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Anton Pavlovich Chekhov
The Bishop and Other Stories

THE BISHOP

I

THE evening service was being celebrated on the eve of Palm Sunday in the Old Petrovsky
Convent. When they began distributing the palm it was close upon ten o'clock, the candles were
burning dimly, the wicks wanted snuffing; it was all in a sort of mist. In the twilight of the church
the crowd seemed heaving like the sea, and to Bishop Pyotr, who had been unwell for the last three
days, it seemed that all the faces — old and young, men's and women's — were alike, that everyone
who came up for the palm had the same expression in his eyes. In the mist he could not see the doors;
the crowd kept moving and looked as though there were no end to it. The female choir was singing,
a nun was reading the prayers for the day.

How stifling, how hot it was! How long the service went on! Bishop Pyotr was tired. His
breathing was laboured and rapid, his throat was parched, his shoulders ached with weariness, his legs
were trembling. And it disturbed him unpleasantly when a religious maniac uttered occasional shrieks
in the gallery. And then all of a sudden, as though in a dream or delirium, it seemed to the bishop
as though his own mother Marya Timofyevna, whom he had not seen for nine years, or some old
woman just like his mother, came up to him out of the crowd, and, after taking a palm branch from
him, walked away looking at him all the while good-humouredly with a kind, joyful smile until she
was lost in the crowd. And for some reason tears flowed down his face. There was peace in his heart,
everything was well, yet he kept gazing fixedly towards the left choir, where the prayers were being
read, where in the dusk of evening you could not recognize anyone, and — wept. Tears glistened on his
face and on his beard. Here someone close at hand was weeping, then someone else farther away, then
others and still others, and little by little the church was filled with soft weeping. And a little later,
within five minutes, the nuns' choir was singing; no one was weeping and everything was as before.

Soon the service was over. When the bishop got into his carriage to drive home, the gay,
melodious chime of the heavy, costly bells was filling the whole garden in the moonlight. The white
walls, the white crosses on the tombs, the white birch-trees and black shadows, and the far-away moon
in the sky exactly over the convent, seemed now living their own life, apart and incomprehensible,
yet very near to man. It was the beginning of April, and after the warm spring day it turned cool;
there was a faint touch of frost, and the breath of spring could be felt in the soft, chilly air. The road
from the convent to the town was sandy, the horses had to go at a walking pace, and on both sides of
the carriage in the brilliant, peaceful moonlight there were people trudging along home from church
through the sand. And all was silent, sunk in thought; everything around seemed kindly, youthful,
akin, everything — trees and sky and even the moon, and one longed to think that so it would be always.

At last the carriage drove into the town and rumbled along the principal street. The shops were
already shut, but at Erakin's, the millionaire shopkeeper's, they were trying the new electric lights,
which flickered brightly, and a crowd of people were gathered round. Then came wide, dark, deserted
streets, one after another; then the highroad, the open country, the fragrance of pines. And suddenly
there rose up before the bishop's eyes a white turreted wall, and behind it a tall belfry in the full
moonlight, and beside it five shining, golden cupolas: this was the Pankratievsky Monastery, in which
Bishop Pyotr lived. And here, too, high above the monastery, was the silent, dreamy moon. The
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carriage drove in at the gate, crunching over the sand; here and there in the moonlight there were
glimpses of dark monastic figures, and there was the sound of footsteps on the flag-stones..

"You know, your holiness, your mamma arrived while you were away," the lay brother informed
the bishop as he went into his cell.

"My mother? When did she come?"

"Before the evening service. She asked first where you were and then she went to the convent."

"Then it was her I saw in the church, just now! Oh, Lord!"

And the bishop laughed with joy.

"She bade me tell your holiness," the lay brother went on, "that she would come to-morrow.
She had a little girl with her — her grandchild, I suppose. They are staying at Ovsyannikov's inn."

"What time is it now?"

"A little after eleven."

"Oh, how vexing!"

The bishop sat for a little while in the parlour, hesitating, and as it were refusing to believe
it was so late. His arms and legs were stiff, his head ached. He was hot and uncomfortable. After
resting a little he went into his bedroom, and there, too, he sat a little, still thinking of his mother;
he could hear the lay brother going away, and Father Sisoy coughing the other side of the wall. The
monastery clock struck a quarter.

The bishop changed his clothes and began reading the prayers before sleep. He read attentively
those old, long familiar prayers, and at the same time thought about his mother. She had nine
children and about forty grandchildren. At one time, she had lived with her husband, the deacon, in
a poor village; she had lived there a very long time from the age of seventeen to sixty. The bishop
remembered her from early childhood, almost from the age of three, and — how he had loved her!
Sweet, precious childhood, always fondly remembered! Why did it, that long-past time that could
never return, why did it seem brighter, fuller, and more festive than it had really been? When in his
childhood or youth he had been ill, how tender and sympathetic his mother had been! And now his
prayers mingled with the memories, which gleamed more and more brightly like a flame, and the
prayers did not hinder his thinking of his mother.

When he had finished his prayers he undressed and lay down, and at once, as soon as it was
dark, there rose before his mind his dead father, his mother, his native village Lesopolye.. the creak of
wheels, the bleat of sheep, the church bells on bright summer mornings, the gypsies under the window
— oh, how sweet to think of it! He remembered the priest of Lesopolye, Father Simeon — mild, gentle,
kindly; he was a lean little man, while his son, a divinity student, was a huge fellow and talked in a
roaring bass voice. The priest's son had flown into a rage with the cook and abused her: "Ah, you
Jehud's ass!" and Father Simeon overhearing it, said not a word, and was only ashamed because he
could not remember where such an ass was mentioned in the Bible. After him the priest at Lesopolye
had been Father Demyan, who used to drink heavily, and at times drank till he saw green snakes,
and was even nicknamed Demyan Snakeseer. The schoolmaster at Lesopolye was Matvey Nikolaitch,
who had been a divinity student, a kind and intelligent man, but he, too, was a drunkard; he never
beat the schoolchildren, but for some reason he always had hanging on his wall a bunch of birch-
twigs, and below it an utterly meaningless inscription in Latin: "Betula kinderbalsamica secuta." He
had a shaggy black dog whom he called Syntax.

And his holiness laughed. Six miles from Lesopolye was the village Obnino with a wonder-
working ikon. In the summer they used to carry the ikon in procession about the neighbouring villages
and ring the bells the whole day long; first in one village and then in another, and it used to seem to
the bishop then that joy was quivering in the air, and he (in those days his name was Pavlusha) used
to follow the ikon, bareheaded and barefoot, with naive faith, with a naive smile, infinitely happy. In
Obnino, he remembered now, there were always a lot of people, and the priest there, Father Alexey,
to save time during mass, used to make his deaf nephew Ilarion read the names of those for whose
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health or whose souls' peace prayers were asked. Ilarion used to read them, now and then getting a
five or ten kopeck piece for the service, and only when he was grey and bald, when life was nearly
over, he suddenly saw written on one of the pieces of paper: "What a fool you are, Ilarion." Up to
fifteen at least Pavlusha was undeveloped and idle at his lessons, so much so that they thought of
taking him away from the clerical school and putting him into a shop; one day, going to the post at
Obnino for letters, he had stared a long time at the post-office clerks and asked: "Allow me to ask,
how do you get your salary, every month or every day?"

His holiness crossed himself and turned over on the other side, trying to stop thinking and go
to sleep.

"My mother has come," he remembered and laughed.

The moon peeped in at the window, the floor was lighted up, and there were shadows on it. A
cricket was chirping. Through the wall Father Sisoy was snoring in the next room, and his aged snore
had a sound that suggested loneliness, forlornness, even vagrancy. Sisoy had once been housekeeper
to the bishop of the diocese, and was called now "the former Father Housekeeper"; he was seventy
years old, he lived in a monastery twelve miles from the town and stayed sometimes in the town, too.
He had come to the Pankratievsky Monastery three days before, and the bishop had kept him that he
might talk to him at his leisure about matters of business, about the arrangements here..

At half-past one they began ringing for matins. Father Sisoy could be heard coughing, muttering
something in a discontented voice, then he got up and walked barefoot about the rooms.

"Father Sisoy," the bishop called.

Sisoy went back to his room and a little later made his appearance in his boots, with a candle;
he had on his cassock over his underclothes and on his head was an old faded skull-cap.

"I can't sleep," said the bishop, sitting up. "I must be unwell.

And what it is I don't know. Fever!"

"You must have caught cold, your holiness. You must be rubbed with tallow." Sisoy stood a
little and yawned. "O Lord, forgive me, a sinner."

"They had the electric lights on at Erakin's today," he said; "I don't like it!"

Father Sisoy was old, lean, bent, always dissatisfied with something, and his eyes were angry-
looking and prominent as a crab's.

"I don't like it," he said, going away. "I don't like it. Bother it!"
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IT

Next day, Palm Sunday, the bishop took the service in the cathedral in the town, then he visited
the bishop of the diocese, then visited a very sick old lady, the widow of a general, and at last drove
home. Between one and two o'clock he had welcome visitors dining with him — his mother and his
niece Katya, a child of eight years old. All dinner-time the spring sunshine was streaming in at the
windows, throwing bright light on the white tablecloth and on Katya's red hair. Through the double
windows they could hear the noise of the rooks and the notes of the starlings in the garden.

"It is nine years since we have met," said the old lady. "And when I looked at you in the
monastery yesterday, good Lord! you've not changed a bit, except maybe you are thinner and your
beard is a little longer. Holy Mother, Queen of Heaven! Yesterday at the evening service no one
could help crying. I, too, as I looked at you, suddenly began crying, though I couldn't say why. His
Holy Will!"

And in spite of the affectionate tone in which she said this, he could see she was constrained
as though she were uncertain whether to address him formally or familiarly, to laugh or not, and that
she felt herself more a deacon's widow than his mother. And Katya gazed without blinking at her
uncle, his holiness, as though trying to discover what sort of a person he was. Her hair sprang up
from under the comb and the velvet ribbon and stood out like a halo; she had a turned-up nose and
sly eyes. The child had broken a glass before sitting down to dinner, and now her grandmother, as
she talked, moved away from Katya first a wineglass and then a tumbler. The bishop listened to his
mother and remembered how many, many years ago she used to take him and his brothers and sisters
to relations whom she considered rich; in those days she was taken up with the care of her children,
now with her grandchildren, and she had brought Katya..

"Your sister, Varenka, has four children," she told him; "Katya, here, is the eldest. And your
brother-in-law Father Ivan fell sick, God knows of what, and died three days before the Assumption;
and my poor Varenka is left a beggar."

"And how is Nikanor getting on?" the bishop asked about his eldest brother.

"He is all right, thank God. Though he has nothing much, yet he can live. Only there is one thing:
his son, my grandson Nikolasha, did not want to go into the Church; he has gone to the university to
be a doctor. He thinks it is better; but who knows! His Holy Will!"

