained everything to her
so perfectly that no one could have added a word. "All these people
whom you see, ny dear Usisya," he said, "have cone to see the
crimnals executed; and that man, ny |ove, yonder, holding the axe and

other instrunents in his hands, is the executioner, who wll despatch
them When he begins to break themon the wheel, and torture themin
ot her ways, the crimnals will still be alive; but when he cuts off
their heads, then, ny love, they will die at once. Before that, they
will cry and nove; but as soon as their heads are cut off, it wll be
| npossible for themto cry, or to eat or drink, because, ny dear, they
will no | onger have any head." Usisya listened to all this with terror

and curiosity.

The upper stories of the houses were filled with people. Fromthe

wi ndows in the roof peered strange faces with beards and sonet hing
resenbl i ng caps. Upon the bal conies, beneath shady awni ngs, sat the
aristocracy. The hands of smling young ladies, brilliant as white
sugar, rested on the railings. Portly nobles | ooked on with dignity.
Servants in rich garb, with flow ng sl eeves, handed round vari ous
refreshnments. Sonetines a bl ack-eyed young rogue woul d take her cake
or fruit and fling it anong the crowd with her own noble little hand.
The crowd of hungry gentles held up their caps to receive it; and sone
tall noble, whose head rose amd the throng, with his faded red jacket
and di scol oured gold braid, and who was the first to catch it wth the
aid of his long arns, would kiss his booty, press it to his heart, and
finally put it in his nouth. The hawk, suspended beneath the bal cony

i n a golden cage, was al so a spectator; with beak inclined to one
side, and with one foot raised, he, too, watched the people
attentively. But suddenly a murnmur ran through the crowd, and a runour
spread, "They are com ng! they are com ng! the Cossacks!"

They were bare-headed, with their long locks floating in the air.
Their beards had grown, and their once handsone garnents were worn
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out, and hung about themin tatters. They wal ked neither timdly nor
surlily, but with a certain pride, neither |ooking at nor bowng to
the people. At the head of all cane Gstap.

What were old Taras's feelings when thus he beheld his Gstap? Wat
filled his heart then? He gazed at himfromamd the crowd, and | ost
not a single novenent of his. They reached the place of execution.
Ostap stopped. He was to be the first to drink the bitter cup. He

gl anced at his conrades, raised his hand, and said in a | oud voi ce:
"God grant that none of the heretics who stand here may hear, the
uncl ean dogs, how Christians suffer! Let none of us utter a single
word." After this he ascended the scaffold.

“Well done, son! well done!" said Bulba, softly, and bent his grey
head.

The executioner tore off his old rags; they fastened his hands and
feet in stocks prepared expressly, and-- W wll not pain the reader
with a picture of the hellish tortures which would make his hair rise
upright on his head. They were the outcone of that coarse, wld age,
when nen still led a life of warfare which hardened their souls until
no sense of humanity was left in them In vain did sone, not many, in
t hat age make a stand agai nst such terrible nmeasures. In vain did the
ki ng and many nobles, enlightened in mnd and spirit, denonstrate that
such severity of punishnment could but fan the flame of vengeance in

t he Cossack nation. But the power of the king, and the opinion of the
W se, was as not hing before the savage will of the magnates of the

ki ngdom who, by their thoughtl essness and unconquerabl e | ack of all
far-sighted policy, their childish self-love and m serable pride,
converted the Diet into the nockery of a governnent. Ostap endured the
torture like a giant. Not a cry, not a groan, was heard. Even when

t hey began to break the bones in his hands and feet, when, amd the
death-li ke stillness of the crowd, the horrible cracking was audible
to the nost distant spectators; when even his tornentors turned aside
their eyes, nothing |like a groan escaped his lips, nor did his face
qui ver. Taras stood in the cromd wth bowed head; and, raising his
eyes proudly at that nonent, he said, approvingly, "WlI| done, boy!
wel | done!"

But when they took himto the |ast deadly tortures, it seened as
t hough his strength were failing. He cast his eyes around.

O God! all strangers, all unknown faces! |If only sone of his relatives
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had been present at his death! He would not have cared to hear the
sobs and angui sh of his poor, weak nother, nor the unreasoning cries
of a wife, tearing her hair and beating her white breast; but he would
have liked to see a strong man who m ght refresh himwith a word of

wi sdom and cheer his end. And his strength failed him and he cried

i n the weakness of his soul, "Father! where are you? do you hear?"

“I hear!" rang through the universal silence, and those thousands of
peopl e shuddered in concert. A detachnent of cavalry hastened to
search through the throng of people. Yankel turned pale as death, and
when the horsenen had got within a short distance of him turned round
in terror to look for Taras; but Taras was no | onger beside hin every
trace of himwas | ost.

CHAPTER XI |

They soon found traces of Taras. An arny of a hundred and twenty

t housand Cossacks appeared on the frontier of the Ukraine. This was no
smal | detachnent sallying forth for plunder or in pursuit of the
Tatars. No: the whole nation had risen, for the neasure of the

peopl e's patience was over-full; they had risen to avenge the
disregard of their rights, the dishonourable humliation of

t hensel ves, the insults to the faith of their fathers and their sacred
custons, the outrages upon their church, the excesses of the foreign
nobl es, the disgraceful dom nation of the Jews on Christian soil, and
all that had aroused and deepened the stern hatred of the Cossacks for
a long tinme past. Hetman Gstranitza, young, but firmin mnd, led the
vast Cossack force. Beside himwas seen his old and experienced friend
and counsell or, GQunya. Eight |eaders | ed bands of twelve thousand nen
each. Two osauls and a bunchuzhniy assisted the hetnman. A
cornet-general carried the chief standard, whilst many other banners
and standards floated in the air; and the conrades of the staff bore

t he golden staff of the hetman, the synbol of his office. There were
al so many other officials belonging to the different bands, the
baggage train and the main force with detachnents of infantry and
cavalry. There were alnost as many free Cossacks and vol unteers as
there were regi stered Cossacks. The Cossacks had risen everywhere.
They cane from Tchigirin, from Pereyaslaf, fromBaturin, from d ukhof,
fromthe regions of the | ower Dnieper, and fromall its upper shores
and islands. An uninterrupted stream of horses and herds of cattle
stretched across the plain. And anong all these Cossacks, anong all
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t hese bands, one was the choicest; and that was the band | ed by Taras
Bul ba. Al contributed to give himan influence over the others: his
advanced years, his experience and skill in directing an arny, and his
bitter hatred of the foe. H's unsparing fierceness and cruelty seened
exaggerated even to the Cossacks. Hi s grey head dreaned of naught save
fire and sword, and his utterances at the councils of war breathed
only anni hil ati on.

It is useless to describe all the battles in which the Cossacks

di sti ngui shed thensel ves, or the gradual courses of the canpaign. Al
this is set down in the chronicles. It is well known what an arny

rai sed on Russian soil, for the orthodox faith, is like. There is no
power stronger than faith. It is threatening and invincible like a
rock, and rising am dst the stormny, ever-changing sea. Fromthe very
bottomof the sea it rears to heaven its jagged sides of firm

| npenetrable stone. It is visible fromeverywhere, and | ooks the waves
straight in the face as they roll past. And woe to the ship which is
dashed against it! Its frane flies into splinters, everything init is
split and crushed, and the startled air re-echoes the piteous cries of
t he dr owni ng.

In the pages of the chronicles there is a mnute description of how
the Polish garrisons fled fromthe freed cities; how the unscrupul ous
Jew sh tavern-keepers were hung; how powerl ess was the royal hetnan,
Ni kol ai Pototzky, with his nunerous arny, against this invincible
force; how, routed and pursued, he |lost the best of his troops by
drowning in a small stream how the fierce Cossack regi nents besieged
himin the little town of Polon; and how, reduced to extremties, he
prom sed, under oath, on the part of the king and the governnent, its
full satisfaction to all, and the restoration of all their rights and
privileges. But the Cossacks were not nmen to give way for this. They
al ready knew well what a Polish oath was worth. And Pot ot zky woul d
never nore have pranced on his six-thousand ducat horse fromthe
Kabardei, attracting the glances of distinguished | adies and the envy
of the nobility; he would never nore have nmade a figure in the Det,
by giving costly feasts to the senators--if the Russian priests who
were in the little town had not saved him When all the popes, in
their brilliant gold vestnents, went out to neet the Cossacks, bearing
the holy pictures and the cross, with the bishop hinself at their
head, crosier in hand and mtre on his head, the Cossacks all bowed
their heads and took off their caps. To no one |ower than the Kking

hi msel f woul d t hey have shown respect at such an hour; but their
daring fell before the Church of Christ, and they honoured their
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priesthood. The hetnman and | eaders agreed to rel ease Pototzky, after
havi ng extracted fromhima solemm oath to |leave all the Christian
churches unnol ested, to forswear the ancient enmty, and to do no harm
to the Cossack forces. One | eader alone would not consent to such a
peace. It was Taras. He tore a handful of hair fromhis head, and
cried:

"Het man and | eaders! Commt no such wonani sh deed. Trust not the
Lyakhs; slay the dogs!"

When the secretary presented the agreenent, and the hetman put his
hand to it, Taras drew a genui ne Damascene bl ade, a costly Turkish
sabre of the finest steel, broke it in twain like a reed, and threw
the two pieces far away on each side, saying, "Farewell! As the two

pi eces of this sword will never reunite and formone sword again, so
we, conrades, shall nevernore behold each other in this world.

Remenber ny parting words." As he spoke his voice grew stronger, rose
hi gher, and acquired a hitherto unknown power; and his prophetic
utterances troubled themall. "Before the death hour you will renenber
me! Do you think that you have purchased peace and quiet? do you think
that you will nmake a great show? You will nmake a great show, but after
anot her fashion. They wll flay the skin fromyour head, hetnan, they
Wil stuff it with bran, and long will it be exhibited at fairs.
Neither will you retain your heads, gentles. You will be thrown into
danp dungeons, walled about with stone, if they do not boil you alive
I n cauldrons |ike sheep. And you, nen," he continued, turning to his
followers, "which of you wants to die his true death? not through
sorrows and the al e-house; but an honourabl e Cossack death, all in one
bed, |ike bride and groonf? But, perhaps, you would like to return
home, and turn infidels, and carry Polish priests on your backs?"

"W will follow you, noble | eader, we will follow you!" shouted all
hi s band, and many others joined them

“I'f it is to be so, then follow ne," said Taras, pulling his cap
farther over his brows. Looking nenacingly at the others, he went to
his horse, and cried to his nen, "Let no one reproach us wth any

i nsulting speeches. Now, hey there, nen! we'll call on the Catholics."
And then he struck his horse, and there followed hima canp of a
hundr ed waggons, and with them nmany Cossack cavalry and infantry; and,
turning, he threatened with a glance all who remai ned behind, and
wrath was in his eye. The band departed in full view of all the arny,
and Taras continued long to turn and gl ower.
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The hetnman and | eaders were uneasy; all becane thoughtful, and

remai ned silent, as though oppressed by sonme heavy foreboding. Not in
vai n had Taras prophesied: all canme to pass as he had foretold. A
little later, after the treacherous attack at Kaneva, the hetman's
head was nounted on a stake, together with those of many of his

of ficers.

