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These early stories also reveal Babel’s growing interes ‘In using language
in new and unusual ways, Fle bas a young womar offer berself to ber lover,
“and the lanky fellow wallowed in businesslikf bliss” Odessa matrons, :
“Dlump with idleness and naively corseted apé passionately squeezed behind
bushes by fervent students of medicine or faw.” Babel describes the Czarina i
25 “a small woman with a tightly pows fred face, a consummate schemer with
an indefatigable passion for powe Y In a forest scene, “oreen leaves bent
voward one another, caressed eacl/other with their flat hands” We also see the
recurring motifs of sun and shnset, which are o play an important role in
Babel’s later writing.

Babel’s piquant bray A of realism soon cavght the eye of Maxim Gorky,
who was fo be the single most influential literary figure in the Soviet Union
during the 1920sénd 19305, and who was particularly instrumental in
belping young Soviet writers Gorky published Babel’s stories “Elya
Tsaakovich and/Margarita Prokofievna,” and “Mama, Rimma, and Alla” in :

1916 in b literary magazine LETOPIS, which marked the beginning of
Gorky’s phentoring of Babel’s carcer. This mentoring was 10 last until

Gorky's {eath excactly twenty years later.
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QLD sHLOYME

lthough our town is small, its inhabitants few in number, and

, although Shloyme had not left this town once in sixty ,ear
you'd be hard-pressed to find a single person who was able to teﬁ -
exa.ctly who Shloyme was or what he was all about. The reason for t}}?u
plain anc% simple, is that he was forgotten, the way you forget an unnels—,
essary thing that doesn't jump out and grab you. Old Shloyme was rc—

cisely that kind of thing. He was eighty-six years old. His eyes Vlzfee
watery, His face—his small, dirty, wrinkled face—was over ro)\(vn 'r}i
a yello'fvish beard that had never been combed, and his heagd was Wit—
ered with a thick, tangled mane. Shloyme almost never washed, selflz\;n

- changed his clothes, and gave off a foul stench. His son and daughter-

Ln-la\;l.r: wi.th whom he lived, had stopped bothering about him—they
ept him in a warm corner and forgot about him. His warm corner and

~ his food were all that Shloyme had left, and it seemed that this was all

he i ing hi
= 11:et.eded.l For him, warming his old broken bones and eating a nice
, juicy piece of meat were the purest bliss. He was the first to comé

~ to the table, and greedily watched every bite with unflinching eyes

z(r)ll;v}\isivtcly cramming food into his mouth with his long bony fingers
ate, ate, ate till they refused to give hi oy
i : give him any more, even a tin

e piece. Watching Shloyme eat was disgusting: his whole puny bod)}j

‘- ?ltl;vz:;ié 1'3: fingers covered with grease, his face so pitiful, filled with
ol 1z;titss(cl)meone u:ught harm him, that he might be forgotten.
e aughter-in-law would play a little trick on Shloyme.
he s serve the food, and then act as if she had overlooked him.
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The old man would begin to get agitated, look around helplessly, and
try to smile with his twisted, toothless mouth. He wanted to show that
food was not important to him, that he could perfectly well make do
without it, but there was so much pleading in the depths of his eyes, in

the crease of his mouth, in his outstretched, imploring arms, and his
smile, wrenched with such difficulty, was so pitiful, that all jokes were
dropped, and Shloyme received his portion.

And thus he lived in his corner—he ate and slept, and in the sum-
mer he also lay baking in the sun. It seemed that he had long ago lost
all ability to comprehend anything. Neither his son’s business nor &
household matters interested him. He looked blankly at everything that
took place around him, and the only fear that would flutter up in him
was that his grandson might catch on that he had hidden a dried-up
piece of honey cake under his pillow. Nobody ever spoke to Shloyme,
asked his advice about anything, or asked him for help. And Shloyme
was quite happy, until one day his son came over to him after dinner
and shouted loudly into his ear, “Papa, they're going to evict us from
here! Are you listening? Evict us, kick us out!” His son’s voice was shak-
ing, his face twisted as if he were in pain. Shloyme slowly raised his
faded eyes, looked around, vaguely comprehending something,
wrapped himself tighter in his greasy frock coat, didn't say 2 word, and
shuffled off to sleep.

From that day on Shloyme began noticing that something strange
was going on in the house. His son was crestfallen, wasn't taking care
of his business, and at times would burst into tears and look furtively at
his chewing father. His grandson stopped going to high school. His
daughter-in-law yelled shrilly, wrung her hands, pressed her son clos
to her, and cried bitterly and profusely.