"Nikolasha cuts up dead people," said Katya, spilling water over her knees.

"Sit still, child," her grandmother observed calmly, and took the glass out of her hand. "Say
a prayer, and go on eating."

"How long it is since we have seen each other!" said the bishop, and he tenderly stroked his
mother's hand and shoulder; "and I missed you abroad, mother, I missed you dreadfully."

"Thank you."

"I used to sit in the evenings at the open window, lonely and alone; often there was music
playing, and all at once I used to be overcome with homesickness and felt as though I would give
everything only to be at home and see you."

His mother smiled, beamed, but at once she made a grave face and said:

"Thank you."

His mood suddenly changed. He looked at his mother and could not understand how she had
come by that respectfulness, that timid expression of face: what was it for? And he did not recognize
her. He felt sad and vexed. And then his head ached just as it had the day before; his legs felt fearfully
tired, and the fish seemed to him stale and tasteless; he felt thirsty all the time..

After dinner two rich ladies, landowners, arrived and sat for an hour and a half in silence with
rigid countenances; the archimandrite, a silent, rather deaf man, came to see him about business.
Then they began ringing for vespers; the sun was setting behind the wood and the day was over.
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When he returned from church, he hurriedly said his prayers, got into bed, and wrapped himself up
as warm as possible.

It was disagreeable to remember the fish he had eaten at dinner. The moonlight worried him,
and then he heard talking. In an adjoining room, probably in the parlour, Father Sisoy was talking
politics:

"There's war among the Japanese now. They are fighting. The Japanese, my good soul, are the
same as the Montenegrins; they are the same race. They were under the Turkish yoke together."

And then he heard the voice of Marya Timofyevna:

"So, having said our prayers and drunk tea, we went, you know, to

Father Yegor at Novokatnoye, so.."

And she kept on saying, "having had tea" or "having drunk tea," and it seemed as though the
only thing she had done in her life was to drink tea.

The bishop slowly, languidly, recalled the seminary, the academy. For three years he had been
Greek teacher in the seminary: by that time he could not read without spectacles. Then he had become
a monk; he had been made a school inspector. Then he had defended his thesis for his degree. When
he was thirty-two he had been made rector of the seminary, and consecrated archimandrite: and then
his life had been so easy, so pleasant; it seemed so long, so long, no end was in sight. Then he had
begun to be ill, had grown very thin and almost blind, and by the advice of the doctors had to give
up everything and go abroad.

"And what then?" asked Sisoy in the next room.

"Then we drank tea." answered Marya Timofyevna.

"Good gracious, you've got a green beard," said Katya suddenly in surprise, and she laughed.

The bishop remembered that the grey-headed Father Sisoy's beard really had a shade of green
in it, and he laughed.

"God have mercy upon us, what we have to put up with with this girl!" said Sisoy, aloud, getting
angry. "Spoilt child! Sit quiet!"

The bishop remembered the perfectly new white church in which he had conducted the services
while living abroad, he remembered the sound of the warm sea. In his flat he had five lofty light
rooms; in his study he had a new writing-table, lots of books. He had read a great deal and often
written. And he remembered how he had pined for his native land, how a blind beggar woman had
played the guitar under his window every day and sung of love, and how, as he listened, he had always
for some reason thought of the past. But eight years had passed and he had been called back to Russia,
and now he was a suffragan bishop, and all the past had retreated far away into the mist as though
it were a dream..

Father Sisoy came into the bedroom with a candle.

"I say!" he said, wondering, "are you asleep already, your holiness?"

"What is it?"

"Why, it's still early, ten o'clock or less. I bought a candle to-day; I wanted to rub you with
tallow."

"I am in a fever." said the bishop, and he sat up. "I really ought to have something. My head
is bad.."

Sisoy took off the bishop's shirt and began rubbing his chest and back with tallow.

"That's the way.. that's the way." he said. "Lord Jesus Christ.. that's the way. I walked to the
town to-day; I was at what's-his-name's — the chief priest Sidonsky's... I had tea with him. I don't
like him. Lord Jesus Christ... That's the way. I don't like him."
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I

The bishop of the diocese, a very fat old man, was ill with rheumatism or gout, and had been
in bed for over a month. Bishop Pyotr went to see him almost every day, and saw all who came to
ask his help. And now that he was unwell he was struck by the emptiness, the triviality of everything
which they asked and for which they wept; he was vexed at their ignorance, their timidity; and all this
useless, petty business oppressed him by the mass of it, and it seemed to him that now he understood
the diocesan bishop, who had once in his young days written on "The Doctrines of the Freedom of
the Will," and now seemed to be all lost in trivialities, to have forgotten everything, and to have no
thoughts of religion. The bishop must have lost touch with Russian life while he was abroad; he did
not find it easy; the peasants seemed to him coarse, the women who sought his help dull and stupid,
the seminarists and their teachers uncultivated and at times savage. And the documents coming in
and going out were reckoned by tens of thousands; and what documents they were! The higher clergy
in the whole diocese gave the priests, young and old, and even their wives and children, marks for
their behaviour — a five, a four, and sometimes even a three; and about this he had to talk and to read
and write serious reports. And there was positively not one minute to spare; his soul was troubled all
day long, and the bishop was only at peace when he was in church.

He could not get used, either, to the awe which, through no wish of his own, he inspired in
people in spite of his quiet, modest disposition. All the people in the province seemed to him little,
scared, and guilty when he looked at them. Everyone was timid in his presence, even the old chief
priests; everyone "flopped" at his feet, and not long previously an old lady, a village priest's wife who
had come to consult him, was so overcome by awe that she could not utter a single word, and went
empty away. And he, who could never in his sermons bring himself to speak ill of people, never
reproached anyone because he was so sorry for them, was moved to fury with the people who came
to consult him, lost his temper and flung their petitions on the floor. The whole time he had been
here, not one person had spoken to him genuinely, simply, as to a human being; even his old mother
seemed now not the same! And why, he wondered, did she chatter away to Sisoy and laugh so much;
while with him, her son, she was grave and usually silent and constrained, which did not suit her at
all. The only person who behaved freely with him and said what he meant was old Sisoy, who had
spent his whole life in the presence of bishops and had outlived eleven of them. And so the bishop
was at ease with him, although, of course, he was a tedious and nonsensical man.

After the service on Tuesday, his holiness Pyotr was in the diocesan bishop's house receiving
petitions there; he got excited and angry, and then drove home. He was as unwell as before; he longed
to be in bed, but he had hardly reached home when he was informed that a young merchant called
Erakin, who subscribed liberally to charities, had come to see him about a very important matter.
The bishop had to see him. Erakin stayed about an hour, talked very loud, almost shouted, and it was
difficult to understand what he said.

"God grant it may," he said as he went away. "Most essential!

According to circumstances, your holiness! I trust it may!"

After him came the Mother Superior from a distant convent. And when she had gone they
began ringing for vespers. He had to go to church.

In the evening the monks sang harmoniously, with inspiration. A young priest with a black
beard conducted the service; and the bishop, hearing of the Bridegroom who comes at midnight and
of the Heavenly Mansion adorned for the festival, felt no repentance for his sins, no tribulation, but
peace at heart and tranquillity. And he was carried back in thought to the distant past, to his childhood
and youth, when, too, they used to sing of the Bridegroom and of the Heavenly Mansion; and now that
past rose up before him — living, fair, and joyful as in all likelihood it never had been. And perhaps in
the other world, in the life to come, we shall think of the distant past, of our life here, with the same
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feeling. Who knows? The bishop was sitting near the altar. It was dark; tears flowed down his face.
He thought that here he had attained everything a man in his position could attain; he had faith and yet
everything was not clear, something was lacking still. He did not want to die; and he still felt that he
had missed what was most important, something of which he had dimly dreamed in the past; and he
was troubled by the same hopes for the future as he had felt in childhood, at the academy and abroad.
"How well they sing to-day!" he thought, listening to the singing.
"How nice it is!"
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IV

On Thursday he celebrated mass in the cathedral; it was the Washing of Feet. When the service
was over and the people were going home, it was sunny, warm; the water gurgled in the gutters, and
the unceasing trilling of the larks, tender, telling of peace, rose from the fields outside the town. The
trees were already awakening and smiling a welcome, while above them the infinite, fathomless blue
sky stretched into the distance, God knows whither.

On reaching home his holiness drank some tea, then changed his clothes, lay down on his bed,
and told the lay brother to close the shutters on the windows. The bedroom was darkened. But what
weariness, what pain in his legs and his back, a chill heavy pain, what a noise in his ears! He had
not slept for a long time — for a very long time, as it seemed to him now, and some trifling detail
which haunted his brain as soon as his eyes were closed prevented him from sleeping. As on the day
before, sounds reached him from the adjoining rooms through the walls, voices, the jingle of glasses
and teaspoons... Marya Timofyevna was gaily telling Father Sisoy some story with quaint turns of
speech, while the latter answered in a grumpy, ill-humoured voice: "Bother them! Not likely! What
next!" And the bishop again felt vexed and then hurt that with other people his old mother behaved
in a simple, ordinary way, while with him, her son, she was shy, spoke little, and did not say what she
meant, and even, as he fancied, had during all those three days kept trying in his presence to find an
excuse for standing up, because she was embarrassed at sitting before him. And his father? He, too,
probably, if he had been living, would not have been able to utter a word in the bishop's presence..

Something fell down on the floor in the adjoining room and was broken; Katya must have
dropped a cup or a saucer, for Father Sisoy suddenly spat and said angrily:

"What a regular nuisance the child is! Lord forgive my transgressions!

One can't provide enough for her."

Then all was quiet, the only sounds came from outside. And when the bishop opened his eyes
he saw Katya in his room, standing motionless, staring at him. Her red hair, as usual, stood up from
under the comb like a halo.

"Is that you, Katya?" he asked. "Who is it downstairs who keeps opening and shutting a door?"

"I don't hear it," answered Katya; and she listened.

"There, someone has just passed by."

"But that was a noise in your stomach, uncle."

He laughed and stroked her on the head.

"So you say Cousin Nikolasha cuts up dead people?" he asked after a pause.

"Yes, he is studying."

"And is he kind?"

"Oh, yes, he's kind. But he drinks vodka awfully."

"And what was it your father died of 7"

"Papa was weak and very, very thin, and all at once his throat was bad. I was ill then, too, and
brother Fedya; we all had bad throats. Papa died, uncle, and we got well."

Her chin began quivering, and tears gleamed in her eyes and trickled down her cheeks.

"Your holiness," she said in a shrill voice, by now weeping bitterly, "uncle, mother and all of
us are left very wretched... Give us a little money.. do be kind.. uncle darling.."

He, too, was moved to tears, and for a long time was too much touched to speak. Then he
stroked her on the head, patted her on the shoulder and said:

"Very good, very good, my child. When the holy Easter comes, we will talk it over... I will
help you... I will help you.."