And what of Taras? Taras nmade raids all over Poland wth his band,
burned ei ghteen towns and nearly forty churches, and reached Cracow.
He killed many nobl es, and plundered sone of the richest and fi nest
castl es. The Cossacks enptied on the ground the century-old nead and
wi ne, carefully hoarded up in lordly cellars; they cut and burned the
rich garnments and equi pnents which they found in the wardrobes. "Spare
not hing," was the order of Taras. The Cossacks spared not the

bl ack- browed gentl ewonen, the brilliant, white-bosoned mai dens: these
coul d not save thenselves even at the altar, for Taras burned them
wth the altar itself. Snowy hands were raised to heaven fromamd
fiery flanmes, with piteous shrieks which woul d have noved the danp
earth itself to pity and caused the steppe-grass to bend with
conpassion at their fate. But the cruel Cossacks paid no heed; and,
raising the children in the streets upon the points of their |ances,
they cast themalso into the fl anes.

“"This is a mass for the soul of Ostap, you heathen Lyakhs," was all
that Taras said. And such masses for Ostap he had sung in every
village, until the Polish Governnent perceived that Taras's raids were
nore than ordinary expeditions for plunder; and Pototzky was given
five reginents, and ordered to capture himw thout fail.

Si x days did the Cossacks retreat along the by-roads before their
pursuers; their horses were alnost equal to this unchecked flight, and
nearly saved them But this tinme Pototzky was al so equal to the task
intrusted to him unweariedly he followed them and overtook them on

t he bank of the Dniester, where Taras had taken possession of an
abandoned and ruined castle for the purpose of resting.

On the very brink of the Dniester it stood, with its shattered
ranparts and the ruined remnants of its walls. The sunmit of the cliff
was strewn with ragged stones and broken bricks, ready at any nonent
to detach thensel ves. The royal hetman, Pototzky, surrounded it on the
two sides which faced the plain. Four days did the Cossacks fight,
tearing down bricks and stones for mssiles. But their stones and
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their strength were at | ength exhausted, and Taras resolved to cut his
way through the bel eaguering forces. And the Cossacks woul d have cut
their way through, and their swft steeds m ght again have served them
faithfully, had not Taras halted suddenly in the very mdst of their
flight, and shouted, "Halt! ny pipe has dropped with its tobacco: |
won't | et those heat hen Lyakhs have ny pipe!" And the ol d het man

st ooped down, and felt in the grass for his pipe full of tobacco, his

| nsepar abl e conpani on on all his expeditions by sea and | and and at
hone.

But in the neantine a band of Lyakhs suddenly rushed up, and seized
hi m by the shoulders. He struggled with all m ght; but he could not
scatter on the earth, as he had been wont to do, the heydukes who had
seized him "Onh, old age, old age!" he exclained: and the stout old
Cossack wept. But his age was not to blane: nearly thirty nen were
clinging to his arns and | egs.

"The raven is caught!" yelled the Lyakhs. "W nust think how we can
show hi mthe nost honour, the dog!" They decided, with the perm ssion
of the hetman, to burn himalive in the sight of all. There stood hard
by a leafless tree, the summt of which had been struck by Iightning.
They fastened himwith iron chains and nails driven through his hands
hi gh up on the trunk of the tree, so that he m ght be seen from all
sides; and began at once to place fagots at its foot. But Taras did
not | ook at the wood, nor did he think of the fire with which they
were preparing to roast him he gazed anxiously in the direction
whence his Cossacks were firing. From his high point of observation he
could see everything as in the pal mof his hand.

"Take possession, nen," he shouted, "of the hillock behind the wood:
they cannot clinb it!" But the wind did not carry his words to them
"They are lost, lost!" he said in despair, and gl anced down to where
the water of the Dniester glittered. Joy gleaned in his eyes. He saw
the sterns of four boats peeping out from behind sone bushes; exerted
all the power of his lungs, and shouted in a ringing tone, "To the
bank, to the bank, nen! descend the path to the left, under the cliff.
There are boats on the bank; take all, that they may not catch you."

This tinme the breeze blew fromthe other side, and his words were
audi bl e to the Cossacks. But for this counsel he received a bl ow on
the head with the back of an axe, which made everythi ng dance before
his eyes.
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The Cossacks descended the cliff path at full speed, but their
pursuers were at their heels. They | ooked: the path wound and tw st ed,
and made many detours to one side. "Conrades, we are trapped!" said
they. Al halted for an instant, raised their whips, whistled, and
their Tatar horses rose fromthe ground, clove the air |ike serpents,
flew over the precipice, and plunged straight into the Dniester. Two
only did not alight in the river, but thundered down fromthe hei ght
upon the stones, and perished there with their horses w thout uttering
a cry. But the Cossacks had al ready swum shoreward fromtheir horses,
and unfastened the boats, when the Lyakhs halted on the brink of the
preci pi ce, astounded by this wonderful feat, and thinking, "Shall we
junp down to them or not?"

One young colonel, a lively, hot-blooded soldier, own brother to the
beauti ful Pole who had seduced poor Andrii, did not reflect |ong, but
| eaped with his horse after the Cossacks. He nmade three turns in the
air wwth his steed, and fell heavily on the rocks. The sharp stones
tore himin pieces; and his brains, mngled with bl ood, bespattered

t he shrubs growi ng on the uneven walls of the precipice.

When Taras Bul ba recovered fromthe blow, and glanced towards the
Dni ester, the Cossacks were already in the skiffs and row ng away.
Ball s were showered upon them from above but did not reach them And
the old hetman's eyes sparkled with joy.

“"Farewel |, conrades!" he shouted to them from above; "renenber ne, and
cone hither again next spring and nake nerry in the sane fashion!
What! cursed Lyakhs, have ye caught nme? Think ye there is anything in

the world that a Cossack fears? Wait; the tine will cone when ye shal
| earn what the orthodox Russian faith is! Already the people scent it
far and near. A czar shall arise from Russian soil, and there shal

not be a power in the world which shall not submt to him" But fire
had already risen fromthe fagots; it |apped his feet, and the flane
spread to the tree. . . . But can any fire, flanes, or power be found
on earth which are capabl e of overpowering Russian strength?

Broad is the river Dniester, and in it are many deep pools, dense
reed-beds, clear shallows and little bays; its watery mrror gl eans,
filled wth the nel odi ous plaint of the swan, the proud w | d goose
glides swiftly over it; and snipe, red-throated ruffs, and other birds
are to be found anong the reeds and al ong the banks. The Cossacks
rowed swftly on in the narrow doubl e-ruddered boats--rowed stoutly,
careful ly shunning the sand bars, and cleaving the ranks of the birds,
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whi ch took wi ng--rowed, and tal ked of their hetnman.

ST. JOHN S EVE
A STORY TOLD BY THE SACRI STAN OF THE DI KANKA CHURCH

Thoma Grigroovitch had one very strange eccentricity: to the day of
his death he never liked to tell the sane thing twice. There were
times when, if you asked himto relate a thing afresh, he would

I nterpolate new matter, or alter it so that it was inpossible to
recognise it. Once upon a tinme, one of those gentlenen who, |ike the
usurers at our yearly fairs, clutch and beg and steal every sort of
frippery, and issue nean little volunes, no thicker than an A B C
book, every nonth, or even every week, worned this sane story out of
Thoma Grigorovitch, and the latter conpletely forgot about it. But

t hat sane young gentleman, in the pea-green caftan, canme from Poltava,
bringing wwth hima little book, and, opening it in the mddle, showed
it to us. Thoma Gigorovitch was on the point of setting his
spectacles astride of his nose, but recollected that he had forgotten
to wind thread about them and stick themtogether with wax, so he
passed it over to ne. As | understand not hing about reading and
witing, and do not wear spectacles, | undertook to read it. | had not
turned two | eaves when all at once he caught ne by the hand and

st opped ne.

"Stop! tell me first what you are reading."

| confess that | was a trifle stunned by such a question.

“"What! what am | reading, Thoma Gigorovitch? Wiy, your own words."
“"Who told you that they were ny words?"

"Why, what nore woul d you have? Here it is printed: 'Related by such
and such a sacristan.'"

"Spit on the head of the man who printed that! he lies, the dog of a

Moscow pedlar! Did | say that? '' Twas just the sane as though one
hadn't his wits about him' Listen. I'lIl tell the tale to you on the
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spot . "

We noved up to the table, and he began.

My grandfat her (the ki ngdom of heaven be his! may he eat only wheaten
rolls and poppy-seed cakes with honey in the other world!) could tell
a story wonderfully well. Wen he used to begin a tale you could not
stir fromthe spot all day, but kept on listening. He was not |ike the
story-teller of the present day, when he begins to lie, with a tongue
as though he had had nothing to eat for three days, so that you snatch
your cap and flee fromthe house. | renenber ny old nother was alive
then, and in the long wi nter evenings when the frost was crackling out
of doors, and had sealed up hernetically the narrow panes of our
cottage, she used to sit at her wheel, drawing out a long thread in
her hand, rocking the cradle with her foot, and humm ng a song, which
| seemto hear even now.

The |l anp, quivering and flaring up as though in fear of sonething,

| i ghted up our cottage; the spindle hummed; and all of us children,
collected in a cluster, listened to grandfather, who had not craw ed
off the stove for nore than five years, owng to his great age. But

t he wondrous tales of the incursions of the Zaporozhi an Cossacks and
t he Pol es, the bold deeds of Podkova, of Poltar-Kozhukh, and

Sagai datchnii, did not interest us so nmuch as the stories about sone
deed of old which always sent a shiver through our franmes and nmade our
hair rise upright on our heads. Sonetinmes such terror took possession
of us in consequence of them that, fromthat evening forward, Heaven
knows how wonderful everything seened to us. |If one chanced to go out
of the cottage after nightfall for anything, one fancied that a
visitor fromthe other world had lain down to sleep in one's bed; and
| have often taken ny own snock, at a distance, as it lay at the head
of the bed, for the Evil One rolled up into a ball! But the chief

t hi ng about grandfather's stories was, that he never lied in all his
life; and whatever he said was so, was so.

| wll nowtell you one of his wonderful tales. | know that there are
a great many wi se people who copy in the courts, and can even read
civil docunents, but who, if you were to put into their hand a sinple
prayer - book, could not nake out the first letter init, and would show
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all their teeth in derision. These people | augh at everything you tell
them Al ong cones one of them-and doesn't believe in witches! Yes,
glory to God that | have lived so long in the world! | have seen
heretics to whomit would be easier tolie in confession than it would
be to our brothers and equals to take snuff, and these fol k woul d deny
t he exi stence of witches! But let themjust dream about sonething, and
they won't even tell what it was! There, it is no use tal ki ng about

t hem

No one coul d have recognised the village of ours a little over a
hundred years ago; it was a hamet, the poorest kind of a hamet. Half
a score of m serable farnmhouses, unplastered and badly thatched, were
scattered here and there about the fields. There was not a yard or a
decent shed to shelter animals or waggons. That was the way the
wealthy lived: and if you had | ooked for our brothers, the poor--why,
a hole in the ground--that was a cabin for you! Only by the snoke
could you tell that a God-created man lived there. You ask why they
lived so? It was not entirely through poverty: al nobst every one led a
rai ding Cossack life, and gathered not a little plunder in foreign

| ands; it was rather because it was little use building up a good
wooden house. Many fol k were engaged in raids all over the
country--Cri neans, Poles, Lithuanians! It was quite possible that
their own countrynen m ght make a descent and pl under everything.
Anyt hi ng was possi bl e.