Shloyme now had an occupation, he watched and tried to compre
hend. Muffled thoughts stirred in his long-torpid brain. “They’re bein
kicked out of here!” Shloyme knew why they were being kicked ou
“But Shloyme can't leave! He’s eighty-six years old! He wants to sta
warm! It’s cold outside, damp. . .. No! Shloyme isn't going anywhere!
He has nowhere to go, nowhere!” Shloyme hid in his corner and wan

ed to clasp the rickety wooden bed in his arms, caress the stove, th
sweet, warm stove that was as old as he was. “He grew up here, spe
his poor, bleak life here, and wants his old bones to be buried in t
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small local cemetery!” At moments when such thoughts came to hi
tSOhiZif]znte l})lf.:camfa t\lmrmturallly animated, walked up to his son wanltls(i
0 him wit passion and at great length, to give him i
E;;pie of things, but-. .. it had been such a ing tirie since Ifcd ;:g ;) Il0it
o anyone, or given anyone advice. And the words froze in{;'
toothlte;s 1’;101.1thc,l his raised arm dropped weakly. Shloyme, all huddlel(i
L}p as if ashamed at his outburst, sullenly wen i
listened to what his son was saying to hisy daug;iii{nfaiiséf:iﬁ %nd
was bad, but with fear and dread he sensed something t‘errify' eang.g
such moments his son felt the heavy crazed look of the old m e ht
was bemg driven insane, focused on him. The old man’s two snjn]’lw .
with 'Fhelr accursed probing, seemed incessantly to sense sometl?' o
questl?n something. On one occasion words were said too lou:l?g,—t'o
had sh‘pped the daughter-in-law’s mind that Shloyme was still yl' .
And right aftfar her words were spoken, there was a quiet alzrlr:vel
sr.nothered wail. It was old Shloyme. With tottering steqs d,ir 055
disheveled, he slowly hobbled over to his son grabbeg ,his ;Y a:il
caressed ther‘n, kissed them, and, not taking his ,inﬂamcd eyes ;frl h?,
son, shook his head several times, and for the first time in m); “many
}tf;a;s, tears ﬂc;wcd from his eyes. He didn't say anything Withnifg}:l?[y
e got up from his knees, his bony hand wipin ‘ il
;n?me reason he shook the dust off h{s frock co};t fn?iwsagu;?lzgelj;z,kfz
is corner, to where the warm stove stood. Shloyme wanted
himself. He felt cold. o
- Fr;m that.t;fm? on, Shloyme thought of nothing else. He knew one
ing for certain: his son wanted to leave his people for a new God. Th
01(%, 'forgotten faith was kindled within him. Shloyme had nev(;r Ibe :
z}ellégrl:;s,ti‘agl ra;eiy ever pilayed, and in his younger days had even hzz
ion of being godless. But to leave, to leav { -
pletely and forever, the God of an oppressed and suffeiizzepsega(l}ed—cii?;t

-'h
e could not understand. Thoughts rolled heavily inside his head, he

_E(I)::;ir:hecllld;d things wit.h difficulty, but these words remained
mustn't%’eﬁ: dar(il, and terrible before him: “This mustn’t happen, it
i Son-cou?dn:r hc:;dShloymc re'alized t'hat disaster was inevitable, that
e old out, he Sa,l,d to himself, “Shloyme, old Shloyme!
o fi]j going to do.notw? The old man looked around helpless-
K». ntully puckered his lips like a child, and wanted to burst into
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the bitter tears of an old man. But there were no relieving tears. And
then, at the moment his heart began aching, when his mind grasped the
boundlessness of the disaster, it was then that Shloyme looked at his
warm corner one last time and decided that no one was going to kick
him out of here, they would never kick him out. “They will not let old
Shloyme eat the dried-up piece of honey cake lying under his pillow!
So what! Shloyme will tell God how he was wronged! After all, there
is 2 God, God will take him in"” Shloyme was sure of this.
In the middle of the night, trembling with cold, he got up from his
bed. Quietly, so as not to wake anyone, he lit a small kerosene lamp.
Slowly, with an old man’s groaning and shivering, he started pulling on
his dirty clothes. Then he took the stool and the rope he had prepared
the night before, and, tottering with weakness, steadying himself on the
walls, went out into the street. Suddenly it was so cold. His whole body
shivered. Shloyme quickly fastened the rope onto a hook, stood up next
to the door, put the stool in place, clambered up onto it, wound the rope
around his thin, quivering neck, kicked away the stool with his last
strength, managing with his dimming eyes to &
not left once in sixty years, and hung.
There was a strong wind, and soon old Shloy

swaying befor
stove and the greasy Torah of his forefathers.
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lance at the town he had |

me’s frail body began :
e the door of his house in which he had left his warm
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AT GRANDMOTHER’S

@n Sabbaths after six classed T came home late. Walking through
the streets didn't seem/to me pointless. I could %ia ;?: ;
remarkably well as I walked/and I felt that everything evefythiarin
;round me was part of my being. I knew the signs, the s;ones of thg
ouses, the windows of the/stores. I knew them in a very special X
very personal way, and I fvas firmly convinced that I 3;“? the ﬁ‘;’ azg i
mt.:ntal secret W'{thiu them—what we grown-ups call the “essenc:’ : a;‘
:}};}r;gs. Everything ab}_lt them was deeply imprinted on my smfl
en grown-ups mefitioned a store in my presence, I envisioned its;

~ sign w ¢ i
gn, the worn, goldén letters, the little scratch in the left corner, the
y

{ﬁ:ng lady with :fh tall coiffure at the cash register, and I remembered
air around this/store that was not around any other. I pieced togeth-

these Stl‘cs, from the pEOple, the air, the theater pOStCI‘S m
)

own hometown/ To this day I remember, feel, and love this town—feel

1t, as one fCClS ONe
3y S mOL’th s SCCnt, the scent Df IleI CaIESSC‘S, WOIdS, alld

smiles v i
) and I love this town because I gréew up in it, was happy melan
il . -