His mother came in quietly, timidly, and prayed before the ikon.

Noticing that he was not sleeping, she said:
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"Won't you have a drop of soup?"

"No, thank you," he answered, "I am not hungry."

"You seem to be unwell, now I look at you. I should think so; you may well be ill! The whole
day on your legs, the whole day... And, my goodness, it makes one's heart ache even to look at you!
Well, Easter is not far off; you will rest then, please God. Then we will have a talk, too, but now I'm
not going to disturb you with my chatter. Come along, Katya; let his holiness sleep a little."

And he remembered how once very long ago, when he was a boy, she had spoken exactly like
that, in the same jestingly respectful tone, with a Church dignitary... Only from her extraordinarily
kind eyes and the timid, anxious glance she stole at him as she went out of the room could one have
guessed that this was his mother. He shut his eyes and seemed to sleep, but twice heard the clock
strike and Father Sisoy coughing the other side of the wall. And once more his mother came in and
looked timidly at him for a minute. Someone drove up to the steps, as he could hear, in a coach or in
a chaise. Suddenly a knock, the door slammed, the lay brother came into the bedroom.

"Your holiness," he called.

"Well?"

"The horses are here; it's time for the evening service."

"What o'clock is it?"

"A quarter past seven."

He dressed and drove to the cathedral. During all the "Twelve Gospels" he had to stand in the
middle of the church without moving, and the first gospel, the longest and the most beautiful, he read
himself. A mood of confidence and courage came over him. That first gospel, "Now is the Son of
Man glorified," he knew by heart; and as he read he raised his eyes from time to time, and saw on
both sides a perfect sea of lights and heard the splutter of candles, but, as in past years, he could not
see the people, and it seemed as though these were all the same people as had been round him in
those days, in his childhood and his youth; that they would always be the same every year and till
such time as God only knew.

His father had been a deacon, his grandfather a priest, his great-grandfather a deacon, and his
whole family, perhaps from the days when Christianity had been accepted in Russia, had belonged
to the priesthood; and his love for the Church services, for the priesthood, for the peal of the bells,
was deep in him, ineradicable, innate. In church, particularly when he took part in the service, he felt
vigorous, of good cheer, happy. So it was now. Only when the eighth gospel had been read, he felt
that his voice had grown weak, even his cough was inaudible. His head had begun to ache intensely,
and he was troubled by a fear that he might fall down. And his legs were indeed quite numb, so that
by degrees he ceased to feel them and could not understand how or on what he was standing, and
why he did not fall..

It was a quarter to twelve when the service was over. When he reached home, the bishop
undressed and went to bed at once without even saying his prayers. He could not speak and felt that
he could not have stood up. When he had covered his head with the quilt he felt a sudden longing to
be abroad, an insufferable longing! He felt that he would give his life not to see those pitiful cheap
shutters, those low ceilings, not to smell that heavy monastery smell. If only there were one person
to whom he could have talked, have opened his heart!

For a long while he heard footsteps in the next room and could not tell whose they were. At
last the door opened, and Sisoy came in with a candle and a tea-cup in his hand.

"You are in bed already, your holiness?" he asked. "Here I have come to rub you with spirit and
vinegar. A thorough rubbing does a great deal of good. Lord Jesus Christ!.. That's the way.. that's the
way... I've just been in our monastery... I don't like it. I'm going away from here to-morrow, your
holiness; I don't want to stay longer. Lord Jesus Christ... That's the way.."

Sisoy could never stay long in the same place, and he felt as though he had been a whole year
in the Pankratievsky Monastery. Above all, listening to him it was difficult to understand where his
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home was, whether he cared for anyone or anything, whether he believed in God... He did not know
himself why he was a monk, and, indeed, he did not think about it, and the time when he had become
a monk had long passed out of his memory; it seemed as though he had been born a monk.

"I'm going away to-morrow; God be with them all."

"I should like to talk to you... I can't find the time," said the bishop softly with an effort. "I
don't know anything or anybody here.."

"I'll stay till Sunday if you like; so be it, but I don't want to stay longer. I am sick of them!"

"I ought not to be a bishop," said the bishop softly. "I ought to have been a village priest, a
deacon.. or simply a monk... All this oppresses me.. oppresses me."

"What? Lord Jesus Christ... That's the way. Come, sleep well, your holiness!.. What's the good
of talking? It's no use. Good-night!"

The bishop did not sleep all night. And at eight o'clock in the morning he began to have
hemorrhage from the bowels. The lay brother was alarmed, and ran first to the archimandrite, then for
the monastery doctor, Ivan Andreyitch, who lived in the town. The doctor, a stout old man with a long
grey beard, made a prolonged examination of the bishop, and kept shaking his head and frowning,
then said:

"Do you know, your holiness, you have got typhoid?"

After an hour or so of hemorrhage the bishop looked much thinner, paler, and wasted; his face
looked wrinkled, his eyes looked bigger, and he seemed older, shorter, and it seemed to him that he
was thinner, weaker, more insignificant than any one, that everything that had been had retreated far,
far away and would never go on again or be repeated.

"How good," he thought, "how good!"

His old mother came. Seeing his wrinkled face and his big eyes, she was frightened, she fell on
her knees by the bed and began kissing his face, his shoulders, his hands. And to her, too, it seemed
that he was thinner, weaker, and more insignificant than anyone, and now she forgot that he was a
bishop, and kissed him as though he were a child very near and very dear to her.

"Pavlusha, darling," she said; "my own, my darling son!.. Why are you like this? Pavlusha,
answer me!"

Katya, pale and severe, stood beside her, unable to understand what was the matter with her
uncle, why there was such a look of suffering on her grandmother's face, why she was saying such sad
and touching things. By now he could not utter a word, he could understand nothing, and he imagined
he was a simple ordinary man, that he was walking quickly, cheerfully through the fields, tapping
with his stick, while above him was the open sky bathed in sunshine, and that he was free now as a
bird and could go where he liked!

"Pavlusha, my darling son, answer me," the old woman was saying.

"What is it? My own!"

"Don't disturb his holiness," Sisoy said angrily, walking about the room. "Let him sleep.. what's
the use.. it's no good.."

Three doctors arrived, consulted together, and went away again. The day was long, incredibly
long, then the night came on and passed slowly, slowly, and towards morning on Saturday the lay
brother went in to the old mother who was lying on the sofa in the parlour, and asked her to go into
the bedroom: the bishop had just breathed his last.

Next day was Easter Sunday. There were forty-two churches and six monasteries in the town;
the sonorous, joyful clang of the bells hung over the town from morning till night unceasingly, setting
the spring air aquiver; the birds were singing, the sun was shining brightly. The big market square
was noisy, swings were going, barrel organs were playing, accordions were squeaking, drunken voices
were shouting. After midday people began driving up and down the principal street.

In short, all was merriment, everything was satisfactory, just as it had been the year before, and
as it will be in all likelihood next year.
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A month later a new suffragan bishop was appointed, and no one thought anything more of
Bishop Pyotr, and afterwards he was completely forgotten. And only the dead man's old mother, who
is living to-day with her son-in-law the deacon in a remote little district town, when she goes out at
night to bring her cow in and meets other women at the pasture, begins talking of her children and
her grandchildren, and says that she had a son a bishop, and this she says timidly, afraid that she
may not be believed..

And, indeed, there are some who do not believe her.
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THE LETTER

The clerical superintendent of the district, his Reverence Father Fyodor Orlov, a handsome,
well-nourished man of fifty, grave and important as he always was, with an habitual expression of
dignity that never left his face, was walking to and fro in his little drawing-room, extremely exhausted,
and thinking intensely about the same thing: "When would his visitor go?" The thought worried him
and did not leave him for a minute. The visitor, Father Anastasy, the priest of one of the villages
near the town, had come to him three hours before on some very unpleasant and dreary business of
his own, had stayed on and on, was now sitting in the corner at a little round table with his elbow
on a thick account book, and apparently had no thought of going, though it was getting on for nine
o'clock in the evening.

Not everyone knows when to be silent and when to go. It not infrequently happens that even
diplomatic persons of good worldly breeding fail to observe that their presence is arousing a feeling
akin to hatred in their exhausted or busy host, and that this feeling is being concealed with an effort
and disguised with a lie. But Father Anastasy perceived it clearly, and realized that his presence was
burdensome and inappropriate, that his Reverence, who had taken an early morning service in the
night and a long mass at midday, was exhausted and longing for repose; every minute he was meaning
to get up and go, but he did not get up, he sat on as though he were waiting for something. He was
an old man of sixty-five, prematurely aged, with a bent and bony figure, with a sunken face and the
dark skin of old age, with red eyelids and a long narrow back like a fish's; he was dressed in a smart
cassock of a light lilac colour, but too big for him (presented to him by the widow of a young priest
lately deceased), a full cloth coat with a broad leather belt, and clumsy high boots the size and hue of
which showed clearly that Father Anastasy dispensed with goloshes. In spite of his position and his
venerable age, there was something pitiful, crushed and humiliated in his lustreless red eyes, in the
strands of grey hair with a shade of green in it on the nape of his neck, and in the big shoulder-blades
on his lean back... He sat without speaking or moving, and coughed with circumspection, as though
afraid that the sound of his coughing might make his presence more noticeable.

The old man had come to see his Reverence on business. Two months before he had been
prohibited from officiating till further notice, and his case was being inquired into. His shortcomings
were numerous. He was intemperate in his habits, fell out with the other clergy and the commune,
kept the church records and accounts carelessly — these were the formal charges against him; but
besides all that, there had been rumours for a long time past that he celebrated unlawful marriages
for money and sold certificates of having fasted and taken the sacrament to officials and officers
who came to him from the town. These rumours were maintained the more persistently that he was
poor and had nine children to keep, who were as incompetent and unsuccessful as himself. The sons
were spoilt and uneducated, and stayed at home doing nothing, while the daughters were ugly and
did not get married.

Not having the moral force to be open, his Reverence walked up and down the room and said
nothing or spoke in hints.

"So you are not going home to-night?" he asked, stopping near the dark window and poking
with his little finger into the cage where a canary was asleep with its feathers puffed out.

Father Anastasy started, coughed cautiously and said rapidly:

"Home? I don't care to, Fyodor Ilyitch. I cannot officiate, as you know, so what am I to do
there? I came away on purpose that I might not have to look the people in the face. One is ashamed
not to officiate, as you know. Besides, I have business here, Fyodor Ilyitch. To-morrow after breaking
the fast I want to talk things over thoroughly with the Father charged with the inquiry."

"Ah!." yawned his Reverence, "and where are you staying?"