In this hamlet a man, or rather a devil in human form often nade his
appear ance. Wy he cane, and whence, no one knew. He prow ed about,
got drunk, and suddenly disappeared as if into the air, |eaving no
trace of his existence. Then, behold, he seened to have dropped from
t he sky again, and went flying about the street of the village, of

whi ch no trace now renai ns, and which was not nore than a hundred
paces from D kanka. He woul d coll ect together all the Cossacks he net;
then there were songs, laughter, and cash in plenty, and vodka fl owed
| i ke water. . . . He would address the pretty girls, and give them

ri bbons, earrings, strings of beads--nore than they knew what to do
wth., It is true that the pretty girls rather hesitated about
accepting his presents: God knows, perhaps, what uncl ean hands they
had passed through. My grandfather's aunt, who kept at that tine a
tavern, in which Basavriuk (as they called this devil-man) often
caroused, said that no consideration on the earth would have i nduced
her to accept a gift fromhim But then, again, how avoid accepting?
Fear seized on every one when he knit his shaggy brows, and gave a

si del ong gl ance which m ght send your feet God knows whither: whilst
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I f you did accept, then the next night sone fiend fromthe swanp, with
horns on his head, cane and began to squeeze your neck, if there was a
string of beads upon it; or bite your finger, if there was a ring upon
it; or drag you by the hair, if ribbons were braided in it. God have
mercy, then, on those who held such gifts! But here was the
difficulty: it was inpossible to get rid of them if you threw them
into the water, the diabolical ring or necklace would skim al ong the
surface and into your hand.

There was a church in the village--St. Pantelei, if | renmenber
rightly. There lived there a priest, Father Athanasii of blessed
menory. Qbserving that Basavriuk did not conme to church, even at
Easter, he determ ned to reprove himand i npose penance upon him
Wll, he hardly escaped with his life. "Hark ye, sir!" he thundered in
reply, "learn to m nd your own business instead of neddling in other
people's, if you don't want that throat of yours stuck with boiling
kutya[ 1] ." What was to be done with this unrepentant nman? Fat her

At hanasii contented hinself wth announcing that any one who shoul d
make t he acquai ntance of Basavri uk would be counted a Catholic, an
eneny of Christ's orthodox church, not a nenber of the human race.

[1] A dish of rice or wheat flour, wth honey and raisins, which is
brought to the church on the celebration of nenorial nasses.

In this village there was a Cossack naned Korzh, who had a | abourer
whom peopl e call ed Peter the O phan--perhaps because no one renenbered
either his father or nother. The church elder, it is true, said that
they had died of the pest in his second year; but ny grandfather's
aunt would not hear of that, and tried with all her mght to furnish
himw th parents, although poor Peter needed them about as nuch as we
need | ast year's snow. She said that his father had been in Zaporozhe,
and had been taken prisoner by the Turks, anongst whom he underwent
God only knows what tortures, until having, by sone mracle, disguised
hi mrsel f as a eunuch, he made his escape. Little cared the bl ack-browed
yout hs and mai dens about Peter's parents. They nerely renarked, that

if he only had a new coat, a red sash, a black |anbskin cap with a
smart blue crown on his head, a Turkish sabre by his side, a whip in
one hand and a pi pe with handsone nountings in the other, he would
surpass all the young nen. But the pity was, that the only thing poor
Peter had was a grey gaberdine with nore holes in it than there are
gold pieces in a Jew s pocket. But that was not the worst of it. Korzh
had a daughter, such a beauty as | think you can hardly have chanced
to see. My grandfather's aunt used to say--and you know that it is
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easier for a wonman to kiss the Evil One than to call any one else a
beauty--that this Cossack mai den's cheeks were as plunp and fresh as

t he pi nkest poppy when, bathed in God's dew, it unfolds its petals,
and coquets with the rising sun; that her brows were evenly arched
over her bright eyes like black cords, such as our nmaidens buy
nowadays, for their crosses and ducats, off the Mscow pedl ars who
visit the villages wth their baskets; that her little nouth, at sight
of which the youths smacked their |ips, seened nmade to warble the
songs of nightingales; that her hair, black as the raven's w ng, and
soft as young flax, fell in curls over her shoul ders, for our maidens
did not then plait their hair in pigtails interwoven with pretty,

bri ght-hued ribbons. Eh! may | never intone another alleluia in the
choir, if I would not have kissed her, in spite of the grey which is
making its way through the old wool which covers ny pate, and of the
ol d woman beside ne, like a thorn in ny side! Well, you know what
happens when young nen and naidens |ive side by side. In the twlight
the heels of red boots were always visible in the place where Pidorka
chatted with her Peter. But Korzh woul d never have suspected anyt hing
out of the way, only one day--it is evident that none but the Evil One
could have inspired him-Peter took into his head to kiss the nmaiden's
rosy lips with all his heart, wthout first | ooking well about him
and that sanme Evil One--may the son of a dog dream of the holy
cross!--caused the old grey-beard, like a fool, to open the cottage
door at that sanme nonent. Korzh was petrified, dropped his jaw, and
clutched at the door for support. Those unlucky kisses conpletely
stunned him

Recovering hinself, he took his grandfather's hunting whip fromthe
wal | , and was about to bel abour Peter's back with it, when Pidorka's
little six-year-old brother |Ivas rushed up from sonewhere or other,

and, grasping his father's legs with his little hands, screaned out,
"Daddy, daddy! don't beat Peter!" Wat was to be done? A father's

heart is not nmade of stone. Hanging the whip again on the wall, he |ed
Peter quietly fromthe house. "If you ever show yourself in ny cottage
again, or even under the w ndows, | ook out, Peter, for, by heaven,
your bl ack noustache wi |l disappear; and your black | ocks, though

wound tw ce about your ears, wll take | eave of your pate, or ny nane
Is not Terentiy Korzh." So saying, he gave himsuch a taste of his
fist in the nape of his neck, that all grew dark before Peter, and he
fl ew headl ong out of the place.

So there was an end of their kissing. Sorrow fell upon our turtle
doves; and a runour grewrife in the village that a certain Pole, all
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enbroi dered with gold, w th noustaches, sabre, spurs, and pockets
jingling like the bells of the bag wth which our sacristan Taras goes
t hrough the church every day, had begun to frequent Korzh's house.

Now, it is well known why a father has visitors when there is a

bl ack- browed daught er about. So, one day, Pidorka burst into tears,
and caught the hand of her brother Ivas. "lvas, ny dear! lvas, ny

| ove! fly to Peter, ny child of gold, like an arrow froma bow. Tel
himall: | would have | oved his brown eyes, | would have kissed his
fair face, but ny fate decrees otherwi se. Mdire than one handkerchi ef
have | wet with burning tears. | amsad and heavy at heart. And ny own
father is ny eneny. | will not marry the Pole, whom | do not | ove.

Tell himthey are nmaking ready for a wedding, but there will be no
musi ¢ at our wedding: priests wll sing instead of pipes and viols. |
shall not dance with ny bridegroom they will carry ne out. Dark, dark
will be ny dwelling of maple wood; and, instead of chimeys, a cross
wi Il stand upon the roof."

Peter stood petrified, without noving fromthe spot, when the innocent
child I'isped out Pidorka's words to him "And I, wetched man, had
t hought to go to the Crinea and Turkey, to win gold and return to
t hee, ny beauty! But it may not be. W have been overl ooked by the

evil eye. | too shall have a weddi ng, dear one; but no ecclesiastics
w Il be present at that wedding. The black crow instead of the pope
w Il caw over ne; the bare plain wll be ny dwelling; the dark bl ue
cloud ny roof-tree. The eagle will claw out ny brown eyes: the rain

wi |l wash ny Cossack bones, and the whirlwinds dry them But what am
| ? O what should | conplain? '"Tis clear God willed it so. If | amto
be lost, then so be it!" and he went straight to the tavern.

My | ate grandfather's aunt was sonewhat surprised at seeing Peter at
the tavern, at an hour when good nen go to norning nass; and stared at
hi mas though in a dream when he called for a jug of brandy, about
half a pailful. But the poor fellowtried in vain to drown his woe.
The vodka stung his tongue like nettles, and tasted nore bitter than
wor mwod. He flung the jug from hi mupon the ground.

"You have sorrowed enough, Cossack," grow ed a bass voice behind him
He | ooked round--it was Basavriuk! Ugh, what a face! H's hair was |ike
a brush, his eyes like those of a bull. "I know what you | ack: here it
Is." As he spoke he jingled a | eather purse which hung fromhis girdle
and sm | ed diabolically. Peter shuddered. "Ha, ha, ha! how it shines!"
he roared, shaking out ducats into his hands: "ha, ha, ha! howit
jingles! And | only ask one thing for a whole pile of such shiners."
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“I't is the Evil One!" exclained Peter. "Gve ne them |'mready for
anyt hi ng! "

They struck hands upon it, and Basavriuk said, "You are just in tine,
Peter: to-nmorrowis St. John the Baptist's day. Only on this one night
in the year does the fern blossom | will await you at mdnight in the
Bear's ravine."

| do not believe that chickens await the hour when the housew fe
brings their corn with as nuch anxiety as Peter awaited the evening.
He kept | ooking to see whether the shadows of the trees were not

| engt heni ng, whether the sun was not turning red towards setting; and,
the |l onger he watched, the nore inpatient he grew How long it was!
Evidently, God's day had lost its end sonewhere. But now the sun has
set. The sky is red only on one side, and it is already grow ng darKk.
It grows colder in the fields. It gets gloom er and gl oom er, and at
| ast quite dark. At last! Wth heart al npost bursting fromhis bosom
he set out and cautiously nade his way down through the thick woods
into the deep hollow called the Bear's ravine. Basavriuk was already
waiting there. It was so dark that you could not see a yard before
you. Hand in hand they entered the ravine, pushing through the

| uxuri ant thorn-bushes and stunbling at al nost every step. At | ast

t hey reached an open spot. Peter | ooked about him he had never
chanced to cone there before. Here Basavriuk halted.