" Chbl%/, :ind d eaanlllz in it. Passionately and singularly dreamy.
I always walked d ; . )
. people were. own the main street—that is where most of the

¢ Th
spring,cA?iZb:t}T I want to tell you about was a Sabbath in early
: at time of year, our air does not have the quiet tender-

- Ness, 50 sweet 1 : .

nio’d, i :tsmo centfal Russia, resting upon its peaceful streams and

ol c}iu Uy has a sparkling, light coolness that blows with
g Yy passion. I was no more than a young boy then and
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“Study and ygd can have i

“Seudy?” she suddenly said forcefully.
fig. Everyone

everﬁhinrwealtiu and glory. You must know everyt
will fall on their knees before you and bow to you. Ley them envy you-
Don't believe in people. Don't have friends. Dop’ give them your
money. Don't give them your heart! /

Grandmother stops talking. Silence. Grapdmother is thinking of
{y fate, and her severe tes

, young shoulders. In the

n

e et e

bygone years and sorrows, is thinking about p
cament rests heavily, eternally, on my wea
dark corner, the incandescent cast-iron/Stove is blazing intensely. I'm
suffocating, 1 can’t breathe, I want to out into the ait, into the open,
but 1 don’t have the strength to lift fy drooping head.

Dishes clatter in the kitchen. (Frandmother goes there. We're going
to have supper. 1 hear her angry, [ netallic voice. She is shouting at the
maid. I feel strange and troubléd. Just a short while ago she had been

Lw. The maid snaps back at her

breathing peace and sory
in an uncontrollable

Grandmothet’s unbearably/shrill voice rings out
rage, “Get out of here, yow/dreck! I'm the mistress here. You are destroy-
ing my property. Get ouf of here!” I cannot bear her deafening voice of
steel. 1 can see Grandynother through the half-open door. Her face is
distorted, her lips ard trembling thinly and relentlessly, her throat has
were bulging out. The maid answers back. “Get out
4ther says. Then there is gilence. The maid bows, and
were afraid of offending the silence, slips out of the

thickened, as if it
of here,” Grand
quietly, as if shg
room.

We eat 0
long. Grandmother's transparent €yes are staring
they are staring at, 1 do not know. After suppet, she

¢ dinner without talking. We eat our £ill, abundantly and
immovably—wha

st}

More {han that 1 do not see because 1 fall into a deep sleep, 3 child

sleep’behind seven Jocks in Grandmother’s hot room.

*GGap in manuscripr.
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ELYA ISAAKOVICH

AND
MARGARITA PROKOFIEVNA

ershkovich came out of ;
the police chief’ :
i ) ief’s office with
= t?,art He had been informed that if he didn’t leave 01 ;l heavy
train, he would have to leave town in a chain forde
meant he would lose business. gang: And leaving
With bri i ;
W fA_ }; lsgl:f:s:e in hanﬁ, fgaunt, unhurried, he walked down the dark
. ner, a tall femal "
i male figure called out to him, “Will you
' Gershkovich raised his h
B ead, looked at h i
ing f%);ctaclcs, thought it over, and guardeadly:itdh{?l‘,l]%}z s S,,hlmmer'
The woman took him by the arm. T' d one:
So where will we go? To a ho:$” hey walked around the corner.

- “T want somethin
o« g for th . » .
How about your place?” e whole night,” Gershkovich answered.

. :That:,ﬂ cost you three rubles, Papa.”
-;'_I'wo, Gershkovich said.
. Not worth my while, Papa!”

e 1

o ﬂ_l‘ing. . gele her down to two-and-a-half rubles. They began
i The P ot
tains and a pink lampc_)om was small, nice, and clean, with frayed cur-

hen they er
g 3 entered, the wi
an Gl oman took off her coat, unbuttoned her
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“Hey!” Gershkovich said, knitting hi

s brow. “Stop messing

dl”

around!

“You're in a bad mood, Papa.”
bl

She came over and sat on his knee.

“Well, T'll be damned!” Gershkovich said. “You must weigh at least

five pood”
“Four-point-three pood?”
She gave him a long kiss on his graying cheek.

R R i S o et

...-.«__‘4 i

“Heyl” Gershkovich said, knitting his brow again, “I'm tired, I want to

go to sleep.”

The prostitute st

“You a Jew?”

He looked at her throug
“Papa,” the prostitute said slowly,
He got up and walked to the door.
“Five,” the woman said.
Gershkovich came back.
“Make up the bed for me,’

jacket and looked for a place to

“Margarita.”

“Change the sheets, Margarita.”
The bed was wide and covered with a soft eiderdown.

Gershkovich slowly started undressing. He took off his white
socks, stretched his sweaty toes, locked the door with the key, put the
key under his pillow, and lay down, Margarita yawned, and slowly took
off her dress, squinted, squeezed out a pimple on her shoulder, and
began plaiting 2 thin braid for the night.

“Papa, what's your name?”
“Eli. Elya Isaakovich.”

“A tradesman?”
“Well, if you want to call it a trade .

vaguely.
Margarita b

ood up. Her face had become hard.

h his spectacles and answered, “No.”
“that'll be ten rubles.”