"At Zyavkin's."
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Father Anastasy suddenly remembered that within two hours his Reverence had to take the
Easter-night service, and he felt so ashamed of his unwelcome burdensome presence that he made
up his mind to go away at once and let the exhausted man rest. And the old man got up to go. But
before he began saying good-bye he stood clearing his throat for a minute and looking searchingly
at his Reverence's back, still with the same expression of vague expectation in his whole figure; his
face was working with shame, timidity, and a pitiful forced laugh such as one sees in people who do
not respect themselves. Waving his hand as it were resolutely, he said with a husky quavering laugh:

"Father Fyodor, do me one more kindness: bid them give me at leave-taking.. one little glass
of vodka."

"It's not the time to drink vodka now," said his Reverence sternly.

"One must have some regard for decency."

Father Anastasy was still more overwhelmed by confusion; he laughed, and, forgetting his
resolution to go away, he dropped back on his chair. His Reverence looked at his helpless,
embarrassed face and his bent figure and he felt sorry for the old man.

"Please God, we will have a drink to-morrow," he said, wishing to soften his stem refusal.
"Everything is good in due season."

His Reverence believed in people's reforming, but now when a feeling of pity had been kindled
in him it seemed to him that this disgraced, worn-out old man, entangled in a network of sins and
weaknesses, was hopelessly wrecked, that there was no power on earth that could straighten out his
spine, give brightness to his eyes and restrain the unpleasant timid laugh which he laughed on purpose
to smoothe over to some slight extent the repulsive impression he made on people.

The old man seemed now to Father Fyodor not guilty and not vicious, but humiliated, insulted,
unfortunate; his Reverence thought of his wife, his nine children, the dirty beggarly shelter at
Zyavkin's; he thought for some reason of the people who are glad to see priests drunk and persons
in authority detected in crimes; and thought that the very best thing Father Anastasy could do now
would be to die as soon as possible and to depart from this world for ever.

There were a sound of footsteps.

"Father Fyodor, you are not resting?" a bass voice asked from the passage.

"No, deacon; come in."

Orlov's colleague, the deacon Liubimov, an elderly man with a big bald patch on the top of his
head, though his hair was still black and he was still vigorous-looking, with thick black eyebrows like
a Georgian's, walked in. He bowed to Father Anastasy and sat down.

"What good news have you?" asked his Reverence.

"What good news?" answered the deacon, and after a pause he went on with a smile: "When
your children are little, your trouble is small; when your children are big, your trouble is great. Such
goings on, Father Fyodor, that I don't know what to think of it. It's a regular farce, that's what it is."

He paused again for a little, smiled still more broadly and said:

"Nikolay Matveyitch came back from Harkov to-day. He has been telling me about my Pyotr.
He has been to see him twice, he tells me."

"What has he been telling you, then?"

"He has upset me, God bless him. He meant to please me but when I came to think it over, it
seems there is not much to be pleased at. I ought to grieve rather than be pleased.. 'Your Petrushka,'
said he, 'lives in fine style. He is far above us now,' said he. "Well thank God for that,' said I. 'T dined
with him,' said he, 'and saw his whole manner of life. He lives like a gentleman,' he said; 'you couldn't
wish to live better.' I was naturally interested and I asked, 'And what did you have for dinner?' 'First,'
he said, 'a fish course something like fish soup, then tongue and peas,' and then he said, 'roast turkey.'
"Turkey in Lent? that is something to please me," said I. "Turkey in Lent? Eh?""

"Nothing marvellous in that," said his Reverence, screwing up his eyes ironically. And sticking
both thumbs in his belt, he drew himself up and said in the tone in which he usually delivered
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discourses or gave his Scripture lessons to the pupils in the district school: "People who do not keep
the fasts are divided into two different categories: some do not keep them through laxity, others
through infidelity. Your Pyotr does not keep them through infidelity. Yes."

The deacon looked timidly at Father Fyodor's stern face and said:

"There is worse to follow... We talked and discussed one thing and another, and it turned out
that my infidel of a son is living with some madame, another man's wife. She takes the place of wife
and hostess in his flat, pours out the tea, receives visitors and all the rest of it, as though she were his
lawful wife. For over two years he has been keeping up this dance with this viper. It's a regular farce.
They have been living together for three years and no children."

"I suppose they have been living in chastity!" chuckled Father

Anastasy, coughing huskily. "There are children, Father Deacon —

there are, but they don't keep them at home! They send them to the

Foundling! He-he-he!." Anastasy went on coughing till he choked.

"Don't interfere, Father Anastasy," said his Reverence sternly.

"Nikolay Matveyitch asked him, "What madame is this helping the soup at your table?'" the
deacon went on, gloomily scanning Anastasy's bent figure. ""That is my wife,' said he. "'When was
your wedding?' Nikolay Matveyitch asked him, and Pyotr answered, "We were married at Kulikov's
restaurant."

His Reverence's eyes flashed wrathfully and the colour came into his temples. Apart from his
sinfulness, Pyotr was not a person he liked. Father Fyodor had, as they say, a grudge against him.
He remembered him a boy at school — he remembered him distinctly, because even then the boy
had seemed to him not normal. As a schoolboy, Petrushka had been ashamed to serve at the altar,
had been offended at being addressed without ceremony, had not crossed himself on entering the
room, and what was still more noteworthy, was fond of talking a great deal and with heat — and, in
Father Fyodor's opinion, much talking was unseemly in children and pernicious to them; moreover
Petrushka had taken up a contemptuous and critical attitude to fishing, a pursuit to which both his
Reverence and the deacon were greatly addicted. As a student Pyotr had not gone to church at all, had
slept till midday, had looked down on people, and had been given to raising delicate and insoluble
questions with a peculiarly provoking zest.

"What would you have?" his Reverence asked, going up to the deacon and looking at him
angrily. "What would you have? This was to be expected! I always knew and was convinced that
nothing good would come of your Pyotr! I told you so, and I tell you so now. What you have sown,
that now you must reap! Reap it!"

"But what have I sown, Father Fyodor?" the deacon asked softly, looking up at his Reverence.

"Why, who is to blame if not you? You're his father, he is your offspring! You ought to have
admonished him, have instilled the fear of God into him. A child must be taught! You have brought
him into the world, but you haven't trained him up in the right way. It's a sin! It's wrong! It's a shame!"

His Reverence forgot his exhaustion, paced to and fro and went on talking. Drops of perspiration
came out on the deacon's bald head and forehead. He raised his eyes to his Reverence with a look
of guilt, and said:

"But didn't I train him, Father Fyodor? Lord have mercy on us, haven't I been a father to my
children? You know yourself I spared nothing for his good; I have prayed and done my best all my
life to give him a thorough education. He went to the high school and I got him tutors, and he took
his degree at the University. And as to my not being able to influence his mind, Father Fyodor, why,
you can judge for yourself that I am not qualified to do so! Sometimes when he used to come here as
a student, I would begin admonishing him in my way, and he wouldn't heed me. I'd say to him, 'Go to
church," and he would answer, 'What for?' I would begin explaining, and he would say, "Why? what
for?' Or he would slap me on the shoulder and say, 'Everything in this world is relative, approximate
and conditional. I don't know anything, and you don't know anything either, dad."
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Father Anastasy laughed huskily, cleared his throat and waved his fingers in the air as though
preparing to say something. His Reverence glanced at him and said sternly:

"Don't interfere, Father Anastasy."

The old man laughed, beamed, and evidently listened with pleasure to the deacon as though he
were glad there were other sinful persons in this world besides himself. The deacon spoke sincerely,
with an aching heart, and tears actually came into his eyes. Father Fyodor felt sorry for him.

"You are to blame, deacon, you are to blame," he said, but not so sternly and heatedly as before.
"If you could beget him, you ought to know how to instruct him. You ought to have trained him in
his childhood; it's no good trying to correct a student."

A silence followed; the deacon clasped his hands and said with a sigh:

"But you know I shall have to answer for him!"

"To be sure you will!"

After a brief silence his Reverence yawned and sighed at the same moment and asked:

"Who is reading the 'Acts'?"

"Yevstrat. Yevstrat always reads them."

The deacon got up and, looking imploringly at his Reverence, asked:

"Father Fyodor, what am I to do now?"

"Do as you please; you are his father, not I. You ought to know best."

"I don't know anything, Father Fyodor! Tell me what to do, for goodness' sake! Would you
believe it, I am sick at heart! I can't sleep now, nor keep quiet, and the holiday will be no holiday to
me. Tell me what to do, Father Fyodor!"

"Write him a letter."

"What am I to write to him?"

"Write that he mustn't go on like that. Write shortly, but sternly and circumstantially, without
softening or smoothing away his guilt. It is your parental duty; if you write, you will have done your
duty and will be at peace."

"That's true. But what am I to write to him, to what effect? If I write to him, he will answer,
"'Why? what for? Why is it a sin?""

Father Anastasy laughed hoarsely again, and brandished his fingers.

"Why? what for? why is it a sin?" he began shrilly. "I was once confessing a gentleman, and I
told him that excessive confidence in the Divine Mercy is a sin; and he asked, "Why?' I tried to answer
him, but — " Anastasy slapped himself on the forehead. "I had nothing here. He-he-he-he!."

Anastasy's words, his hoarse jangling laugh at what was not laughable, had an unpleasant effect
on his Reverence and on the deacon. The former was on the point of saying, "Don't interfere" again,
but he did not say it, he only frowned.

"I can't write to him," sighed the deacon.

"If you can't, who can?"

"Father Fyodor!" said the deacon, putting his head on one side and pressing his hand to his heart.
"I am an uneducated slow-witted man, while the Lord has vouchsafed you judgment and wisdom.
You know everything and understand everything. You can master anything, while I don't know how
to put my words together sensibly. Be generous. Instruct me how to write the letter. Teach me what
to say and how to say it.."

"What is there to teach? There is nothing to teach. Sit down and write."

"Oh, do me the favour, Father Fyodor! I beseech you! I know he will be frightened and will
attend to your letter, because, you see, you are a cultivated man too. Do be so good! I'll sit down,
and you'll dictate to me. It will be a sin to write to-morrow, but now would be the very time; my
mind would be set at rest."

His Reverence looked at the deacon's imploring face, thought of the disagreeable Pyotr, and
consented to dictate. He made the deacon sit down to his table and began.
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"Well, write.. 'Christ is risen, dear son.' exclamation mark. 'Rumours have reached me, your
father,' then in parenthesis, 'from what source is no concern of yours.' close the parenthesis... Have
you written it? 'That you are leading a life inconsistent with the laws both of God and of man. Neither
the luxurious comfort, nor the worldly splendour, nor the culture with which you seek outwardly
to disguise it, can hide your heathen manner of life. In name you are a Christian, but in your real
nature a heathen as pitiful and wretched as all other heathens — more wretched, indeed, seeing that
those heathens who know not Christ are lost from ignorance, while you are lost in that, possessing a
treasure, you neglect it. I will not enumerate here your vices, which you know well enough; I will say
that I see the cause of your ruin in your infidelity. You imagine yourself to be wise, boast of your
knowledge of science, but refuse to see that science without faith, far from elevating a man, actually
degrades him to the level of a lower animal, inasmuch as.."" The whole letter was in this strain.