"Do you see before you three hillocks? There are a great many ki nds of
fl owers upon them My sone power keep you from plucki ng even one of
them But as soon as the fern blossons, seize it, and | ook not round,
no matter what may seemto be going on behind thee."

Peter wanted to ask sone questions, but behold Basavri uk was no | onger
there. He approached the three hill ocks--where were the flowers? He
saw none. The wild steppe-grass grew all around, and hid everything in
Its luxuriance. But the |lightning flashed; and before himwas a whole
bed of flowers, all wonderful, all strange: whilst anongst themthere
were also the sinple fronds of fern. Peter doubted his senses, and
stood thoughtfully before them arns akinbo.

"What manner of prodigy is this? why, one can see these weeds ten

times a day. What is there marvel | ous about then®? Devil's face nust be
nocki ng ne!"
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But behol d! the tiny flower-bud of the fern reddened and noved as

t hough alive. It was a marvel in truth. It grew |l arger and | arger, and
glowed like a burning coal. The tiny stars of |ight flashed up,
sonet hi ng burst softly, and the fl ower opened before his eyes like a
flame, lighting the others about it.

“"Now is the tinme," thought Peter, and extended his hand. He saw
hundreds of hairy hands reach also for the flower from behind him and
there was a sound of scanpering in his rear. He half closed his eyes,
and plucked sharply at the stalk, and the flower remained in his hand.

Al'l becane still.

Upon a stunp sat Basavriuk, quite blue Iike a corpse. He did not nove
so nmuch as a finger. H eyes were imovably fixed on sonething visible
to himalone; his nmouth was half open and speechless. Nothing stirred
around. Ugh! it was horrible! But then a whistle was heard whi ch nmade
Peter's heart grow cold within him and it seened to himthat the
grass whi spered, and the flowers began to tal k anong thensel ves in
delicate voices, like little silver bells, while the trees rustled in
mur muring contention;--Basavriuk's face suddenly becane full of life,
and his eyes sparkled. "The witch has just returned," he nuttered
between his teeth. "Hearken, Peter: a charnmer will stand before you in
a nonent; do whatever she commands; if not--you are |ost forever."

Then he parted the thorn-bushes with a knotty stick and before him
stood a tiny farmhouse. Basavriuk snote it with his fist, and the wall
trenbled. A large black dog ran out to neet them and wth a whine
transfornmed itself into a cat and flew straight at his eyes.

“"Don't be angry, don't be angry, you old Satan!" said Basavri uk,
enpl oyi ng such words as woul d have made a good man stop his ears.
Behol d, instead of a cat, an old wonan all bent into a bow, with a
face winkled |li ke a baked apple, and a nose and chin like a pair of
nut cr ackers.

“A fine charner!" thought Peter; and cold chills ran down his back.
The witch tore the flower fromhis hand, stooped and nuttered over it
for along tine, sprinkling it with sone kind of water. Sparks flew
from her nouth, and foam appeared on her 1|ips.

“"Throw it away," she said, giving it back to Peter.
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Peter threwit, but what wonder was this? The flower did not fall
straight to the earth, but for a long while twnkled like a fiery ball
t hrough the darkness, and swam through the air like a boat. At last it
began to sink lower and lower, and fell so far away that the little
star, hardly larger than a poppy-seed, was barely visible. "There!"
croaked the old woman, in a dull voice: and Basavriuk, giving hima
spade, said, "Dig here, Peter: you will find nore gold than you or
Korzh ever dreaned of."

Peter spat on his hands, seized the spade, pressed his foot on it, and
turned up the earth, a second, a third, a fourth tine. The spade
clinked agai nst sonething hard, and would go no further. Then his eyes

began to distinguish a small, iron-bound coffer. He tried to seize it;
but the chest began to sink into the earth, deeper, farther, and
deeper still: whilst behind himhe heard a laugh |ike a serpent's

hi ss.

“No, you shall not have the gold until you shed human bl ood," said the
witch, and she led up to hima child of six, covered with a white
sheet, and indicated by a sign that he was to cut off his head.

Peter was stunned. Atrifle, indeed, to cut off a nman's, or even an
I nnocent child's, head for no reason whatever! In wath he tore off
t he sheet enveloping the victims head, and behol d! before himstood
| vas. The poor child crossed his little hands, and hung his head.
Peter flew at the wwtch with the knife |ike a nadnan, and was on the
poi nt of |aying hands on her.

“"What did you promse for the girl?" thundered Basavriuk; and like a
shot he was on his back. The witch stanped her foot: a blue flane
flashed fromthe earth and illumned all within it. The earth becane
transparent as if noulded of crystal; and all that was within it
becane visible, as if in the palmof the hand. Ducats, precious stones
I n chests and pots, were piled in heaps beneath the very spot they
stood on. Peter's eyes flashed, his mnd grewtroubled. . . . He
grasped the knife |i ke a madnman, and the innocent blood spurted into
his eyes. Diabolical |aughter resounded on all sides. M sshapen
nonsters flew past himin flocks. The witch, fastening her hands in
the headless trunk, like a wolf, drank its blood. H's head whirl ed.
Collecting all his strength, he set out to run. Everything grew red
before him The trees seened steeped in bl ood, and burned and groaned.
The sky gl owed and threatened. Burning points, |ike |ightning,
flickered before his eyes. Uterly exhausted, he rushed into his
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m serabl e hovel and fell to the ground like a log. A death-like sleep
over powered him

Two days and two nights did Peter sleep, wthout once awakeni ng. \Wen
he canme to hinself, on the third day, he | ooked long at all the
corners of his hut, but in vain did he endeavour to recollect what had
t aken place; his nenory was |ike a mser's pocket, from which you
cannot entice a quarter of a kopek. Stretching hinself, he heard
sonething clash at his feet. He | ooked, there were two bags of gold.
Then only, as if in a dream he recollected that he had been seeking
for treasure, and that sonething had frightened himin the woods.

Korzh saw the sacks--and was nollified. "A fine fellow, Peter, quite
unequal | ed! yes, and did | not |ove hin? Was he not to ne as ny own
son?" And the old fellow repeated this fiction until he wept over it
hi msel f. Pidorka began to tell Peter how sone passing gipsies had
stolen lvas; but he could not even recall him-to such a degree had
the Devil's influence darkened his m nd! There was no reason for

del ay. The Pol e was di sm ssed, and the weddi ng-feast prepared; rolls
wer e baked, towels and handkerchi efs enbroi dered; the young people
were seated at table; the wedding-loaf was cut; guitars, cynbals,

pi pes, viols sounded, and pleasure was rife.

A wedding in the olden tinmes was not |ike one of the present day. My
grandfather's aunt used to tell how the maidens--in festive

head- dresses of yellow, blue, and pink ribbons, above which they bound
gold braid; in thin chem settes enbroidered on all the seans with red
silk, and strewn with tiny silver flowers; in norocco shoes, with high
i ron heel s--danced the gorlitza as swinmm ngly as peacocks, and as
wldly as the whirlw nd; how the youths--with their ship-shaped caps
upon their heads, the crowns of gold brocade, and two horns
projecting, one in front and anot her behind, of the very finest black
| anmbskin; in tunics of the finest blue silk wwth red borders--stepped
forward one by one, their arns akinbo in stately form and executed

t he gopak; how the lads--in tall Cossack caps, and |light cloth
gaberdines, girt with silver enbroidered belts, their short pipes in
their teeth--skipped before them and tal ked nonsense. Even Korzh as he
gazed at the young people could not help getting gay in his old age.
Quitar in hand, alternately puffing at his pipe and singing, a
brandy- gl ass upon his head, the greybeard began the national dance
am d | oud shouts fromthe nerry-nakers.

VWhat will not people devise in nerry nood? They even began to disguise
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their faces till they did not |ook |ike human bei ngs. On such

occasi ons one would dress hinself as a Jew, another as the Devil: they
woul d begin by kissing each other, and end by seizing each ot her by
the hair. God be with them you laughed till you held your sides. They
dressed thenselves in Turkish and Tatar garnents. Al upon them gl owed
| i ke a conflagration, and then they began to joke and pl ay

pr anks.

An anusi ng thing happened to ny grandfather's aunt, who was at this
weddi ng. She was wearing an anple Tatar robe, and, w ne-glass in hand,
was entertaining the conpany. The Evil One instigated one man to pour
vodka over her from behind. Another, at the sanme nonent, evidently not
by accident, struck a light, and held it to her. The flanme flashed up,
and poor aunt, in terror, flung her dress off, before themall.
Screans, |aughter, jests, arose as if at a fair. In a wrd, the old
fol ks could not recall so nerry a weddi ng.

Pi dorka and Peter began to live |like a gentlenman and | ady. There was

pl enty of everything and everything was fine. . . . But honest folk
shook their heads when they marked their way of living. "Fromthe

Devil no good can cone," they unani nously agreed. "Whence, except from
the tenpter of orthodox people, cane this wealth? Where el se could he
have got such a ot of gold fronf? Wiy, on the very day that he got
rich, did Basavriuk vanish as if into thin air?"

Say, if you can, that people only imagi ne things! A nonth had not
passed, and no one woul d have recogni sed Peter. He sat in one spot,
saying no word to any one; but continually thinking and seem ngly
trying to recall sonething. When Pidorka succeeded in getting himto
speak, he appeared to forget hinself, and would carry on a
conversation, and even grow cheerful; but if he inadvertently gl anced

at the sacks, "Stop, stop! | have forgotten,” he would cry, and again
plunge into reverie and strive to recall sonething. Sonetines when he
sat still along tinme in one place, it seened to himas though it were

com ng, just comng back to mnd, but again all would fade away. It
seened as if he was sitting in the tavern: they brought hi mvodka;
vodka stung him vodka was repulsive to him Sone one cane al ong and
struck himon the shoul der; but beyond that everything was veiled in
dar kness before him The perspiration would stream down his face, and
he woul d sit exhausted in the sane pl ace.

What did not Pirdorka do? She consulted the sorceresses; and they
poured out fear, and brewed stomach ache[2]--but all to no avail. And
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so the sumer passed. Many a Cossack had nowed and reaped; nmany a
Cossack, nore enterprising than the rest, had set off upon an
expedition. Flocks of ducks were already crowdi ng the nmarshes, but
there was not even a hint of inprovenent.