' the Jew said wearily, then took off his
hang it. “What’s your name?”

" Gershkovich answ

lew out the night-light and lay down. ...

P =
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“Well, I’ §
ell, I'll be damned!” Gershkovich said. “That’s a whole lot of w
oman

here.”
Soon they were asleep.

Next mornin 's bri i
g the sun’s bright light filled
o deCd' B ‘find Olwe the room. Gershkovich woke
“We have sea, and h ;
' A you have fields,” he said. “Great.”
“gdhere you from?” Margarita asked o
essa,” Gershkovich answered. “ ‘
o At ered. “The number-one town, a good
“It looks like you pret i
Sfgatto i pretty much feel nice and fine everywhere,”
“You can say that again,”
. gain,” G i id. “

Sl il ershkovich said. “Wherever there’s peo-
“You're such a fool!” M i i :
WL -y argarita said, propping herself up on the

“No,” Gershkovich said. “P
. A . “People are !
think that t.hey’re evil, and they erlfded upggzicilc;v?: e)irtv’t’: e L
?{Ijargan;i thought for a while, and then smile%i .
ou’re funny,” she sai ‘
. v, said slowly, and she ran her eyes carefully over
:‘I"l;llrn around, I'm going to get dressed.”
en they ate breakfast, drank tea with hard rolls. Gershkovich
. ovic

tau .ht Ma!gali ta hOW to SpIEﬁd bUtteI ona IOH ma SPCClal Wa? alld to
g

put the sausage on top.
“'}T{ry it! Though I have to be on my way now.
€r :
e are three rubles for you, Margarita,” he said on his way out

Belleve m ul)le nt come Casy Ilowadays
C, s dO C

Margarita smiled.

&
You skinfli
s nﬂlnt, Ouf S *
; [ So ;
evening?” y give me three. You coming back this
: "“Y{:‘.S,Iﬂm.”

Ih‘ﬂ.t €ve i V' Wit a llEIIlIlg a
nlng Gefshko lch brought diﬂnf:r i h him i
’

bottle of beer.
i e , sausages, apples. M . .
| butoned dres. They talked ss they ate, dark, high-

: Nowada (+} i
: § you cant get by’ on ﬁfty rubles a month,” Marga it
Yy y rita
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«aid. “And what with this job, if you don’t dress up, you don't get no
cabbage soup. You have to take into account that T have to pay fifteen
for this room.”

«Back in Odessa,” Gershkovich said pensively, straining to cut the
herring into equal parts, “for ten rubles you can get a room in the
Moldavanka fit for a Czar.”

“You have to take into account that people tumble all over the place
in my room, what with the drunks and everything.”

“Fyvery man must bear his burden,” Gershkovich said, and started
talking about his family, his faltering business dealings, his son who had
been called up by the army.

Margarita listened, resting her head on the table, and her face was
attentive, quiet, and thoughtful.

After supper, he took off his jacket, painstakingly wiped his spec-
tacles with a piece of cloth, and sat down at the table to write some
business letters. Margarita washed her hair.

Gershkovich wrote unhurriedly, carefully, raising his eyebrows,
stopping to think, and when he dipped his pen into the inkwell, he
never once forgot to shake off the extra ink.

After he finishing writing he had Margarita sit down on his notebook.

“Well, I'll be damned, but you sure are a lady with bulk! Do me a
favor and keep sitting there, Margarita Prokofievna.”

Gershkovich smiled, his spectacles shimmered, and his eyes
became small, more sparkling, full of laughter.

The next day he left town. As he paced up and down the platform, a.
few minutes before the train was to leave, Gershkovich noticed Margarita
walking quickly toward him with a small parcel in her hands. There were
pies in the parcel, and oily blotches had seeped through the paper.

Margarita’s face was red, pitiful, her chest agitated from walking so
quickly. ;

“Greetings to Odessa!” she said. “Greetings. . . . :

“Thank you,” Gershkovich answered. He took the pies, raised his.
eyebrows, thought about something for a moment, and bent forward.

The third bell rang. They stretched their hands out to each other.

“Good-bye, Margarita Prokofievna.”

“Good-bye, Elya Isaakovich.”
Gershkovich went inside the railway car. The train began moving.
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MAMA, RIMMA,
AND ALLA

rom early in the morning the day had been goi
! going badly.
q' The day before, the maid had begun putting on airs and walked

out, Barbara Stepanovna ended up having to do everything herself.
Then the electric bill came first thing in the morning. And then thc.
student boarders, the Rastokhin brothers, came up with a completel
uncxpec.ted demand. They had allegedly received a telegram frorgll
Kaluga in the middle of the night informing them that their father had
been taken ill, and that they had to come to him at all costs. They were
therefore vacating the room, and could they have the sixty .rubIe}; back
that they had given Barbara Stepanovna “on loan.”