When he had finished writing it the deacon read it aloud, beamed all over and jumped up.

"It's a gift, it's really a gift!" he said, clasping his hands and looking enthusiastically at his
Reverence. "To think of the Lord's bestowing a gift like that! Eh? Holy Mother! I do believe I couldn't
write a letter like that in a hundred years. Lord save you!"

Father Anastasy was enthusiastic too.

"One couldn't write like that without a gift," he said, getting up and wagging his fingers — "that
one couldn't! His rhetoric would trip any philosopher and shut him up. Intellect. Brilliant intellect! If
you weren't married, Father Fyodor, you would have been a bishop long ago, you would really!"

Having vented his wrath in a letter, his Reverence felt relieved; his fatigue and exhaustion came
back to him. The deacon was an old friend, and his Reverence did not hesitate to say to him:

"Well deacon, go, and God bless you. I'll have half an hour's nap on the sofa; I must rest."

The deacon went away and took Anastasy with him. As is always the case on Easter Eve, it was
dark in the street, but the whole sky was sparkling with bright luminous stars. There was a scent of
spring and holiday in the soft still air.

"How long was he dictating?" the deacon said admiringly. "Ten minutes, not more! It would
have taken someone else a month to compose such a letter. Eh! What a mind! Such a mind that I
don't know what to call it! It's a marvel! It's really a marvel!"

"Education!" sighed Anastasy as he crossed the muddy street; holding up his cassock to his
waist. "It's not for us to compare ourselves with him. We come of the sacristan class, while he has
had a learned education. Yes, he's a real man, there is no denying that."

"And you listen how he'll read the Gospel in Latin at mass to-day! He knows Latin and he
knows Greek... Ah Petrushka, Petrushka!" the deacon said, suddenly remembering. "Now that will
make him scratch his head! That will shut his mouth, that will bring it home to him! Now he won't
ask 'Why.' It is a case of one wit to outwit another! Haha-ha!"

The deacon laughed gaily and loudly. Since the letter had been written to Pyotr he had become
serene and more cheerful. The consciousness of having performed his duty as a father and his faith
in the power of the letter had brought back his mirthfulness and good-humour.

"Pyotr means a stone," said he, as he went into his house. "My Pyotr is not a stone, but a rag.
A viper has fastened upon him and he pampers her, and hasn't the pluck to kick her out. Tfoo! To
think there should be women like that, God forgive me! Eh? Has she no shame? She has fastened
upon the lad, sticking to him, and keeps him tied to her apron strings... Fie upon her!"

"Perhaps it's not she keeps hold of him, but he of her?"

"She is a shameless one anyway! Not that I am defending Pyotr... He'll catch it. He'll read the
letter and scratch his head! He'll burn with shame!"

"It's a splendid letter, only you know I wouldn't send it, Father

Deacon. Let him alone."

"What?" said the deacon, disconcerted.
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"Why... Don't send it, deacon! What's the sense of it? Suppose you send it; he reads it, and..
and what then? You'll only upset him. Forgive him. Let him alone!"

The deacon looked in surprise at Anastasy's dark face, at his unbuttoned cassock, which looked
in the dusk like wings, and shrugged his shoulders.

"How can I forgive him like that?" he asked. "Why I shall have to answer for him to God!"

"Even so, forgive him all the same. Really! And God will forgive you for your kindness to him."

"But he is my son, isn't he? Ought I not to teach him?"

"Teach him? Of course — why not? You can teach him, but why call him a heathen? It will
hurt his feelings, you know, deacon.."

The deacon was a widower, and lived in a little house with three windows. His elder sister, an
old maid, looked after his house for him, though she had three years before lost the use of her legs
and was confined to her bed; he was afraid of her, obeyed her, and did nothing without her advice.
Father Anastasy went in with him. Seeing his table already laid with Easter cakes and red eggs, he
began weeping for some reason, probably thinking of his own home, and to turn these tears into a
jest, he at once laughed huskily.

"Yes, we shall soon be breaking the fast," he said. "Yes.. it wouldn't come amiss, deacon, to
have a little glass now. Can we? I'll drink it so that the old lady does not hear," he whispered, glancing
sideways towards the door.

Without a word the deacon moved a decanter and wineglass towards him. He unfolded the
letter and began reading it aloud. And now the letter pleased him just as much as when his Reverence
had dictated it to him. He beamed with pleasure and wagged his head, as though he had been tasting
something very sweet.

"A-ah, what a letter!" he said. "Petrushka has never dreamt of such a letter. It's just what he
wants, something to throw him into a fever.."

"Do you know, deacon, don't send it!" said Anastasy, pouring himself out a second glass of
vodka as though unconsciously. "Forgive him, let him alone! I am telling you.. what I really think. If
his own father can't forgive him, who will forgive him? And so he'll live without forgiveness. Think,
deacon: there will be plenty to chastise him without you, but you should look out for some who will
show mercy to your son! I'll.. I'll.. have just one more. The last, old man... Just sit down and write
straight off to him, 'I forgive you Pyotr!" He will under-sta-and! He will fe-el it! I understand it from
myself, you see old man.. deacon, I mean. When I lived like other people, I hadn't much to trouble
about, but now since I lost the image and semblance, there is only one thing I care about, that good
people should forgive me. And remember, too, it's not the righteous but sinners we must forgive.
Why should you forgive your old woman if she is not sinful? No, you must forgive a man when he
is a sad sight to look at.. yes!"

Anastasy leaned his head on his fist and sank into thought.

"It's a terrible thing, deacon," he sighed, evidently struggling with the desire to take another
glass — "a terrible thing! In sin my mother bore me, in sin I have lived, in sin I shall die... God forgive
me, a sinner! [ have gone astray, deacon! There is no salvation for me! And it's not as though I had
gone astray in my life, but in old age — at death's door.. 1."

The old man, with a hopeless gesture, drank off another glass, then got up and moved to another
seat. The deacon, still keeping the letter in his hand, was walking up and down the room. He was
thinking of his son. Displeasure, distress and anxiety no longer troubled him; all that had gone into
the letter. Now he was simply picturing Pyotr; he imagined his face, he thought of the past years
when his son used to come to stay with him for the holidays. His thoughts were only of what was
good, warm, touching, of which one might think for a whole lifetime without wearying. Longing for
his son, he read the letter through once more and looked questioningly at Anastasy.

"Don't send it," said the latter, with a wave of his hand.
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"No, I must send it anyway; I must.. bring him to his senses a little, all the same. It's just as
well.."

The deacon took an envelope from the table, but before putting the letter into it he sat down to
the table, smiled and added on his own account at the bottom of the letter:

"They have sent us a new inspector. He's much friskier than the old one. He's a great one for
dancing and talking, and there's nothing he can't do, so that all the Govorovsky girls are crazy over
him. Our military chief, Kostyrev, will soon get the sack too, they say. High time he did!" And very
well pleased, without the faintest idea that with this postscript he had completely spoiled the stern
letter, the deacon addressed the envelope and laid it in the most conspicuous place on the table.
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EASTER EVE

I'was standing on the bank of the River Goltva, waiting for the ferry-boat from the other side. At
ordinary times the Goltva is a humble stream of moderate size, silent and pensive, gently glimmering
from behind thick reeds; but now a regular lake lay stretched out before me. The waters of spring,
running riot, had overflowed both banks and flooded both sides of the river for a long distance,
submerging vegetable gardens, hayfields and marshes, so that it was no unusual thing to meet poplars
and bushes sticking out above the surface of the water and looking in the darkness like grim solitary
crags.

The weather seemed to me magnificent. It was dark, yet I could see the trees, the water and
the people... The world was lighted by the stars, which were scattered thickly all over the sky. I don't
remember ever seeing so many stars. Literally one could not have put a finger in between them. There
were some as big as a goose's egg, others tiny as hempseed... They had come out for the festival
procession, every one of them, little and big, washed, renewed and joyful, and everyone of them was
softly twinkling its beams. The sky was reflected in the water; the stars were bathing in its dark depths
and trembling with the quivering eddies. The air was warm and still... Here and there, far away on
the further bank in the impenetrable darkness, several bright red lights were gleaming..

A couple of paces from me I saw the dark silhouette of a peasant in a high hat, with a thick
knotted stick in his hand.

"How long the ferry-boat is in coming!" I said.

"It 1s time it was here," the silhouette answered.

"You are waiting for the ferry-boat, too?"

"No I am not," yawned the peasant — "I am waiting for the illumination. I should have gone,
but to tell you the truth, I haven't the five kopecks for the ferry."

"I'll give you the five kopecks."

"No; I humbly thank you... With that five kopecks put up a candle for me over there in the
monastery... That will be more interesting, and I will stand here. What can it mean, no ferry-boat,
as though it had sunk in the water!"

The peasant went up to the water's edge, took the rope in his hands, and shouted; "leronim!
Ieron — im!"

As though in answer to his shout, the slow peal of a great bell floated across from the further
bank. The note was deep and low, as from the thickest string of a double bass; it seemed as though
the darkness itself had hoarsely uttered it. At once there was the sound of a cannon shot. It rolled
away in the darkness and ended somewhere in the far distance behind me. The peasant took off his
hat and crossed himself.

"Christ is risen," he said.

Before the vibrations of the first peal of the bell had time to die away in the air a second
sounded, after it at once a third, and the darkness was filled with an unbroken quivering clamour.
Near the red lights fresh lights flashed, and all began moving together and twinkling restlessly.

"leron — im!" we heard a hollow prolonged shout.

"They are shouting from the other bank," said the peasant, "so there is no ferry there either.
Our Ieronim has gone to sleep."”

The lights and the velvety chimes of the bell drew one towards them... I was already beginning
to lose patience and grow anxious, but behold at last, staring into the dark distance, I saw the outline
of something very much like a gibbet. It was the long-expected ferry. It moved towards us with such
deliberation that if it had not been that its lines grew gradually more definite, one might have supposed
that it was standing still or moving to the other bank.

"Make haste! Ieronim!" shouted my peasant. "The gentleman's tired of waiting!"
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The ferry crawled to the bank, gave a lurch and stopped with a creak. A tall man in a monk's
cassock and a conical cap stood on it, holding the rope.

"Why have you been so long?" I asked jumping upon the ferry.

"Forgive me, for Christ's sake," Ieronim answered gently. "Is there no one else?"

"No one.."