[2] "To pour out fear" refers to a practice resorted to in case of
fear. When it is desired to know what caused this, nelted | ead or
wax is poured into water, and the object whose formit assunes is
t he one which frightened the sick person; after this, the fear
departs. Sonyashnitza is brewed for giddiness and pain in the
bowels. To this end, a bit of stunp is burned, thrown into a jug,
and turned upside down into a bowl filled with water, which is
pl aced on the patient's stonmach: after an incantation, he is given
a spoonful of this water to drink.

It was red upon the steppes. R cks of grain, |ike Cossack's caps,
dotted the fields here and there. On the highway were to be

encount ered waggons | oaded wth brushwood and | ogs. The ground had
becone nore solid, and in places was touched with frost. Al ready had

t he snow begun to fall and the branches of the trees were covered with
rime |ike rabbit-skin. Already on frosty days the robin redbreast
hopped about on the snow heaps |ike a foppish Polish nobl enan, and

pi cked out grains of corn; and children, with huge sticks, played
hockey upon the ice; while their fathers lay quietly on the stove,
Issuing forth at intervals with lighted pipes in their lips, to grow,
in regular fashion, at the orthodox frost, or to take the air, and
thresh the grain spread out in the barn. At |last the snow began to
nelt, and the ice slipped away: but Peter renmined the sane; and, the
nore tinme went on, the nore norose he grew. He sat in the cottage as

t hough nailed to the spot, with the sacks of gold at his feet. He grew
averse to conpanionship, his hair grew |long, he becane terrible to

| ook at; and still he thought of but one thing, still he tried to
recall sonething, and got angry and ill-tenpered because he coul d not.
Oten, rising wildly fromhis seat, he gesticulated violently and
fixed his eyes on sonething as though desirous of catching it: his

| i ps noving as though desirous of uttering sone | ong-forgotten word,
but remai ni ng speechless. Fury woul d take possession of him he woul d
gnaw and bite his hands Iike a man half crazy, and in his vexation
woul d tear out his hair by the handful, until, calmng down, he would
rel apse into forgetfulness, as it were, and then would again strive to
recall the past and be again seized with fury and fresh tortures. Wat
visitation of God was this?
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Pi dorka was neither dead not alive. At first it was horrible for her
to remain alone with himin the cottage; but, in course of tine, the
poor woman grew accustoned to her sorrow. But it was inpossible to
recogni se the Pidorka of forner days. No blushes, no smles: she was
thin and worn with grief, and had wept her bright eyes away. Once sone
one who took pity on her advised her to go to the witch who dwelt in
the Bear's ravine, and enjoyed the reputation of being able to cure
every disease in the world. She determned to try that |ast renedy:
and finally persuaded the old woman to cone to her. This was on St.
John's Eve, as it chanced. Peter lay insensible on the bench, and did
not observe the newconer. Slowy he rose, and | ooked about him
Suddenly he trenbled in every linb, as though he were on the scaffol d:
his hair rose upon his head, and he | aughed a |l augh that filled
Pidorka's heart with fear.

"1 have renenbered, renenbered!" he cried, in terrible joy; and,

swi ngi ng a hatchet round his head, he struck at the old woman with all
his m ght. The hatchet penetrated the oaken door nearly four inches.
The ol d wonman di sappeared; and a child of seven, covered in a white

sheet, stood in the mddle of the cottage. . . . The sheet flew off.
“lvas!" cried Pidorka, and ran to him but the apparition becane
covered fromhead to foot with blood, and illum ned the whol e room

with red |ight.

She ran into the passage in her terror, but, on recovering herself a
little, wished to help Peter. In vain! the door had slamred to behind
her, so that she could not open it. People ran up, and began to knock:
t hey broke in the door, as though there were but one m nd anong t hem
The whol e cottage was full of snoke; and just in the mddle, where
Peter had stood, was a heap of ashes whence snoke was still rising.
They flung thensel ves upon the sacks: only broken potsherds lay there
I nstead of ducats. The Cossacks stood with staring eyes and open
nouths, as if rooted to the earth, not daring to nove a hair, such
terror did this wonder inspire in them

| do not renenber what happened next. Pidorka nade a vow to go upon a
pilgrimge, collected the property left her by her father, and in a
few days it was as if she had never been in the village. Wither she
had gone, no one could tell. Oficious old wonen woul d have despat ched
her to the sane place whither Peter had gone; but a Cossack from Ki ef
reported that he had seen, in a cloister, a nun wwthered to a nere
skel eton who prayed unceasingly. Her fellowvillagers recogni sed her
as Pidorka by the tokens--that no one heard her utter a word; and that
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she had cone on foot, and had brought a franme for the picture of God's
not her, set with such brilliant stones that all were dazzled at the
si ght.

But this was not the end, if you please. On the sane day that the Evil
One made away with Peter, Basavriuk appeared again; but all fled from
hi m They knew what sort of a being he was--none el se than Satan, who
had assunmed human formin order to unearth treasures; and, since
treasures do not yield to unclean hands, he seduced the young. That
sane year, all deserted their earthen huts and collected in a village;
but even there there was no peace on account of that accursed
Basavri uk.

My | ate grandfather's aunt said that he was particularly angry with
her because she had abandoned her forner tavern, and tried with all
his mght to revenge hinself upon her. Once the village elders were
assenbled in the tavern, and, as the saying goes, were arranging the
precedence at the table, in the mddle of which was placed a snal
roasted | anb, shane to say. They chattered about this, that, and the
ot her--anong the rest about various marvels and strange things. Wll,
t hey saw sonething; it would have been nothing if only one had seen
it, but all sawit, and it was this: the sheep raised his head, his
goggl i ng eyes becane alive and sparkled; and the black, bristling
noust ache, which appeared for one instant, nmade a significant gesture
at those present. All at once recogni sed Basavri uk's countenance in

t he sheep's head; ny grandfather's aunt thought it was on the point of
asking for vodka. The worthy elders seized their hats and hastened
hone.

Anot her tinme, the church elder hinself, who was fond of an occasi onal
private interview with ny grandfather's brandy-glass, had not
succeeded in getting to the bottomtw ce, when he beheld the gl ass
bow ng very lowto him "Satan take you, let us nmake the sign of the
cross over you!"--And the sane marvel happened to his better half. She
had just begun to m x the dough in a huge kneadi ng-trough when
suddenly the trough sprang up. "Stop, stop! where are you goi ng?"
Putting its arnms akinbo, with dignity, it went skipping all about the
cottage--you may | augh, but it was no |aughing matter to our
grandfathers. And in vain did Father Athanasii go through all the
village with holy water, and chase the Devil through all the streets
with his brush. My late grandfather's aunt | ong conplained that, as
soon as it was dark, sone one cane knocking at her door and scratching
at the wall.
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Wll! Al appears to be quiet nowin the place where our vill age
stands; but it was not so very long ago--ny father was still
alive--that | renmenber how a good man coul d not pass the ruined tavern
whi ch a di shonest race had | ong managed for their own interest. From

t he snoke- bl ackened chi meys snoke poured out in a pillar, and rising
high in the air, rolled off like a cap, scattering burning coals over
the steppe; and Satan (the son of a dog should not be nentioned)
sobbed so pitifully in his lair that the startled ravens rose in

fl ocks fromthe nei ghbouri ng oak-wood and flew through the air with
wld cries.

THE CLOAK

In the departnent of--but it is better not to nention the departnent.
There is nothing nore irritable than departnents, reginents, courts of
justice, and, in a word, every branch of public service. Each

I ndi vi dual attached to them nowadays thinks all society insulted in
his person. Quite recently a conplaint was received froma justice of
t he peace, in which he plainly denonstrated that all the inperial

I nstitutions were going to the dogs, and that the Czar's sacred nane
was being taken in vain; and in proof he appended to the conplaint a
romance in which the justice of the peace is nade to appear about once
every ten lines, and sonetines in a drunken condition. Therefore, in
order to avoid all unpleasantness, it wll be better to describe the
departnent in question only as a certain departnent.

So, in a certain departnent there was a certain official--not a very
hi gh one, it nust be allowed--short of stature, sonewhat pock-nmarked,
red- haired, and short-sighted, with a bald forehead, winkled cheeks,
and a conpl exi on of the kind known as sanguine. The St. Petersburg
climate was responsible for this. As for his official status, he was
what is called a perpetual titular councillor, over which, as is well
known, sone witers make nerry, and crack their jokes, obeying the
prai seworthy custom of attacking those who cannot bite back.

Hs famly nanme was Bashmatchkin. This nane is evidently derived from
"bashmak" (shoe); but when, at what tine, and in what nmanner, i s not
known. Hi's father and grandfather, and all the Bashmatchkins, always
wor e boots, which only had new heels two or three tines a year. H's
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nanme was Akakiy Akakievitch. It may strike the reader as rather
singular and far-fetched, but he may rest assured that it was by no
nmeans far-fetched, and that the circunstances were such that it would
have been inpossible to give himany other.

This is howit cane about.

Akakiy Akakievitch was born, if ny nenory fails ne not, in the evening
of the 23rd of March. His nother, the wife of a Governnent offici al
and a very fine wonman, nmade all due arrangenents for having the child
bapti sed. She was |ying on the bed opposite the door; on her right
stood the godfather, Ivan |vanovitch Eroshkin, a nost estimable nan,
who served as presiding officer of the senate, while the godnother,
Anna Senenovna Byel obrushkova, the wife of an officer of the quarter,
and a woman of rare virtues. They offered the nother her choice of

t hree nanes, Mbkiya, Sossiya, or that the child should be called after
the martyr Khozdazat. "No," said the good woman, "all those nanes are
poor." In order to please her they opened the cal endar to anot her

pl ace; three nore nanes appeared, Triphiliy, Dula, and Varakhasiy.
“"This is a judgnent," said the old wonan. "Wat nanes! | truly never
heard the |ike. Varada or Varukh m ght have been borne, but not
Triphiliy and Varakhasiy!" They turned to another page and found

Pavsi kakhiy and Vakhtisiy. "Now | see," said the old woman, "that it
Is plainly fate. And since such is the case, it wll be better to nane
himafter his father. H's father's nane was Akakiy, so let his son's
be Akakiy too." In this manner he becane Akakiy Akakievitch. They
christened the child, whereat he wept and nade a gri mace, as though he
foresaw that he was to be a titular councillor.

In this manner did it all conme about. W have nentioned it in order
that the reader m ght see for hinself that it was a case of necessity,
and that it was utterly inpossible to give himany other nane. \Wen
and how he entered the departnent, and who appointed him no one could
remenber. However nuch the directors and chiefs of all kinds were
changed, he was always to be seen in the sane place, the sane
attitude, the sane occupation; so that it was afterwards affirned that
he had been born in undress uniformwth a bald head. No respect was
shown himin the departnent. The porter not only did not rise fromhis
seat when he passed, but never even glanced at him any nore than if a
fly had flown through the reception-room H's superiors treated himin
coolly despotic fashion. Sone sub-chief would thrust a paper under his
nose w thout so nuch as saying, "Copy," or "Here's a nice interesting
affair," or anything el se agreeable, as is customary anongst well -bred
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officials. And he took it, looking only at the paper and not observing
who handed it to him or whether he had the right to do so; sinply
took it, and set about copying it.