To this Barbara Stepanovna answered that it was quite irregular to
vacate. a room in April, when there is no one to rent it to, and that it
was difficult for her to return the money, as it was given t(; her not on
loan but as a payment for the room, regardless of the fact that the pay-
ment had been made in advance. pay

; Th’e Rastokhin brothers disagreed with Barbara Stepanovna. The
dlscuss.uon became drawn-out and unfriendly. The students were .stub—
b}ﬁ:m, lnf}lriating louts in long, clean frock coats. When they realized

. ; e::eic:t}:ng Bthenr money back was a lost cause, the older brother sug-
o Couatc:.:l . arbara Stepanovna give them her sideboard and pier glass
mléj::;iaer; Stscpalilovna :cumed purple, and retorted that she would not
Tt bg spoken to in such a tone, that the Rastokhins’ suggestion
et er ruk bish, that she knew the law, her husband being a member
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of the district court in Kamchatka, and so on. The younger Rastokhin
flared up and told her that he didn’t give a hoot that her husband was
2 member of the district court in Kamchatka, that it was quite obvious
that once she got her hands on 2 kopeck there was no prying it loose,
that they would remember their stay at Barbara Stepanovna’s—with
All that clutter, dirt, and mess=t0 their dying day, and that although
the district court in Kamchatka was quite far away, the Moscow Justice
of the Peace was just around the cornet.

And that was how the discussion ended. The Rastokhins marched
out haughtily and in silent fury, and Barbara Stepanovna went to the
kitchen to make some coffee for her other boarder, a student by the
name of Stanislaw Marchotski. There had been loud and insistent ring-
ing from his room for quite a few minutes.

Barbara Stepanovna stood in front of the spirit stove in the kitchen.
A nickel pince-nez, rickety with age, sat on her fat nose; her graying
hair was disheveled, her pink morning coat full of stains. She made the
coffee, and thought how these louts would never have spoken to her in
such a tone if there hadn’t been that eternal shortage of money, that
unfortunate need to constantly snatch, hide, cheat.

When Marchotski’s coffee and fried eggs were ready, she brought

his breakfast to his room.

Marchotski was a Pole—tall, bony, light blond, with long legs and &

well-groomed fingernails. That morning he was wearing 2 foppish gray
dressing gown with ornamental military clasps.

He faced Barbara Stepanovna with resentment.

“I've had enough of there never being a maid around!” he said. ‘I
have to ring for a whole hour, and then I'm late for my classes.”

Tt was true that all too often the maid wasn't there, and tha
Marchotski had to ring and ring, but this time he had a different rea
son for his resentment.

The evening before, he had been sitting on the living room sof:
with Rimma, Barbara Stepanovna’s oldest daughter. Barbar
Stepanovna had seen them kissing two or three times and hugging 1

the darkness. They sat there dll eleven, then till midnight, then.

Stanislaw laid his head on Rimmas breast and fell asleep. After all, wh

in his youth has not dozed off on the edge of a sofa with his head

propped on the breast of a high school girl, met by chance on life

e
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L
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AT

:\If]mdmg path? It is not necessarily such a bad thing, and more oft
Coir;iélg:a?erefare n}cl) consequences, but one does have to show a 11;1:
10n for others, not to menti 1 i
it ention that the girl might well have
It o ol
s ;zasm': until one-thlrt?/ in the morning that Barbara Stepanovna
) c&tinte .sourl.y that it was time to show some consideratio
a;;c: otsR,i brimming with Polish pride, pursed his lips and t “};
um ;‘;;ge. mma cast an indignant look at her mother. "
i celezlat:}fltr hséd enclled there. But the following morning it was
r that Stanislaw hadn't for inci
Stani gotten the incident, B
StepIanovna gave h1_m his breakfast, salted the fried eggs a:d 1efta e
- ets ?vafl el;ven in t,he morning. Barbara Stepanovna openc'd the
o fhe iln T:;,rﬂ a.ughter;:1 room. The gentle rays of the weak sun gleamed
irty floor, on the cloth
beatiny othes scattered throughout the room, on the
The girls were alread
. y awake. The eldest, Rimm i
small, quick-eyed, black-haired. Alla was a year youngi}zzlslethm’
‘s':.\iznzletia"t——larger than her sister, pale, sluggish in her moveme‘r):f'gs
i elicate, pud ki i :
Giomepen pudgy skin, and a sweetly pensive expression in her
When her mother left the
room, she started speaking. H
bare";r}r}n;ay (;)n the blanket, her little white fingers hardlyg;no:irnheavy
Sk Ra:l S:} ream, Rl‘mma,” she said. “Imagine—a strange little tg(;wn
e ,h X ian, mysterious. . . The light gray sky is hanging ver low,
i ott 1: E!i)rmon is very c_:los*e. The dust in the streets is alsoy ra’
: Singlc, I::e m, Ever)gthmg is dead. Not a single sound can be heardgncﬁ
rson can be seen. And suddenly I feel like I —
some side streets I don’t know, et e
: : , past quiet little wooden h
der into blind alle ot i
ys, then I find my way out into th i
o i 58 y out into the streets again, but
paces ahead, and I kee 1ki
Somewhere in front of me is a li ’ e T e
; me is a light cloud of whirling d
it and see wedding carria ikhai =il o
. ges, Mikhail and his brid i
S : ide are in one of them.
: g a veil, and her face is happy. 1
py. I walk up to the car-
E:gf}s},lI se;m to be ta!'ller than everyone else, and my ht:arlt3 acheseacﬁi-
m(; ' l::; t eyball lrllonce me. The carriages stop. Mikhail comes up to
3 me by the arm, and slowly leads me into a si
A | _ , and a side street. ‘All
my friend,’ he says in a flat voice, ‘all this is very sad, I know. Buet thcr::s,
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nothing I can do, because 1 don't love you.’ T walk next to him, my heart

shudders, and more gray strects keep opening up before us.”