Ieronim took hold of the rope in both hands, bent himself to the figure of a mark of
interrogation, and gasped. The ferry-boat creaked and gave a lurch. The outline of the peasant in the
high hat began slowly retreating from me — so the ferry was moving off. Ieronim soon drew himself
up and began working with one hand only. We were silent, gazing towards the bank to which we were
floating. There the illumination for which the peasant was waiting had begun. At the water's edge
barrels of tar were flaring like huge camp fires. Their reflections, crimson as the rising moon, crept to
meet us in long broad streaks. The burning barrels lighted up their own smoke and the long shadows
of men flitting about the fire; but further to one side and behind them from where the velvety chime
floated there was still the same unbroken black gloom. All at once, cleaving the darkness, a rocket
zigzagged in a golden ribbon up the sky; it described an arc and, as though broken to pieces against
the sky, was scattered crackling into sparks. There was a roar from the bank like a far-away hurrah.

"How beautiful!" I said.

"Beautiful beyond words!" sighed Ieronim. "Such a night, sir! Another time one would pay no
attention to the fireworks, but to-day one rejoices in every vanity. Where do you come from?"

I told him where I came from.

"To be sure.. a joyful day to-day.." Ieronim went on in a weak sighing tenor like the voice of
a convalescent. "The sky is rejoicing and the earth and what is under the earth. All the creatures are
keeping holiday. Only tell me kind sir, why, even in the time of great rejoicing, a man cannot forget
his sorrows?"

I fancied that this unexpected question was to draw me into one of those endless religious
conversations which bored and idle monks are so fond of. I was not disposed to talk much, and so
I only asked:

"What sorrows have you, father?"

"As a rule only the same as all men, kind sir, but to-day a special sorrow has happened in the
monastery: at mass, during the reading of the Bible, the monk and deacon Nikolay died."

"Well, it's God's will!" I said, falling into the monastic tone.

"We must all die. To my mind, you ought to rejoice indeed..

They say if anyone dies at Easter he goes straight to the kingdom of heaven."

"That's true."

We sank into silence. The figure of the peasant in the high hat melted into the lines of the bank.
The tar barrels were flaring up more and more.

"The Holy Scripture points clearly to the vanity of sorrow and so does reflection," said Ieronim,
breaking the silence, "but why does the heart grieve and refuse to listen to reason? Why does one
want to weep bitterly?"

Ieronim shrugged his shoulders, turned to me and said quickly:

"If I died, or anyone else, it would not be worth notice perhaps; but, you see, Nikolay is dead!
No one else but Nikolay! Indeed, it's hard to believe that he is no more! I stand here on my ferry-
boat and every minute I keep fancying that he will lift up his voice from the bank. He always used
to come to the bank and call to me that I might not be afraid on the ferry. He used to get up from
his bed at night on purpose for that. He was a kind soul. My God! how kindly and gracious! Many a
mother is not so good to her child as Nikolay was to me! Lord, save his soul!"

Ieronim took hold of the rope, but turned to me again at once.
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"And such a lofty intelligence, your honour," he said in a vibrating voice. "Such a sweet and
harmonious tongue! Just as they will sing immediately at early matins: 'Oh lovely! oh sweet is Thy
Voice!' Besides all other human qualities, he had, too, an extraordinary gift!"

"What gift?" I asked.

The monk scrutinized me, and as though he had convinced himself that he could trust me with
a secret, he laughed good-humouredly.

"He had a gift for writing hymns of praise," he said. "It was a marvel, sir; you couldn't call it
anything else! You would be amazed if I tell you about it. Our Father Archimandrite comes from
Moscow, the Father Sub-Prior studied at the Kazan academy, we have wise monks and elders, but,
would you believe it, no one could write them; while Nikolay, a simple monk, a deacon, had not
studied anywhere, and had not even any outer appearance of it, but he wrote them! A marvel! A real
marvel!" Ieronim clasped his hands and, completely forgetting the rope, went on eagerly:

"The Father Sub-Prior has great difficulty in composing sermons; when he wrote the history of
the monastery he worried all the brotherhood and drove a dozen times to town, while Nikolay wrote
canticles! Hymns of praise! That's a very different thing from a sermon or a history!"

"Is it difficult to write them?" I asked.

"There's great difficulty!" Ieronim wagged his head. "You can do nothing by wisdom and
holiness if God has not given you the gift. The monks who don't understand argue that you only need
to know the life of the saint for whom you are writing the hymn, and to make it harmonize with the
other hymns of praise. But that's a mistake, sir. Of course, anyone who writes canticles must know
the life of the saint to perfection, to the least trivial detail. To be sure, one must make them harmonize
with the other canticles and know where to begin and what to write about. To give you an instance,
the first response begins everywhere with 'the chosen' or 'the elect.".. The first line must always begin
with the 'angel.' In the canticle of praise to Jesus the Most Sweet, if you are interested in the subject,
it begins like this: 'Of angels Creator and Lord of all powers!' In the canticle to the Holy Mother of
God: 'Of angels the foremost sent down from on high,' to Nikolay, the Wonder-worker — 'An angel in
semblance, though in substance a man,' and so on. Everywhere you begin with the angel. Of course, it
would be impossible without making them harmonize, but the lives of the saints and conformity with
the others is not what matters; what matters is the beauty and sweetness of it. Everything must be
harmonious, brief and complete. There must be in every line softness, graciousness and tenderness;
not one word should be harsh or rough or unsuitable. It must be written so that the worshipper may
rejoice at heart and weep, while his mind is stirred and he is thrown into a tremor. In the canticle
to the Holy Mother are the words: 'Rejoice, O Thou too high for human thought to reach! Rejoice,
O Thou too deep for angels' eyes to fathom!' In another place in the same canticle: 'Rejoice, O tree
that bearest the fair fruit of light that is the food of the faithful! Rejoice, O tree of gracious spreading
shade, under which there is shelter for multitudes!""

Ieronim hid his face in his hands, as though frightened at something or overcome with shame,
and shook his head.

"Tree that bearest the fair fruit of light.. tree of gracious spreading shade.." he muttered. "To
think that a man should find words like those! Such a power is a gift from God! For brevity he
packs many thoughts into one phrase, and how smooth and complete it all is! 'Light-radiating torch
to all that be." comes in the canticle to Jesus the Most Sweet. 'Light-radiating!' There is no such
word in conversation or in books, but you see he invented it, he found it in his mind! Apart from the
smoothness and grandeur of language, sir, every line must be beautified in every way, there must be
flowers and lightning and wind and sun and all the objects of the visible world. And every exclamation
ought to be put so as to be smooth and easy for the ear. 'Rejoice, thou flower of heavenly growth!'
comes in the hymn to Nikolay the Wonder-worker. It's not simply 'heavenly flower," but 'flower of
heavenly growth." It's smoother so and sweet to the ear. That was just as Nikolay wrote it! Exactly
like that! I can't tell you how he used to write!"
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"Well, in that case it is a pity he is dead," I said; "but let us get on, father, or we shall be late."

Ieronim started and ran to the rope; they were beginning to peal all the bells. Probably the
procession was already going on near the monastery, for all the dark space behind the tar barrels was
now dotted with moving lights.

"Did Nikolay print his hymns?" I asked Ieronim.

"How could he print them?" he sighed. "And indeed, it would be strange to print them. What
would be the object? No one in the monastery takes any interest in them. They don't like them. They
knew Nikolay wrote them, but they let it pass unnoticed. No one esteems new writings nowadays, sir!"

"Were they prejudiced against him?"

"Yes, indeed. If Nikolay had been an elder perhaps the brethren would have been interested,
but he wasn't forty, you know. There were some who laughed and even thought his writing a sin."

"What did he write them for?"

"Chiefly for his own comfort. Of all the brotherhood, I was the only one who read his hymns. I
used to go to him in secret, that no one else might know of it, and he was glad that I took an interest
in them. He would embrace me, stroke my head, speak to me in caressing words as to a little child.
He would shut his cell, make me sit down beside him, and begin to read.."

Ieronim left the rope and came up to me.

"We were dear friends in a way," he whispered, looking at me with shining eyes. "Where he
went I would go. If I were not there he would miss me. And he cared more for me than for anyone,
and all because I used to weep over his hymns. It makes me sad to remember. Now I feel just like an
orphan or a widow. You know, in our monastery they are all good people, kind and pious, but.. there
is no one with softness and refinement, they are just like peasants. They all speak loudly, and tramp
heavily when they walk; they are noisy, they clear their throats, but Nikolay always talked softly,
caressingly, and if he noticed that anyone was asleep or praying he would slip by like a fly or a gnat.
His face was tender, compassionate.."

Ieronim heaved a deep sigh and took hold of the rope again. We were by now approaching the
bank. We floated straight out of the darkness and stillness of the river into an enchanted realm, full
of stifling smoke, crackling lights and uproar. By now one could distinctly see people moving near
the tar barrels. The flickering of the lights gave a strange, almost fantastic, expression to their figures
and red faces. From time to time one caught among the heads and faces a glimpse of a horse's head
motionless as though cast in copper.

"They'll begin singing the Easter hymn directly,." said Ieronim, "and Nikolay is gone; there is
no one to appreciate it... There was nothing written dearer to him than that hymn. He used to take
in every word! You'll be there, sir, so notice what is sung; it takes your breath away!"

"Won't you be in church, then?"

"I can't;.. I have to work the ferry.."

"But won't they relieve you?"

"I don't know... I ought to have been relieved at eight; but, as you see, they don't come!.. And
I must own I should have liked to be in the church.."

"Are you a monk?"

"Yes.. that is, I am a lay-brother."

The ferry ran into the bank and stopped. I thrust a five-kopeck piece into Ieronim's hand for
taking me across and jumped on land. Immediately a cart with a boy and a sleeping woman in it
drove creaking onto the ferry. Ieronim, with a faint glow from the lights on his figure, pressed on the
rope, bent down to it, and started the ferry back..

I took a few steps through mud, but a little farther walked on a soft freshly trodden path. This
path led to the dark monastery gates, that looked like a cavern through a cloud of smoke, through
a disorderly crowd of people, unharnessed horses, carts and chaises. All this crowd was rattling,
snorting, laughing, and the crimson light and wavering shadows from the smoke flickered over it
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all.. A perfect chaos! And in this hubbub the people yet found room to load a little cannon and to
sell cakes. There was no less commotion on the other side of the wall in the monastery precincts,
but there was more regard for decorum and order. Here there was a smell of juniper and incense.
They talked loudly, but there was no sound of laughter or snorting. Near the tombstones and crosses
people pressed close to one another with Easter cakes and bundles in their arms. Apparently many
had come from a long distance for their cakes to be blessed and now were exhausted. Young lay
brothers, making a metallic sound with their boots, ran busily along the iron slabs that paved the way
from the monastery gates to the church door. They were busy and shouting on the belfry, too.

"What a restless night!" I thought. "How nice!"

One was tempted to see the same unrest and sleeplessness in all nature, from the night darkness
to the iron slabs, the crosses on the tombs and the trees under which the people were moving to
and fro. But nowhere was the excitement and restlessness so marked as in the church. An unceasing
struggle was going on in the entrance between the inflowing stream and the outflowing stream. Some
were going in, others going out and soon coming back again to stand still for a little and begin moving
again. People were scurrying from place to place, lounging about as though they were looking for
something. The stream flowed from the entrance all round the church, disturbing even the front rows,
where persons of weight and dignity were standing. There could be no thought of concentrated prayer.
There were no prayers at all, but a sort of continuous, childishly irresponsible joy, seeking a pretext
to break out and vent itself in some movement, even in senseless jostling and shoving.