The young officials |aughed at and made fun of him so far as their
official wt permtted; told in his presence various stories concocted
about him and about his |andlady, an old woman of seventy; decl ared

t hat she beat him asked when the wedding was to be; and strewed bits
of paper over his head, calling them snow But Akakiy Akakievitch
answered not a word, any nore than if there had been no one there

besi des hinself. It even had no effect upon his work: amd all these
annoyances he never nade a single mstake in a letter. But if the

] oki ng becane whol |y unbearabl e, as when they jogged his hand and
prevented his attending to his work, he would exclaim "Leave ne

al one! Way do you insult ne?" And there was sonething strange in the
words and the voice in which they were uttered. There was in it
sonet hi ng which noved to pity; so nuch that one young man, a

new conmer, who, taking pattern by the others, had permtted hinself to
make sport of Akakiy, suddenly stopped short, as though all about him
had undergone a transformation, and presented itself in a different
aspect. Sone unseen force repelled himfromthe conrades whose

acquai ntance he had nade, on the supposition that they were well-bred
and polite nen. Long afterwards, in his gayest nonents, there recurred
to his mnd the little official wth the bald forehead, with his
heart-rendi ng words, "Leave ne alone! Why do you insult nme?" In these
nmovi ng words, other words resounded--"1 amthy brother." And the young
man covered his face with his hand; and many a tine afterwards, in the
course of his life, shuddered at seeing how nuch i nhumanity there is

I n man, how nmuch savage coarseness i s conceal ed beneath delicate,
refined worldliness, and even, O God! in that man whom the worl d
acknow edges as honour abl e and nobl e.

It would be difficult to find another man who lived so entirely for
his duties. It is not enough to say that Akakiy |aboured with zeal:
no, he | aboured with love. In his copying, he found a varied and
agreeabl e enpl oynent. Enjoynent was witten on his face: sone letters
were even favourites wwth him and when he encountered these, he
sml|ed, wnked, and worked with his lips, till it seened as though
each letter mght be read in his face, as his pen traced it. If his
pay had been in proportion to his zeal, he would, perhaps, to his
great surprise, have been made even a councillor of state. But he

wor ked, as his conpanions, the wits, put it, like a horse ina mll.
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Moreover, it is inpossible to say that no attention was paid to him
One director being a kindly man, and desirous of rewarding himfor his
| ong service, ordered himto be given sonething nore inportant than
nmere copying. So he was ordered to nake a report of an already
concluded affair to another departnent: the duty consisting sinply in
changi ng the heading and altering a few words fromthe first to the
third person. This caused himso nmuch toil that he broke into a
perspiration, rubbed his forehead, and finally said, "No, give ne

rat her sonething to copy." After that they let himcopy on forever.

Qutside this copying, it appeared that nothing existed for him He
gave no thought to his clothes: his undress uniformwas not green, but
a sort of rusty-neal colour. The collar was low, so that his neck, in
spite of the fact that it was not |long, seened inordinately so as it
energed fromit, like the necks of those plaster cats which wag their
heads, and are carried about upon the heads of scores of inmage
sellers. And sonething was always sticking to his uniform either a
bit of hay or sone trifle. Moreover, he had a peculiar knack, as he
wal ked al ong the street, of arriving beneath a w ndow just as all
sorts of rubbish were being flung out of it: hence he al ways bore
about on his hat scraps of nelon rinds and other such articles. Never
once in his life did he give heed to what was going on every day in
the street; while it is well known that his young brother officials
train the range of their glances till they can see when any one's
trouser straps cone undone upon the opposite sidewal k, which al ways
brings a malicious smle to their faces. But Akakiy Akakievitch saw in
all things the clean, even strokes of his witten lines; and only when
a horse thrust his nose, from sone unknown quarter, over his shoul der,
and sent a whole gust of wind down his neck fromhis nostrils, did he
observe that he was not in the mddle of a page, but in the m ddle of
the street.

On reaching hone, he sat down at once at the table, supped his cabbage
soup up quickly, and swallowed a bit of beef with onions, never
noticing their taste, and gul pi ng down everything with flies and

anyt hing el se which the Lord happened to send at the nonent. H's
stomach filled, he rose fromthe table, and copied papers which he had
brought hone. If there happened to be none, he took copies for

himself, for his own gratification, especially if the docunent was

not ewort hy, not on account of its style, but of its being addressed to
sone di stingui shed person.

Even at the hour when the grey St. Petersburg sky had quite dispersed,
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and all the official world had eaten or dined, each as he could, in
accordance with the salary he received and his own fancy; when all
were resting fromthe departnental jar of pens, running to and fro
fromtheir own and ot her people's indispensable occupations, and from
all the work that an uneasy nman nakes willingly for hinself, rather

t han what is necessary; when officials hasten to dedicate to pleasure
the tinme which is left to them one bolder than the rest going to the
theatre; another, into the street |ooking under all the bonnets;

anot her wasting his evening in conplinents to sone pretty girl, the
star of a small official circle; another--and this is the common case
of all--visiting his conrades on the fourth or third floor, in two
small roonms with an ante-room or kitchen, and sone pretensions to
fashi on, such as a lanp or sone other trifle which has cost nany a
sacrifice of dinner or pleasure trip; in a wrd, at the hour when all
officials disperse anong the contracted quarters of their friends, to
play whist, as they sip their tea fromglasses with a kopek's worth of
sugar, snoke long pipes, relate at tines sone bits of gossip which a
Russi an man can never, under any circunstances, refrain from and,
when there is nothing else to talk of, repeat eternal anecdotes about
t he commandant to whomthey had sent word that the tails of the horses
on the Fal conet Monunent had been cut off, when all strive to divert

t hensel ves, Akakiy Akakievitch indulged in no kind of diversion. No
one could ever say that he had seen himat any kind of evening party.
Having witten to his heart's content, he lay down to sleep, smling
at the thought of the com ng day--of what God m ght send himto copy
on the norrow.

Thus flowed on the peaceful life of the man, who, with a salary of
four hundred rubles, understood how to be content with his [ot; and
thus it would have continued to flow on, perhaps, to extrene old age,
were it not that there are various ills strewn along the path of life
for titular councillors as well as for private, actual, court, and
every ot her species of councillor, even for those who never give any
advi ce or take any thensel ves.

There exists in St. Petersburg a powerful foe of all who receive a
salary of four hundred rubles a year, or thereabouts. This foe is no
other than the Northern cold, although it is said to be very healthy.
At nine o' clock in the norning, at the very hour when the streets are
filled wwth nen bound for the various official departnents, it begins
to bestow such powerful and piercing nips on all noses inpartially
that the poor officials really do not know what to do with them At an
hour when the foreheads of even those who occupy exalted positions
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ache with the cold, and tears start to their eyes, the poor titular
councillors are sonetines quite unprotected. Their only salvation lies
in traversing as quickly as possible, in their thin little cl oaks,
five or six streets, and then warmng their feet in the porter's room
and so thawing all their talents and qualifications for official
service, which had becone frozen on the way.

Akakiy Akakievitch had felt for sone tine that his back and shoul ders
suffered with peculiar poignancy, in spite of the fact that he tried
to traverse the distance with all possible speed. He began finally to
wonder whether the fault did not lie in his cloak. He examned it

t horoughly at hone, and discovered that in two places, nanely, on the
back and shoul ders, it had becone thin as gauze: the cloth was worn to
such a degree that he could see through it, and the lining had fallen
I nto pieces. You nust know that Akakiy Akakievitch's cloak served as
an object of ridicule to the officials: they even refused it the noble
nanme of cloak, and called it a cape. In fact, it was of singular nake:
its collar dimnishing year by year, but serving to patch its other
parts. The patching did not exhibit great skill on the part of the
tailor, and was, in fact, baggy and ugly. Seeing how the matter stood,
Akakiy Akakievitch decided that it would be necessary to take the
cloak to Petrovitch, the tailor, who |ived sonewhere on the fourth
floor up a dark stair-case, and who, in spite of his having but one
eye, and pock-marks all over his face, busied hinmself wth

consi derabl e success in repairing the trousers and coats of officials
and others; that is to say, when he was sober and not nursing sone

ot her schene in his head.

It Is not necessary to say nuch about this tailor; but, as it is the
customto have the character of each personage in a novel clearly
defined, there is no help for it, so here is Petrovitch the tailor. At
first he was called only Giigoriy, and was sone gentleman's serf; he
commenced calling hinself Petrovitch fromthe tinme when he received
his free papers, and further began to drink heavily on all holidays,
at first on the great ones, and then on all church festivities w thout
di scrimnation, wherever a cross stood in the calendar. On this point
he was faithful to ancestral custom and when quarrelling with his
wife, he called her a low female and a German. As we have nenti oned
his wife, it will be necessary to say a word or two about her.
Unfortunately, little is known of her beyond the fact that Petrovitch
has a wife, who wears a cap and a dress; but cannot lay claimto
beauty, at |east, no one but the soldiers of the guard even | ooked
under her cap when they net her.
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Ascendi ng the staircase which led to Petrovitch's room-which
staircase was all soaked with dish-water, and reeked with the snell of
spirits which affects the eyes, and is an inevitable adjunct to all
dark stairways in St. Petersburg houses--ascending the stairs, Akakiy
Akaki evi tch pondered how nuch Petrovitch would ask, and nentally
resolved not to give nore than two rubles. The door was open; for the
m stress, in cooking sone fish, had raised such a snoke in the kitchen
t hat not even the beetles were visible. Akakiy Akakievitch passed

t hrough the kitchen unperceived, even by the housewi fe, and at |l ength
reached a room where he beheld Petrovitch seated on a | arge unpainted
table, with his I egs tucked under himlike a Turkish pasha. H's feet
were bare, after the fashion of tailors who sit at work; and the first
t hi ng which caught the eye was his thunb, with a deforned nail thick
and strong as a turtle's shell. About Petrovitch's neck hung a skein
of silk and thread, and upon his knees |lay sone old garnent. He had
been trying unsuccessfully for three mnutes to thread his needl e, and
was enraged at the darkness and even at the thread, growing in a | ow
voice, "It won't go through, the barbarian! you pricked ne, you
rascal!'"