Alla fell silent. s
“A bad dream,” she added. “But, who knows? Maybe because it’s

bad, everything will turn out well and he'll send me a letter.”

«Like hell he willl” Rimma answered. “You should have been a lit-
tle more clever and not run off to see him. By the way, 1 intend to have
a word or two with Mama today!” she said suddenly.

Rimma got up, dressed, and went over to the window.

Spring lay over Moscow. The long somber fence outside their win-
dow, which stretched almost the whole length of the side street, glis-
tened with warm dampness.

Outside the church, in its front yard, the grass was damp, green.
The sun softly gilded the lackluster chasubles, and twinkled over the
dark face of the icon standing on the slanting column by the entrance
to the churchyard.

The girls went into the dining room. Barbara Stepanovna was sit-

ting there, carefully eating large portions of food, intently studying

the rolls, the coffee, the ham, through her spectacles. She drank the

coffee with loud short gulps, and ate the rolls quickly, greedily, almost
furtively.

«Mama!” Rimma said to her severely, proudly raising her pretty lit-
«'d like to have a little chat with you. You needn’t blow up. We

tle face.
o longer live with you. Se

can settle this quietly, once and forall. T cann

me free.”
“Fine,” Barbara Stepanovna answered calmly, raisin: her colorles
) Yy £

eyes to look at Rimma. “[s this because of yesterday?”
“Not because of yesterday, but it has to do with yesterday. I'm suf

focating here.”
“And what do you intend to do?” .
“Il take some classes, learn stenography, right now the demand—
“Right now stenographers are crawling out of the woodwork! Yo

think the jobs will come running—"
“] won't come to you for help, Mama!” Rimma said shrilly. “T wot

come to you for help. Set me free!”
“Fine,” Barbara Stepanovna said again. “I'm not holding you bac

“] want you to give me my passport.”

e
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"‘lz'm not giving you your passport.”
o hhe conversation had been unexpectedly restrained. Now Rimm
eit :c‘ Vz\t; 1tlhe pa?sport matter gave her a reason to start yelling '
e ,that.s marvelous!” she shouted, with a sarcastic lau h “I can’
go anywhere without my passport!” g
“{’rl? not giving you your passport!”
go turn myself into a kept woman!” Ri i
“T shall give myself to a policemffn!” pabeieia
Ny :Jl\lfho dc_) you think will want you?” Barbara Stepanovna answered
Z:rmc y eyeing her daughter’s shivering little body and flushed f: ,
You think a policeman can’t find a better—" -
" Tllgo Itczi Tverskaya Street!” Rimma shouted. “T’ll find myself some
old man—I don’t want to live wi i i i
o o live with her, with this stupid, stupid, stu-
“Ah, so this is how
- ) SC 10w you speak to your mother,” Barbara St
s;:jxl{ii, standing up with dignity. “We can’t make ends meet, ave:;ic;riﬁmiz
ngfapart around us, we’re short of everything, all T ask is for a few mgin—
utt:s“oI ; peace and quiet, bu‘t you ... Wait till your father hears about this!”
m gr:mg to write him myself, to Kamchatka!” Rimma shouted 5
a frenzy. “T'll get my passport from him!” "
Barbara Stepanovna walked out
: . of the room. Rimma 1
d;i:hevcled, paced excitedly up and down the room. Ang,r;mizi]atg
P ra::s];s from her future letter to her father tore through her t;rain
4 ear Papa.! she would write. “You are busy, I know, but I ha;fe to
ell you everything. May the allegation that Stanny dozed on my breast

].le hea\‘ y

; on Mamas CO]’]SCIEHCE! It was an CmbroldeI‘Ed Custhn that i]e

= was doz]n on b”t the center Of TaAV1 1es e‘se“rherc AS \Jiama 18
: g t] g [" L

your wife, you will doubtless side with her, but T can't stay here any

~ longer, she is a difficult pers
S ) person! If you want, Papa, I i
- Kamchatka, but T will need my passport!” e e

~ Rimma paced up and down, while Alla sat on the sofa and watched

her. ‘%Iict ﬂn(fl n;;umﬁal thoughts lay heavily on her soul
mma is fussing about,” she th “whi ;
: 1ssing about, ought, “while I am
CSOéfn::! Everything is painful, nothing makes sense!” SpEEY
L ':int to her room an.d lay down. Barbara Stepanovna came in
: orset. She was thickly and naively powdered, flushed, per-

§7
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“T just remembered that the Rastokhins are leaving today. 1 have to
give them back their sixty rubles. They threatened to take me to court.
There are some eggs in the cupboard. Make some for yourself-—l’rn

going down to the pawnbroker.

e

i e
e

When Marchotski came home from his classes at around six in the
evening, he found the entrance hall filled with packed suitcases. There
coming from the Rastokhins' rooms—they were obviously

he entrance hall Barbara Stepanovna, some-
ged to borrow A

was noise
arguing. Right there int
how, with lightning speed and desperate resolution, mana,
ten rubles from Marchotski. It was only when he got back to his room
that he realized how stupid he had been.