The same unaccustomed movement is striking in the Easter service itself. The altar gates are
flung wide open, thick clouds of incense float in the air near the candelabra; wherever one looks there
are lights, the gleam and splutter of candles... There is no reading; restless and lighthearted singing
goes on to the end without ceasing. After each hymn the clergy change their vestments and come out
to burn the incense, which is repeated every ten minutes.

I had no sooner taken a place, when a wave rushed from in front and forced me back. A
tall thick-set deacon walked before me with a long red candle; the grey-headed archimandrite in
his golden mitre hurried after him with the censer. When they had vanished from sight the crowd
squeezed me back to my former position. But ten minutes had not passed before a new wave burst
on me, and again the deacon appeared. This time he was followed by the Father Sub-Prior, the man
who, as leronim had told me, was writing the history of the monastery.

As I mingled with the crowd and caught the infection of the universal joyful excitement, I felt
unbearably sore on Ieronim's account. Why did they not send someone to relieve him? Why could
not someone of less feeling and less susceptibility go on the ferry? 'Lift up thine eyes, O Sion, and
look around,' they sang in the choir, 'for thy children have come to thee as to a beacon of divine light
from north and south, and from east and from the sea..'

I'looked at the faces; they all had a lively expression of triumph, but not one was listening to what
was being sung and taking it in, and not one was 'holding his breath.' Why was not Ieronim released? I
could fancy Ieronim standing meekly somewhere by the wall, bending forward and hungrily drinking
in the beauty of the holy phrase. All this that glided by the ears of the people standing by me he
would have eagerly drunk in with his delicately sensitive soul, and would have been spell-bound to
ecstasy, to holding his breath, and there would not have been a man happier than he in all the church.
Now he was plying to and fro over the dark river and grieving for his dead friend and brother.

The wave surged back. A stout smiling monk, playing with his rosary and looking round behind
him, squeezed sideways by me, making way for a lady in a hat and velvet cloak. A monastery servant
hurried after the lady, holding a chair over our heads.

I came out of the church. I wanted to have a look at the dead Nikolay, the unknown canticle
writer. I walked about the monastery wall, where there was a row of cells, peeped into several
windows, and, seeing nothing, came back again. I do not regret now that I did not see Nikolay; God
knows, perhaps if I had seen him I should have lost the picture my imagination paints for me now.
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I imagine the lovable poetical figure solitary and not understood, who went out at nights to call to
Ieronim over the water, and filled his hymns with flowers, stars and sunbeams, as a pale timid man
with soft mild melancholy features. His eyes must have shone, not only with intelligence, but with
kindly tenderness and that hardly restrained childlike enthusiasm which I could hear in Ieronim's
voice when he quoted to me passages from the hymns.

When we came out of church after mass it was no longer night. The morning was beginning.
The stars had gone out and the sky was a morose greyish blue. The iron slabs, the tombstones and
the buds on the trees were covered with dew There was a sharp freshness in the air. Outside the
precincts I did not find the same animated scene as I had beheld in the night. Horses and men looked
exhausted, drowsy, scarcely moved, while nothing was left of the tar barrels but heaps of black ash.
When anyone is exhausted and sleepy he fancies that nature, too, is in the same condition. It seemed
to me that the trees and the young grass were asleep. It seemed as though even the bells were not
pealing so loudly and gaily as at night. The restlessness was over, and of the excitement nothing was
left but a pleasant weariness, a longing for sleep and warmth.

Now I could see both banks of the river; a faint mist hovered over it in shifting masses. There
was a harsh cold breath from the water. When I jumped on to the ferry, a chaise and some two dozen
men and women were standing on it already. The rope, wet and as I fancied drowsy, stretched far
away across the broad river and in places disappeared in the white mist.

"Christ is risen! Is there no one else?" asked a soft voice.

I recognized the voice of Ieronim. There was no darkness now to hinder me from seeing the
monk. He was a tall narrow-shouldered man of five-and-thirty, with large rounded features, with
half-closed listless-looking eyes and an unkempt wedge-shaped beard. He had an extraordinarily sad
and exhausted look.

"They have not relieved you yet?" I asked in surprise.

"Me?" he answered, turning to me his chilled and dewy face with a smile. "There is no one
to take my place now till morning. They'll all be going to the Father Archimandrite's to break the
fast directly."

With the help of a little peasant in a hat of reddish fur that looked like the little wooden tubs in
which honey is sold, he threw his weight on the rope; they gasped simultaneously, and the ferry started.

We floated across, disturbing on the way the lazily rising mist. Everyone was silent. Ieronim
worked mechanically with one hand. He slowly passed his mild lustreless eyes over us; then his glance
rested on the rosy face of a young merchant's wife with black eyebrows, who was standing on the
ferry beside me silently shrinking from the mist that wrapped her about. He did not take his eyes
off her face all the way.

There was little that was masculine in that prolonged gaze. It seemed to me that Ieronim was
looking in the woman's face for the soft and tender features of his dead friend.
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A NIGHTMARE

Kunin, a young man of thirty, who was a permanent member of the Rural Board, on returning
from Petersburg to his district, Borisovo, immediately sent a mounted messenger to Sinkino, for the
priest there, Father Yakov Smirnov.

Five hours later Father Yakov appeared.

"Very glad to make your acquaintance," said Kunin, meeting him in the entry. "I've been living
and serving here for a year; it seems as though we ought to have been acquainted before. You are
very welcome! But.. how young you are!" Kunin added in surprise. "What is your age?"

"Twenty-eight,." said Father Yakov, faintly pressing Kunin's outstretched hand, and for some
reason turning crimson.

Kunin led his visitor into his study and began looking at him more attentively.

"What an uncouth womanish face!" he thought.

There certainly was a good deal that was womanish in Father Yakov's face: the turned-up nose,
the bright red cheeks, and the large grey-blue eyes with scanty, scarcely perceptible eyebrows. His
long reddish hair, smooth and dry, hung down in straight tails on to his shoulders. The hair on his
upper lip was only just beginning to form into a real masculine moustache, while his little beard
belonged to that class of good-for-nothing beards which among divinity students are for some reason
called "ticklers." It was scanty and extremely transparent; it could not have been stroked or combed,
it could only have been pinched... All these scanty decorations were put on unevenly in tufts, as
though Father Yakov, thinking to dress up as a priest and beginning to gum on the beard, had been
interrupted halfway through. He had on a cassock, the colour of weak coffee with chicory in it, with
big patches on both elbows.

"A queer type," thought Kunin, looking at his muddy skirts. "Comes to the house for the first
time and can't dress decently.

"Sit down, Father," he began more carelessly than cordially, as he moved an easy-chair to the
table. "Sit down, I beg you."

Father Yakov coughed into his fist, sank awkwardly on to the edge of the chair, and laid his
open hands on his knees. With his short figure, his narrow chest, his red and perspiring face, he made
from the first moment a most unpleasant impression on Kunin. The latter could never have imagined
that there were such undignified and pitiful-looking priests in Russia; and in Father Yakov's attitude,
in the way he held his hands on his knees and sat on the very edge of his chair, he saw a lack of
dignity and even a shade of servility.

"I have invited you on business, Father.." Kunin began, sinking back in his low chair. "It has
fallen to my lot to perform the agreeable duty of helping you in one of your useful undertakings. ..
On coming back from Petersburg, I found on my table a letter from the Marshal of Nobility. Yegor
Dmitrevitch suggests that I should take under my supervision the church parish school which is being
opened in Sinkino. I shall be very glad to, Father, with all my heart... More than that, I accept the
proposition with enthusiasm."

Kunin got up and walked about the study.

"Of course, both Yegor Dmitrevitch and probably you, too, are aware that I have not great
funds at my disposal. My estate is mortgaged, and I live exclusively on my salary as the permanent
member. So that you cannot reckon on very much assistance, but I will do all that is in my power...
And when are you thinking of opening the school Father?"

"When we have the money,." answered Father Yakov.

"You have some funds at your disposal already?"
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"Scarcely any... The peasants settled at their meeting that they would pay, every man of them,
thirty kopecks a year; but that's only a promise, you know! And for the first beginning we should
need at least two hundred roubles.."

"M'yes... Unhappily, I have not that sum now," said Kunin with a sigh. "I spent all I had on my
tour and got into debt, too. Let us try and think of some plan together."

Kunin began planning aloud. He explained his views and watched Father Yakov's face, seeking
signs of agreement or approval in it. But the face was apathetic and immobile, and expressed nothing
but constrained shyness and uneasiness. Looking at it, one might have supposed that Kunin was talking
of matters so abstruse that Father Yakov did not understand and only listened from good manners,
and was at the same time afraid of being detected in his failure to understand.

"The fellow is not one of the brightest, that's evident." thought Kunin. "He's rather shy and
much too stupid."

Father Yakov revived somewhat and even smiled only when the footman came into the study
bringing in two glasses of tea on a tray and a cake-basket full of biscuits. He took his glass and began
drinking at once.

"Shouldn't we write at once to the bishop?" Kunin went on, meditating aloud. "To be precise,
you know, it is not we, not the Zemstvo, but the higher ecclesiastical authorities, who have raised the
question of the church parish schools. They ought really to apportion the funds. I remember I read
that a sum of money had been set aside for the purpose. Do you know nothing about it?"

Father Yakov was so absorbed in drinking tea that he did not answer this question at once.
He lifted his grey-blue eyes to Kunin, thought a moment, and as though recalling his question, he
shook his head in the negative. An expression of pleasure and of the most ordinary prosaic appetite
overspread his face from ear to ear. He drank and smacked his lips over every gulp. When he had
drunk it to the very last drop, he put his glass on the table, then took his glass back again, looked
at the bottom of it, then put it back again. The expression of pleasure faded from his face... Then
Kunin saw his visitor take a biscuit from the cake-basket, nibble a little bit off it, then turn it over
in his hand and hurriedly stick it in his pocket.

"Well, that's not at all clerical!" thought Kunin, shrugging his shoulders contemptuously. "What
is it, priestly greed or childishness?"

After giving his visitor another glass of tea and seeing him to the entry, Kunin lay down on the
sofa and abandoned himself to the unpleasant feeling induced in him by the visit of Father Yakov.

"What a strange wild creature!" he thought. "Dirty, untidy, coarse, stupid, and probably he
drinks... My God, and that's a priest, a spiritual father! That's a teacher of the people! I can fancy
the irony there must be in the deacon's face when before every mass he booms out: "Thy blessing,
Reverend Father!" A fine reverend Father! A reverend Father without a grain of dignity or breeding,
hiding biscuits in his pocket like a schoolboy... Fie! Good Lord, where were the bishop's eyes when
he ordained a man like that? What can he think of the people if he gives them a teacher like that?
One wants people here who."