Akakiy Akakievitch was vexed at arriving at the precise noment when
Petrovitch was angry; he liked to order sonething of Petrovitch when
the latter was a little downhearted, or, as his wife expressed it,
“when he had settled hinself with brandy, the one-eyed devil!" Under
such circunstances, Petrovitch generally cane down in his price very
readily, and even bowed and returned thanks. Afterwards, to be sure,
his wife woul d cone, conplaining that her husband was drunk, and so
had fixed the price too low, but, if only a ten-kopek piece were
added, then the matter was settled. But now it appeared that
Petrovitch was in a sober condition, and therefore rough, taciturn,
and inclined to demand, Satan only knows what price. Akakiy

Akaki evitch felt this, and would gl adly have beat a retreat; but he
was in for it. Petrovitch screwed up his one eye very intently at him
and Akakiy Akakievitch involuntarily said: "How do you do,
Petrovitch?"

“l wish you a good norning, sir," said Petrovitch, squinting at Akakiy
Akaki evitch's hands, to see what sort of booty he had brought.

“"Ah! 1--to you, Petrovitch, this--" It nust be known that Akakiy

Akaki evitch expressed hinself chiefly by prepositions, adverbs, and
scraps of phrases which had no neaning whatever. |If the matter was a
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very difficult one, he had a habit of never conpleting his sentences;
so that frequently, having begun a phrase with the words, "This, in
fact, is quite--" he forgot to go on, thinking that he had al ready
finished it.

"What is it?" asked Petrovitch, and wth his one eye scanned

Akaki evitch's whole uniformfromthe collar down to the cuffs, the
back, the tails and the button-holes, all of which were well known to
him since they were his own handiwork. Such is the habit of tailors;
it is the first thing they do on neeting one.

“"But |, here, this--Petrovitch--a cloak, cloth--here you see,
everywhere, in different places, it is quite strong--it is alittle
dusty, and | ooks old, but it is new, only here in one place it is a
little--on the back, and here on one of the shoulders, it is alittle
worn, yes, here on this shoulder it is alittle--do you see? that is
all. And a little work--"

Petrovitch took the cloak, spread it out, to begin with, on the table,
| ooked hard at it, shook his head, reached out his hand to the

w ndowsill for his snuff-box, adorned with the portrait of sone
general, though what general is unknown, for the place where the face
shoul d have been had been rubbed through by the finger, and a square
bit of paper had been pasted over it. Having taken a pinch of snuff,
Petrovitch held up the cloak, and inspected it against the Iight, and
agai n shook his head once nore. After which he again lifted the
general -adorned lid with its bit of pasted paper, and having stuffed
his nose with snuff, closed and put away the snuff-box, and said
finally, "No, it is inpossible to nend it; it's a wetched garnent!”

Akakiy Akakievitch's heart sank at these words.

"Whay is it inpossible, Petrovitch?" he said, alnbst in the pleading
voice of a child; "all that ails it is, that it is worn on the

shoul ders. You nust have sone pieces--"

"Yes, patches could be found, patches are easily found," said
Petrovitch, "but there's nothing to sewthemto. The thing is
conpletely rotten; if you put a needle to it--see, it wll give way."

“Let it give way, and you can put on another patch at once."

“"But there is nothing to put the patches on to; there's no use in

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt (146 of 267) [8/27/2008 2:16:45 PM]



http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/taras10.txt

strengthening it; it is too far gone. It's lucky that it's cloth; for,
If the wwnd were to blow, it would fly away."

"Well, strengthen it again. Howwill this, in fact--"

"No," said Petrovitch decisively, "there is nothing to be done with
it. It's a thoroughly bad job. You'd better, when the cold w nter
weat her cones on, make yourself sone gaiters out of it, because
stockings are not warm The Germans invented themin order to nmake
nore noney." Petrovitch |loved, on all occasions, to have a fling at
the Germans. "But it is plain you nust have a new cl oak."

At the word "new," all grew dark before Akakiy Akakievitch's eyes, and
everything in the roombegan to whirl round. The only thing he saw
clearly was the general with the paper face on the lid of Petrovitch's
snuff-box. "A new one?" said he, as if still in a dream "why, | have
no noney for that."

“"Yes, a new one," said Petrovitch, w th barbarous conposure.

"Well, if it cane to a new one, how would it--2"

"You nean how nuch would it cost?"

"Yes."

“Well, you would have to lay out a hundred and fifty or nore," said
Petrovitch, and pursed up his lips significantly. He |iked to produce
powerful effects, liked to stun utterly and suddenly, and then to

gl ance sideways to see what face the stunned person would put on the
matter.

“A hundred and fifty rubles for a cloak!" shrieked poor Akakiy

Akaki evitch, perhaps for the first time in his life, for his voice had
al ways been di stingui shed for softness.

“"Yes, sir," said Petrovitch, "for any kind of cloak. If you have a
marten fur on the collar, or a silk-lined hood, it will nmount up to
two hundred.”

“"Petrovitch, please," said Akakiy Akakievitch in a beseeching tone,

not hearing, and not trying to hear, Petrovitch's words, and
disregarding all his "effects,"” "sonme repairs, in order that it nmay
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wear yet a little |onger."

“"No, it would only be a waste of tinme and noney," said Petrovitch; and
Akakiy Akakievitch went away after these words, utterly di scouraged.
But Petrovitch stood for sone tinme after his departure, with
significantly conpressed |ips, and wi thout betaking hinself to his
wor k, satisfied that he would not be dropped, and an artistic tail or
enpl oyed.

Akakiy Akakievitch went out into the street as if in a dream "Such an

affair!" he said to hinself: "I did not think it had cone to--" and
then after a pause, he added, "Well, so it is! see what it has cone to
at last! and I never imagined that it was so!" Then followed a | ong
silence, after which he exclainmed, "Wll, so it is! see what

al ready- - not hi ng unexpected that--it would be nothing--what a strange
circunstance!" So saying, instead of going honme, he went in exactly

t he opposite direction without hinself suspecting it. On the way, a
chi mey-sweep bunped up agai nst him and bl ackened his shoul der, and a
whol e hatful of rubbish Ianded on himfromthe top of a house which
was building. He did not notice it; and only when he ran against a

wat chman, who, having planted his hal berd beside him was shaking sone
snuff fromhis box into his horny hand, did he recover hinself a
little, and that because the watchman said, "Wiy are you poking
yourself into a man's very face? Haven't you the pavenent?" This
caused himto | ook about him and turn towards hone.

There only, he finally began to collect his thoughts, and to survey
his position inits clear and actual light, and to argue with hinself,
sensibly and frankly, as wth a reasonable friend with whom one can

di scuss private and personal matters. "No," said Akakiy Akakievitch,
"It is inpossible to reason with Petrovitch now, he is that--evidently
his wife has been beating him |'d better go to himon Sunday norni ng;
after Saturday night he wll be a little cross-eyed and sl eepy, for he
wll want to get drunk, and his wife won't give himany noney; and at
such a tinme, a ten-kopek piece in his hand will--he will becone nore
fit to reason with, and then the cloak, and that--" Thus argued Akakiy
Akaki evitch with hinself, regained his courage, and waited until the
first Sunday, when, seeing fromafar that Petrovitch's wfe had |eft

t he house, he went straight to him

Petrovitch's eye was, indeed, very nmuch askew after Saturday: his head

drooped, and he was very sleepy; but for all that, as soon as he knew
what it was a question of, it seened as though Satan jogged his
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menory. "lInpossible,"” said he: "please to order a new one." Thereupon
Akakiy Akakievitch handed over the ten-kopek piece. "Thank you, sir; |
wi Il drink your good health,"” said Petrovitch: "but as for the cloak,

don't trouble yourself about it; it is good for nothing. I will nmake

you a capital new one, so let us settle about it now"

Akakiy Akakievitch was still for nending it; but Petrovitch would not
hear of it, and said, "I shall certainly have to nake you a new one,
and you may depend upon it that | shall do ny best. It nay even be, as
t he fashion goes, that the collar can be fastened by silver hooks
under a flap."

Then Akakiy Akakievitch saw that it was inpossible to get al ong

wi t hout a new cloak, and his spirit sank utterly. How, in fact, was it
to be done? Where was the noney to cone fron? He mght, to be sure,
depend, in part, upon his present at Christmas; but that noney had

| ong been allotted beforehand. He nust have sone new trousers, and pay
a debt of |ong standing to the shoemaker for putting new tops to his
ol d boots, and he nust order three shirts fromthe seanstress, and a
coupl e of pieces of linen. In short, all his noney nmust be spent; and
even if the director should be so kind as to order himto receive
forty-five rubles instead of forty, or even fifty, it would be a nere
nothing, a nmere drop in the ocean towards the funds necessary for a

cl oak: although he knew that Petrovitch was often w ong-headed enough
to blurt out sone outrageous price, so that even his own w fe could
not refrain fromexclaimng, "Have you | ost your senses, you fool?" At
one tinme he would not work at any price, and nowit was quite likely

t hat he had nanmed a hi gher sumthan the cl oak woul d cost.

But al t hough he knew that Petrovitch would undertake to nake a cl oak
for eighty rubles, still, where was he to get the eighty rubles fronf
He m ght possi bly nanage half, yes, half m ght be procured, but where
was the other half to cone fron? But the reader nust first be told
where the first half came from Akakiy Akakievitch had a habit of
putting, for every ruble he spent, a groschen into a snmall box,
fastened with a lock and key, and wwth a slit in the top for the
reception of noney. At the end of every half-year he counted over the
heap of coppers, and changed it for silver. This he had done for a
long tinme, and in the course of years, the sum had nmounted up to over
forty rubles. Thus he had one half on hand; but where was he to find
the other half? where was he to get another forty rubles fronf Akakiy
Akaki evi tch thought and thought, and decided that it would be
necessary to curtail his ordinary expenses, for the space of one year
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at least, to dispense with tea in the evening; to burn no candl es,

and, if there was anything which he nust do, to go into his landlady's
room and work by her light. When he went into the street, he nust
wal k as lightly as he could, and as cautiously, upon the stones,

al nost upon tiptoe, in order not to wear his heels down in too short a
time; he nust give the laundress as little to wash as possible; and,
in order not to wear out his clothes, he nust take them off, as soon
as he got hone, and wear only his cotton dressing-gown, which had been
| ong and carefully saved.

To tell the truth, it was a little hard for himat first to accustom
himself to these deprivations; but he got used to them at | ength,
after a fashion, and all went snoothly. He even got used to being
hungry in the evening, but he nmade up for it by treating hinself, so
to say, in spirit, by bearing ever in mnd the idea of his future
cloak. Fromthat tinme forth his existence seened to becone, in sone
way, fuller, as if he were married, or as if sone other man lived in
him as if, in fact, he were not al one, and sone pleasant friend had
consented to travel along life's path with him the friend being no

ot her than the cloak, with thick wadding and a strong |lining incapable
of wearing out. He becane nore lively, and even his character grew
firmer, like that of a man who has nmade up his mnd, and set hinself a
goal. Fromhis face and gait, doubt and indecision, all hesitating and
wavering traits di sappeared of thenselves. Fire gleaned in his eyes,
and occasionally the bol dest and nost daring ideas flitted through his
m nd; why not, for instance, have marten fur on the collar? The

t hought of this al nost nmade hi m absent-m nded. Once, in copying a

| etter, he nearly nade a m stake, so that he excl ai ned al nost al oud,
“Ugh!" and crossed hinself. Once, in the course of every nonth, he had
a conference with Petrovitch on the subject of the cloak, where it
woul d be better to buy the cloth, and the colour, and the price. He

al ways returned hone satisfied, though troubled, reflecting that the
time would cone at last when it could all be bought, and then the

cl oak nade.