His room was different from all the other rooms in Barbara
th bibelots, and covered

Stepanovna’s apartment. Tt was neat, filled wi
English tobacco, ivory

with carpets. Drawing utensils, foppish pipes,
paper knives were carefully laid out on the tables.
Before Stanislaw even managed to change into his dressing gown, -

Rimma quietly slipped into his room. He gave her a chilly reception.

“Are you angry, Stanny?” the girl asked. ‘_
“ am not angry,” the Pole answered. “Tt is just that in the future [

would prefer not to be encumbered with having to bear witness to your,

mother’s excesses.”
«I¢1l all be over very soon,” Rimma said, “Stanny, I'm going to

free!”

She sat down next to him on the sofa and embraced him.

“] am a man,” Stanny began. “This platonic business is not for
1 have a career before me.”

He gruffly told her the things that men more of less say to certail
women when they've had enough. There’s nothing to talk to th
about, and flirting with them s pointless, as it is quite obvious they
not prepared to get down to business.

Stanny said that he was consumed by desire; it was hampering hi
work, making him nervous. The matter had to be settled one way of i
other—he didn't care in the least which, as long as it was settled.

“Why are you saying such t ef
sively. “What is all this q am 2 man’ about, and what do you mea

-
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‘the matter has to be settled’? Why is yo

why can we_talk about nothing elze bit ‘:;jj(:niot;?idg?r;‘dh'm'SWP -
Stanny! Spring is in the streets, it's so beautiful, and w‘ i -
oy oo , e are in such an

Stanny didn't answer. They both remained silent.

A. fiery sunset was sinking over the horizon, flooding the dist
sk:).( with a scarlet glow. On the opposite horizon a volatile, slowl tlli' alr;t
ening darkness was descending. The room was illuminat,ecl b );h llc _
glowing light. On the sofa, Rimma leaned more and moreyter:i aft
towa'rd the student. They were doing what they always did hi
exquisite hour of the day. yo i i

Stanislaw kissed the girl. She rested her head on the pill d
close'd her eyes. They both burst into flame. Within a fevg O'W o
Stanislaw was kissing her incessantly, and in a fit of mmll'n'mes,
unquenchable passion began shoving her thin, burning bod 1? ECIOL}‘:’
room: He tore her blouse and her bodice. Rimma, with arc}lilzdom t }i
and rings under her eyes, offered her lips to be kissed wii.le w'thmoc:]l' :
torted, mournful grin she defended her virginity. Suc;denl th;rf: shr
knoc].& at the door. Rimma began rushing about the room Zlutch' washa
hanging strips of her torn blouse to her breast. , =
. Tl;ey’cvcntually oplened thfi door. It turned out to be a friend of

anislaw's. He eyed Rimma with ill-concealed derision as she rushed
E?st him. She slipped into her room furtively, changed into another
ouse, and went to stand by the chilly windowpane to cool down

E;ll‘:lpav.winbrokcr only gave Barbara Stepanovna forty rubles for the
ily silver, Ten rubles she had borrowed from Marchotski, and the

ge;t otf tthmoney she got from the Tikhonovs, walking all the way from
astny Boulevard to Pokrovka. In her dismay, she forgot that she

_could have taken a tram.

A . .
t home, besides the raging Rastokhins, she found Mirlits, a bar-

- rister’s assistant, waiting f
e : y g for her, He was a tall youn, i
ing s;}umps for teeth, and foolish, moist gray e;.;s ranwithderny:
e Not )
i Stcepano".rn:otio;1 ; ﬁo, the shortage of money had driven Barbara
; -"Kolémha;-Miri'ton}il er mortgaging a cottage her husband owned in
Sy its had brought over a draft of the mortgage. Barbara
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Stepanovna felt that something was wrong with the draft, and that she
ought to get some more advice before signing. But she told herself that
<he was being beset by altogether too many problems of every kind. To
hell with everything—boarders, daughters, rudeness.

After the business discussion, Mirlits uncorked a bottle of Crimean
Muscat-Lunelle that he had brought with him—he knew Barbara
Stepanovna’s weakness. They drank a glass each and right away had
another. Their voices rang louder, Barbara Stepanovnas fleshy nose
grew red, and the stays of her corset expanded and bulged out. Mirlits
was telling a jovial story and burst out laughing, Rimma sat silently in
the corner, wearing the blouse into which she had changed.

After Barbara Stepanovna and Mitlits finished the Muscat-
Lunelle, they went for a walk. Barbara Stepanovna felt that she was just
a tiny bit tipsy. She was a {ittle ashamed about this, but at the same time
couldn’t care less because there was simply too much hardship in life, so
everything could go to hell.

Barbara Stepanovna came back earlier than she had anticipated,
because the Boikos, whom she had intended to visit, had not been home.
She was taken aback by the silence that lay over the apartment. Usually
at this time of the day the girls were always fooling around with the stu-
dents, giggling, running about. The only noise came from the bathroom.
Barbara Stepanovna went to the kitchen. There was a little window there

from which one could see what was going on in the bathroom.
She went to the little window and saw 2 strange and most unusual
scene. :

The stove for boiling the bathwater was red-hot. The bath was
glled with steaming water. Rimma was kneeling next to the stove. In
her hands she held a pair of curling irons. She was heating them ove
the fire. Alla was standing naked next to the bath, Her long braids wer

undone. Tears were rolling down her cheeks.