And Kunin thought what Russian priests ought to be like.

"If I were a priest, for instance... An educated priest fond of his work might do a great deal... |
should have had the school opened long ago. And the sermons? If the priest is sincere and is inspired
by love for his work, what wonderful rousing sermons he might give!"

Kunin shut his eyes and began mentally composing a sermon. A little later he sat down to the
table and rapidly began writing.

"I'll give it to that red-haired fellow, let him read it in church,." he thought.

The following Sunday Kunin drove over to Sinkino in the morning to settle the question of the
school, and while he was there to make acquaintance with the church of which he was a parishioner.
In spite of the awful state of the roads, it was a glorious morning. The sun was shining brightly and
cleaving with its rays the layers of white snow still lingering here and there. The snow as it took leave
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of the earth glittered with such diamonds that it hurt the eyes to look, while the young winter corn
was hastily thrusting up its green beside it. The rooks floated with dignity over the fields. A rook
would fly, drop to earth, and give several hops before standing firmly on its feet..

The wooden church up to which Kunin drove was old and grey; the columns of the porch had
once been painted white, but the colour had now completely peeled off, and they looked like two
ungainly shafts. The ikon over the door looked like a dark smudged blur. But its poverty touched
and softened Kunin. Modestly dropping his eyes, he went into the church and stood by the door. The
service had only just begun. An old sacristan, bent into a bow, was reading the "Hours" in a hollow
indistinct tenor. Father Yakov, who conducted the service without a deacon, was walking about the
church, burning incense. Had it not been for the softened mood in which Kunin found himself on
entering the poverty-stricken church, he certainly would have smiled at the sight of Father Yakov.
The short priest was wearing a crumpled and extremely long robe of some shabby yellow material;
the hem of the robe trailed on the ground.

The church was not full. Looking at the parishioners, Kunin was struck at the first glance by
one strange circumstance: he saw nothing but old people and children... Where were the men of
working age? Where was the youth and manhood? But after he had stood there a little and looked
more attentively at the aged-looking faces, Kunin saw that he had mistaken young people for old. He
did not, however, attach any significance to this little optical illusion.

The church was as cold and grey inside as outside. There was not one spot on the ikons nor on
the dark brown walls which was not begrimed and defaced by time. There were many windows, but
the general effect of colour was grey, and so it was twilight in the church.

"Anyone pure in soul can pray here very well," thought Kunin. "Just as in St. Peter's in Rome
one is impressed by grandeur, here one is touched by the lowliness and simplicity."

But his devout mood vanished like smoke as soon as Father Yakov went up to the altar and
began mass. Being still young and having come straight from the seminary bench to the priesthood,
Father Yakov had not yet formed a set manner of celebrating the service. As he read he seemed to
be vacillating between a high tenor and a thin bass; he bowed clumsily, walked quickly, and opened
and shut the gates abruptly... The old sacristan, evidently deaf and ailing, did not hear the prayers
very distinctly, and this very often led to slight misunderstandings. Before Father Yakov had time to
finish what he had to say, the sacristan began chanting his response, or else long after Father Yakov
had finished the old man would be straining his ears, listening in the direction of the altar and saying
nothing till his skirt was pulled. The old man had a sickly hollow voice and an asthmatic quavering
lisp... The complete lack of dignity and decorum was emphasized by a very small boy who seconded
the sacristan and whose head was hardly visible over the railing of the choir. The boy sang in a shrill
falsetto and seemed to be trying to avoid singing in tune. Kunin stayed a little while, listened and
went out for a smoke. He was disappointed, and looked at the grey church almost with dislike.

"They complain of the decline of religious feeling among the people." he sighed. "I should
rather think so! They'd better foist a few more priests like this one on them!"

Kunin went back into the church three times, and each time he felt a great temptation to get out
into the open air again. Waiting till the end of the mass, he went to Father Yakov's. The priest's house
did not differ outwardly from the peasants' huts, but the thatch lay more smoothly on the roof and
there were little white curtains in the windows. Father Yakov led Kunin into a light little room with a
clay floor and walls covered with cheap paper; in spite of some painful efforts towards luxury in the
way of photographs in frames and a clock with a pair of scissors hanging on the weight the furnishing
of the room impressed him by its scantiness. Looking at the furniture, one might have supposed that
Father Yakov had gone from house to house and collected it in bits; in one place they had given him
a round three-legged table, in another a stool, in a third a chair with a back bent violently backwards;
in a fourth a chair with an upright back, but the seat smashed in; while in a fifth they had been liberal
and given him a semblance of a sofa with a flat back and a lattice-work seat. This semblance had
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been painted dark red and smelt strongly of paint. Kunin meant at first to sit down on one of the
chairs, but on second thoughts he sat down on the stool.

"This is the first time you have been to our church?" asked Father

Yakov, hanging his hat on a huge misshapen nail.

"Yes it is. I tell you what, Father, before we begin on business, will you give me some tea?
My soul is parched."

Father Yakov blinked, gasped, and went behind the partition wall.

There was a sound of whispering.

"With his wife, I suppose,” thought Kunin; "it would be interesting to see what the red-headed
fellow's wife is like."

A little later Father Yakov came back, red and perspiring and with an effort to smile, sat down
on the edge of the sofa.

"They will heat the samovar directly," he said, without looking at his visitor.

"My goodness, they have not heated the samovar yet!" Kunin thought with horror. "A nice time
we shall have to wait."

"I have brought you," he said, "the rough draft of the letter I have written to the bishop. I'll read
it after tea; perhaps you may find something to add.."

"Very well."

A silence followed. Father Yakov threw furtive glances at the partition wall, smoothed his hair,
and blew his nose.

"It's wonderful weather,." he said.

"Yes. I read an interesting thing yesterday... the Volsky Zemstvo have decided to give their
schools to the clergy, that's typical."

Kunin got up, and pacing up and down the clay floor, began to give expression to his reflections.

"That would be all right," he said, "if only the clergy were equal to their high calling and
recognized their tasks. I am so unfortunate as to know priests whose standard of culture and whose
moral qualities make them hardly fit to be army secretaries, much less priests. You will agree that a
bad teacher does far less harm than a bad priest."

Kunin glanced at Father Yakov; he was sitting bent up, thinking intently about something and
apparently not listening to his visitor.

"Yasha, come here!" a woman's voice called from behind the partition.

Father Yakov started and went out. Again a whispering began.

Kunin felt a pang of longing for tea.

"No; it's no use my waiting for tea here," he thought, looking at his watch. "Besides I fancy
I am not altogether a welcome visitor. My host has not deigned to say one word to me; he simply
sits and blinks."

Kunin took up his hat, waited for Father Yakov to return, and said good-bye to him.

"I have simply wasted the morning," he thought wrathfully on the way home. "The blockhead!
The dummy! He cares no more about the school than I about last year's snow... No, I shall never get
anything done with him! We are bound to fail! If the Marshal knew what the priest here was like,
he wouldn't be in such a hurry to talk about a school. We ought first to try and get a decent priest,
and then think about the school."

By now Kunin almost hated Father Yakov. The man, his pitiful, grotesque figure in the long
crumpled robe, his womanish face, his manner of officiating, his way of life and his formal restrained
respectfulness, wounded the tiny relic of religious feeling which was stored away in a warm corner
of Kunin's heart together with his nurse's other fairy tales. The coldness and lack of attention with
which Father Yakov had met Kunin's warm and sincere interest in what was the priest's own work
was hard for the former's vanity to endure..
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On the evening of the same day Kunin spent a long time walking about his rooms and thinking.
Then he sat down to the table resolutely and wrote a letter to the bishop. After asking for money and
a blessing for the school, he set forth genuinely, like a son, his opinion of the priest at Sinkino.

"He is young," he wrote, "insufficiently educated, leads, I fancy, an intemperate life, and
altogether fails to satisfy the ideals which the Russian people have in the course of centuries formed
of what a pastor should be."

After writing this letter Kunin heaved a deep sigh, and went to bed with the consciousness that
he had done a good deed.

On Monday morning, while he was still in bed, he was informed that Father Yakov had arrived.
He did not want to get up, and instructed the servant to say he was not at home. On Tuesday he went
away to a sitting of the Board, and when he returned on Saturday he was told by the servants that
Father Yakov had called every day in his absence.

"He liked my biscuits, it seems," he thought.

Towards evening on Sunday Father Yakov arrived. This time not only his skirts, but even his
hat, was bespattered with mud. Just as on his first visit, he was hot and perspiring, and sat down on
the edge of his chair as he had done then. Kunin determined not to talk about the school — not to
cast pearls.

"I have brought you a list of books for the school, Pavel Mihailovitch,

.." Father Yakov began.

"Thank you."

But everything showed that Father Yakov had come for something else besides the list. Has
whole figure was expressive of extreme embarrassment, and at the same time there was a look of
determination upon his face, as on the face of a man suddenly inspired by an idea. He struggled to
say something important, absolutely necessary, and strove to overcome his timidity.

"Why is he dumb?" Kunin thought wrathfully. "He's settled himself comfortably! I haven't time
to be bothered with him."

To smoothe over the awkwardness of his silence and to conceal the struggle going on within
him, the priest began to smile constrainedly, and this slow smile, wrung out on his red perspiring
face, and out of keeping with the fixed look in his grey-blue eyes, made Kunin turn away. He felt
moved to repulsion.

"Excuse me, Father, I have to go out," he said.

Father Yakov started like a man asleep who has been struck a blow, and, still smiling, began
in his confusion wrapping round him the skirts of his cassock. In spite of his repulsion for the man,
Kunin felt suddenly sorry for him, and he wanted to soften his cruelty.

"Please come another time, Father," he said, "and before we part I want to ask you a favour.
I was somehow inspired to write two sermons the other day... I will give them to you to look at. If
they are suitable, use them."

"Very good," said Father Yakov, laying his open hand on Kunin's sermons which were lying
on the table. "I will take them."

After standing a little, hesitating and still wrapping his cassock round him, he suddenly gave
up the effort to smile and lifted his head resolutely.

"Pavel Mihailovitch," he said, evidently trying to speak loudly and distinctly.

"What can I do for you?"

"I'have heard that you.. er.. have dismissed your secretary, and.. and are looking for a new one.."

"Yes, [ am... Why, have you someone to recommend?"

"L.. er.. you see.. I.. Could you not give the post to me?"

"Why, are you giving up the Church?" said Kunin in amazement.
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"No, no," Father Yakov brought out quickly, for some reason turning pale and trembling all
over. "God forbid! If you feel doubtful, then never mind, never mind. You see, I could do the work
between whiles,. so as to increase my income... Never mind, don't disturb yourself!"
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