The affair progressed nore briskly than he had expected. Far beyond
all his hopes, the director awarded neither forty nor forty-five

rubl es for Akakiy Akakievitch's share, but sixty. \Wether he suspected
t hat Akakiy Akakievitch needed a cloak, or whether it was nerely
chance, at all events, twenty extra rubles were by this neans

provi ded. This circunstance hastened matters. Two or three nonths nore
of hunger and Akakiy Akakievitch had accunul at ed about ei ghty rubl es.
H s heart, generally so quiet, began to throb. On the first possible
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day, he went shopping in conpany wth Petrovitch. They bought sone
very good cloth, and at a reasonable rate too, for they had been
considering the matter for six nonths, and rarely | et a nonth pass

W thout their visiting the shops to inquire prices. Petrovitch hinself
said that no better cloth could be had. For lining, they selected a
cotton stuff, but so firmand thick that Petrovitch declared it to be
better than silk, and even prettier and nore glossy. They did not buy
the marten fur, because it was, in fact, dear, but in its stead, they
pi cked out the very best of cat-skin which could be found in the shop,
and which m ght, indeed, be taken for marten at a di stance.

Petrovitch worked at the cloak two whole weeks, for there was a great
deal of quilting: otherwise it would have been finished sooner. He
charged twelve rubles for the job, it could not possibly have been
done for less. It was all sewed with silk, in small, double seans; and
Petrovitch went over each seamafterwards with his own teeth, stanping
I n various patterns.

It was--it is difficult to say precisely on what day, but probably the
nost gl orious one in Akakiy Akakievitch's life, when Petrovitch at

| engt h brought honme the cloak. He brought it in the norning, before
the hour when it was necessary to start for the departnent. Never did
a cloak arrive so exactly in the nick of tinme; for the severe cold had
set in, and it seened to threaten to increase. Petrovitch brought the
cloak hinmself as befits a good tailor. On his countenance was a
significant expression, such as Akakiy Akakievitch had never beheld
there. He seened fully sensible that he had done no small deed, and
crossed a gulf separating tailors who only put in |inings, and execute
repairs, fromthose who make new things. He took the cloak out of the
pocket handkerchief in which he had brought it. The handkerchi ef was
fresh fromthe |laundress, and he put it in his pocket for use. Taking
out the cloak, he gazed proudly at it, held it up with both hands, and
flung it skilfully over the shoul ders of Akakiy Akakievitch. Then he
pulled it and fitted it down behind with his hand, and he draped it
around Akakiy Akakievitch without buttoning it. Akakiy Akakievitch,

| i ke an experienced man, wi shed to try the sl eeves. Petrovitch hel ped
himon with them and it turned out that the sleeves were satisfactory
al so. In short, the cloak appeared to be perfect, and npbst seasonabl e.
Petrovitch did not neglect to observe that it was only because he
lived in a narrow street, and had no signboard, and had known Akakiy
Akaki evitch so long, that he had nmade it so cheaply; but that if he
had been in business on the Nevsky Prospect, he would have charged
seventy-five rubles for the making al one. Akakiy Akakievitch did not
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care to argue this point with Petrovitch. He paid him thanked him
and set out at once in his new cloak for the departnent. Petrovitch
followed him and, pausing in the street, gazed long at the cloak in

t he di stance, after which he went to one side expressly to run through
a crooked alley, and energe again into the street beyond to gaze once
nore upon the cloak from another point, nanely, directly in front.

Meanti me Akakiy Akakievitch went on in holiday nood. He was consci ous
every second of the tine that he had a new cloak on his shoul ders; and
several tinmes he |laughed with internal satisfaction. In fact, there
were two advantages, one was its warnth, the other its beauty. He saw
not hi ng of the road, but suddenly found hinself at the departnent. He
took off his cloak in the ante-room | ooked it over carefully, and
confided it to the especial care of the attendant. It is inpossible to
say precisely howit was that every one in the departnent knew at once
t hat Akakiy Akakievitch had a new cloak, and that the "cape" no | onger
existed. Al rushed at the sane nonent into the ante-roomto inspect
it. They congratul ated hi mand said pleasant things to him so that he
began at first to smle and then to grow ashaned. When all surrounded
him and said that the new cl oak nust be "christened," and that he
must give a whole evening at least to this, Akakiy Akakievitch | ost
his head conpletely, and did not know where he stood, what to answer,
or howto get out of it. He stood blushing all over for several

m nutes, and was on the point of assuring themwth great sinplicity
that it was not a new cloak, that it was so and so, that it was in
fact the old "cape."

At | ength one of the officials, a sub-chief probably, in order to show
that he was not at all proud, and on good ternms with his inferiors,
said, "So be it, only I will give the party instead of Akakiy

Akaki evitch; | invite you all to tea with nme to-night; it happens
quite a propos, as it is ny nane-day." The officials naturally at once
offered the sub-chief their congratul ati ons and accepted the
invitations with pleasure. Akakiy Akakievitch would have declined, but
all declared that it was discourteous, that it was sinply a sin and a
shane, and that he could not possibly refuse. Besides, the notion
becane pl easant to himwhen he recollected that he should thereby have
a chance of wearing his new cloak in the evening al so.

That whole day was truly a nost triunphant festival day for Akakiy
Akaki evitch. He returned honme in the nost happy frane of m nd, took
off his cloak, and hung it carefully on the wall, admring afresh the
cloth and the lining. Then he brought out his old, worn-out cloak, for
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conpari son. He | ooked at it and | aughed, so vast was the difference.
And | ong after dinner he | aughed again when the condition of the
"cape" recurred to his mnd. He dined cheerfully, and after dinner
wrote not hing, but took his ease for a while on the bed, until it got
dark. Then he dressed hinself leisurely, put on his cloak, and stepped
out into the street. Were the host lived, unfortunately we cannot

say: our nmenory begins to fail us badly; and the houses and streets in
St. Petersburg have becone so mxed up in our head that it is very
difficult to get anything out of it again in proper form This nmuch is
certain, that the official lived in the best part of the city; and
therefore it nust have been anything but near to Akakiy Akakievitch's
resi dence. Akakiy Akakievitch was first obliged to traverse a kind of
W | derness of deserted, dimy-lighted streets; but in proportion as he
approached the official's quarter of the city, the streets becane nore
lively, nore populous, and nore brilliantly illum nated. Pedestrians
began to appear; handsonely dressed | adies were nore frequently
encountered; the nmen had otter skin collars to their coats; peasant
waggoners, with their grate-like sl edges stuck over with brass-headed
nails, becane rarer; whilst on the other hand, nore and nore drivers
In red vel vet caps, |acquered sl edges and bear-skin coats began to
appear, and carriages with rich hamer-cloths flew swiftly through the
streets, their wheels scrunching the snow. Akakiy Akakievitch gazed
upon all this as upon a novel sight. He had not been in the streets
during the evening for years. He halted out of curiosity before a
shop-wi ndow to | ook at a picture representing a handsone wonman, who
had t hrown off her shoe, thereby baring her whole foot in a very
pretty way; whilst behind her the head of a man with whi skers and a
handsonme noust ache peeped through the doorway of another room Akakiy
Akaki evitch shook his head and | aughed, and then went on his way. Wy
did he | augh? Either because he had net with a thing utterly unknown,
but for which every one cherishes, neverthel ess, sone sort of feeling;
or else he thought, like many officials, as follows: "Wll, those
French! What is to be said? If they do go in anything of that sort,
why--" But possibly he did not think at all.

Akakiy Akakievitch at Iength reached the house in which the sub-chief

| odged. The sub-chief lived in fine style: the staircase was lit by a
| anp; his apartnent being on the second floor. On entering the

vesti bul e, Akakiy Akakievitch beheld a whole row of gol oshes on the
floor. Anong them in the centre of the room stood a sanobvar or
tea-urn, hummng and emtting clouds of steam On the walls hung all
sorts of coats and cl oaks, anong which there were even sone with
beaver collars or velvet facings. Beyond, the buzz of conversation was
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audi bl e, and becane clear and | oud when the servant cane out with a
trayful of enpty gl asses, creamjugs, and sugar-bows. It was evident
that the officials had arrived | ong before, and had al ready finished
their first glass of tea.

Akakiy Akakievitch, having hung up his own cl oak, entered the inner
room Before himall at once appeared lights, officials, pipes, and
card-tabl es; and he was bew | dered by the sound of rapid conversation
rising fromall the tables, and the noise of noving chairs. He halted
very awkwardly in the mddle of the room wondering what he ought to
do. But they had seen him They received himwth a shout, and all

t hronged at once into the ante-room and there took another | ook at
his cl oak. Akakiy Akakievitch, although sonewhat confused, was
frank-hearted, and could not refrain fromrejoicing when he saw how

t hey praised his cloak. Then, of course, they all dropped himand his
cl oak, and returned, as was proper, to the tables set out for whist.

Al this, the noise, the talk, and the throng of people was rather
overwhel m ng to Akakiy Akakievitch. He sinply did not know where he
stood, or where to put his hands, his feet, and his whol e body.
Finally he sat down by the players, |ooked at the cards, gazed at the
face of one and another, and after a while began to gape, and to feel
that it was wearisone, the nore so as the hour was al ready | ong past
when he usually went to bed. He wanted to take | eave of the host; but
they would not let himgo, saying that he nust not fail to drink a

gl ass of chanpagne in honour of his new garnent. In the course of an
hour, supper, consisting of vegetable salad, cold veal, pastry,
confectioner's pies, and chanpagne, was served. They nmade Akakiy
Akaki evitch drink two gl asses of chanpagne, after which he felt things
grow livelier.

Still, he could not forget that it was twelve o' clock, and that he
shoul d have been at honme |ong ago. In order that the host m ght not
t hi nk of sone excuse for detaining him he stole out of the room
qui ckly, sought out, in the ante-room his cloak, which, to his
sorrow, he found lying on the floor, brushed it, picked off every
speck upon it, put it on his shoul ders, and descended the stairs to
the street.

In the street all was still bright. Sone petty shops, those pernmanent
clubs of servants and all sorts of folk, were open. OQthers were shut,
but, neverthel ess, showed a streak of light the whole [ engt