“Come here,” Alla told Rimma. “Listen, can you maybe hear it
heart beating?”

Rimma laid her head on Alla’s soft, slightly swollen belly.

“I¢’s not beating,” she answered. “Anyway there’s no doubt about it

“P'm going to die,” Alla whispered. “I'm going to get scalded by th
water! T won't be able to bear it! Not the curling irons! You don’t kno
how to do it!” .

EARLY STORIES

“Everyone does it this " Ri
way,” Ri 4 i i
i baby.’)’r mma told her. “Stop whimpering,
Alla was about to climb i
into the tub, but she didn’
) ) she didn't
; ;CE:?E at tfh}?t very moment she heard the unforgettable qu?;:nx:riz to—,
g - v;:: cf)Jr ; };:r mother call out. “What are you doing iri thcre, girI:PZ”
e karef:c;: ihours latec'lr, Alla was lying on Barbara Step;.novn.a’s
d, n, caressed, and wept over. She had told h
eve.rythu?g. ‘She felt relieved. She felt like a little girl who h der -
a silly childish fear. ; i
Ri
o m::a fmov:d about the bedroom carefully and silently, tidying u
= thg a for her mother, forcing her to eat something, seeing to Ij;
v hadeﬂrotoxsx woulftzlhubt:i clean. Then she lit the icon lamp in whi%h the
ot been refilled for at least two weeks
: , und. 1
not ;) make any noise, and lay down next to her ;;s;e: i
i ev:rbaga ]Eit?angvna sat at the table. She could see the icon lamp
n, darkish red flame dimly illuminatin irgi ’
ts ¢ g the Virgin M
t{pic,mess_, li;)mehow strange and light, still bubbled in icr h::g' 'II_'IITI
%;j: ni quic ); fell aslee.p. Alla’s face was broad, white, and pea.cefulc
;\nra ne:it ed up against her, sighed in her sleep, and shuddered ‘
e ouni-l one in thc‘ morning, Barbara Stepanovna lit a ear.u:lle
p a sheet of paper in front of her, and wrote a letter to her hus—’

. band:

Dear Nikolai,

Mirlits came b
y today, a very decent Jew, and
dlits ver A tomor: T
;ﬁz}ezn-ng a ghc.ntleman who will give me money for the hca.tseml"\trhirll—;{1
oing things right, but I j ‘
(MR R S| m getting more and more worried,
bOtIhkrfow you hzw; your own troubles, your work, and I shouldn't be
ering you with this, but thin ikolai
: ; gs at home, Nikolai, are someh
nmo;jo(;ng all t.oo well. The children are growing up, life nowadz 50 jv
iy n::;atr}ald{ngf—;ourlses, stenography—girls want more ﬁ‘fsed};mS
eir father, they need someon :
i : e to maybe yell at them, but
: nsm;_g{ly {gont seem to be able to. I can't help thinking that your lca:/l—
mng \ aré]cha'i(nl was a mistake. If you were here, we would have
o Starokolenny Street i ; i
s y Street, where there is a very bright little

R.i 5
mma has lost weight and looks rather bad. For a whole month
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across the street, and the girls

¢ have stopped ordering it. At
more

ring cream from the dairy

but now w

and at times it doesn’t. Write me
errin

often. After your letters 1 am 2 bit more careful, %(d;mt eat g\ﬂd a-{gl

; a, We ¢
i ' her me. Come and see us, lolya,
and my liver doesn’t bot -
unwini; The children send you their greetings. With loving kisses,

we were orde
started looking much better,
times my liver acts up a little,
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Your Barbara.

 there is a gentle melary
- man in a black vest ojit of his coat, he mumbles, “Nikolai Sergeyevich

 idea whcre to go!’

- and overworked.

THE PUBLIC LIBRARY

ne feels right away that this -." the kingdom of books. People
working at the library comfnune with books, with the life
reflected in them, and so become almost reflections of real-life human

beings.

Even the cloakroom attendafits—not brown-haired, not blond, but
something in between—are msterrousiy quiet, filled with contempla-
tive composure.

At home on Saturday enings they might well drink methylated
spirits and give their wives/long, drawn-out beatings, but at the library
their comportment is staid, circumspect, and hazily somber.

And then there is the cloakroom attendant who draws. In his eyes
choly. Once every two weeks, as he helps a fat

vings, and Konstantin Vasilevich also approves of
but I have no idea, no

approves of my dra
them. ... In the firgt thing I was originating . . .

The fat man/ listens. He is a reporter a married man, gluttonous
Once every two weeks he goes to the library to rest,
it court cases, painstakingly copies out onto a piece of

.'papcr the plan of the house where the murder took place, is very

pleased, and forgets that he is married and overworked.

- The reporter listens to the attendant with fearful bewilderment,
and_;_von ers how to handle such 2 man. Do you give him a ten-kopeck
coin il n your way out? He might be offended—he’s an artist. Then
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