
 

 



INTRODUCTION/ OBJECTIVES 

 

Now that you have reached the third quarter of your Creative Writing Class under the 

Special program in the Arts for Grade 9, this means that you have undergone thorough 

examination of the literary text from different stages of history. You also had enough 

readings and conversation with writers from the different parts of the archipelago to learn 

the nuances of their language and adapt then into writings of your own. This part has 

given you an ample understanding of the process of translation and the process of 

transcreation.  

 

You need to keep all these learnings you had in the first two quarters because they will 

play a vital role in this third quarter. 

 

This quarter contains demonstration of your appreciation of the major literary works in 

the world. That sounds enormous to mention the literary works in the world and it might 

overwhelm you negatively at the start but as you go over this Learning resource material, 

you will find out that only select world literature pieces are involved and it will start from 

the Asian authors up to the farthest continent. 

The literary pieces for your required reading were selected among the vast choices with 

consideration and bias on content and availability of materials which are free to online. 

This quarter, you will be asked to produce short stories, poems and plays using the 

structures of the literary works in the foreign country of your choice. This means that 

after the discussion part and the reading of selected pieces, you will be given the chance 

to write your own poem, short story and play with special attention on the structure how 

foreign poems, short stories and plays are written. 

 

 

At the end of this Learning Resource Materials, you are expected to: 

 

1. write literary works patterned after foreign literature 

2. demonstrate appreciation of the major literary works in the world 

3. Translates excerpts of foreign literary works into local language/dialect 

 

 

CONTENT AND ACTIVITIES 

 

I. POETRY 

A. Examining Sonnets of William Shakespeare 

B. Examining Poem of E.E. Cummings 

C. Suggested Activities: Writing a Sonnet in Tagalog or any regional Language, 

Writing a free verse poem the Way E.E. Cummings write 

 

 



II. SHORT STORY 

A. Examining Short Story At Christmas Time by Anton Checkhov 

B. Examining Short Story  

 

III. TRANSLATING AND TRANS-CREATING 

 

A. Notable foreign literary works from countries with similar literary history of 

the Philippines 

B. Short stories patterned from foreign Short stories 

C. Poems patterned from foreign poems 

D. Plays patterned from foreign Plays 

 

POETRY 

If you’ve ever tried to write a sonnet, you know that more often than not, it doesn’t come 

out right the first time. Odds are you will at least tinker with it, but more likely there’s a 

pile of discarded wads of crumpled paper around your wool-stockinged feet under your 

writing desk before you ever get to the one that you’ll actually let a person read. 

 

Shakespeare wrote 154 sonnets that were published and have survived into perpetuity. 

And that’s 154 sonnets that are so good that a lot of modern-day sonneteers try to imitate 

them. 

 

The traditional Shakespearean Sonnet form has 14 lines comprised of three quatrains 

(four-line stanzas) and one rhyming couplet (two-line stanza). The poem is written in 

iambic pentameter, meaning each line has 10 syllables with the stress falling on the 

second syllable of each pair. 

 

Of those 154 surviving poems, we’ve collected 10 of the best Shakespeare sonnets for 

you to enjoy. Do you have a favorite that is not on the list? Share it with us in the 

comments. 

 

Sonnet 106 

 

When in the chronicle of wasted time 

I see descriptions of the fairest wights, 

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme 

In praise of ladies dead, and lovely knights, 

Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best, 

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 

I see their antique pen would have express’d 

Even such a beauty as you master now. 

So all their praises are but prophecies 

Of this our time, all you prefiguring; 



And, for they look’d but with divining eyes, 

They had not skill enough your worth to sing: 

For we, which now behold these present days, 

Had eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise. 

 

 

 

 

Sonnet 138 

 

When my love swears that she is made of truth 

I do believe her, though I know she lies, 

That she might think me some untutor’d youth, 

Unlearned in the world’s false subtleties. 

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young, 

Although she knows my days are past the best, 

Simply I credit her false speaking tongue: 

On both sides thus is simple truth suppress’d. 

But wherefore says she not she is unjust? 

And wherefore say not I that I am old? 

O, love’s best habit is in seeming trust, 

And age in love loves not to have years told: 

Therefore I lie with her and she with me, 

And in our faults by lies we flatter’d be. 

 

 

 

 

[i carry your heart with me(i carry it in] 

BY E. E. CUMMINGS 

 

i carry your heart with me(i carry it in 

my heart)i am never without it(anywhere 

i go you go,my dear;and whatever is done 

by only me is your doing,my darling) 

                                                      i fear 

no fate(for you are my fate,my sweet)i want 

no world(for beautiful you are my world,my true) 

and it’s you are whatever a moon has always meant 

and whatever a sun will always sing is you 

 

here is the deepest secret nobody knows 

(here is the root of the root and the bud of the bud 



and the sky of the sky of a tree called life;which grows 

higher than soul can hope or mind can hide) 

and this is the wonder that's keeping the stars apart 

 

i carry your heart(i carry it in my heart) 

 

 

SHORT STORIES 

 

AT CHRISTMAS TIME 

by Anton Chekhov 

I 

 

"WHAT shall I write?" said Yegor, and he dipped his pen in the ink. 

 

Vasilisa had not seen her daughter for four years. Her daughter Yefimya had gone after 

her wedding to Petersburg, had sent them two letters, and since then seemed to vanish out 

of their lives; there had been no sight nor sound of her. And whether the old woman were 

milking her cow at dawn, or heating her stove, or dozing at night, she was always 

thinking of one and the same thing -- what was happening to Yefimya, whether she were 

alive out yonder. She ought to have sent a letter, but the old father could not write, and 

there was no one to write. 

 

But now Christmas had come, and Vasilisa could not bear it any longer, and went to the 

tavern to Yegor, the brother of the innkeeper's wife, who had sat in the tavern doing 

nothing ever since he came back from the army; people said that he could write letters 

very well if he were properly paid. Vasilisa talked to the cook at the tavern, then to the 

mistress of the house, then to Yegor himself. They agreed upon fifteen kopecks. 

 

And now -- it happened on the second day of the holidays, in the tavern kitchen -- Yegor 

was sitting at the table, holding the pen in his hand. Vasilisa was standing before him, 

pondering with an expression of anxiety and woe on her face. Pyotr, her husband, a very 

thin old man with a brownish bald patch, had come with her; he stood looking straight 

before him like a blind man. On the stove a piece of pork was being braised in a 

saucepan; it was spurting and hissing, and seemed to be actually saying: "Flu-flu-flu." It 

was stifling. 

 

"What am I to write?" Yegor asked again. 

 

"What?" asked Vasilisa, looking at him angrily and suspiciously. "Don't worry me! You 

are not writing for nothing; no fear, you'll be paid for it. Come, write: 'To our dear son-in-

law, Andrey Hrisanfitch, and to our only beloved daughter, Yefimya Petrovna, with our 

love we send a low bow and our parental blessing abiding for ever.' " 



 

"Written; fire away." 

 

" 'And we wish them a happy Christmas; we are alive and well, and I wish you the same, 

please the Lord . . . the Heavenly King.' " 

 

Vasilisa pondered and exchanged glances with the old man. 

 

" 'And I wish you the same, please the Lord the Heavenly King,' " she repeated, 

beginning to cry. 

 

She could say nothing more. And yet before, when she lay awake thinking at night, it had 

seemed to her that she could not get all she had to say into a dozen letters. Since the time 

when her daughter had gone away with her husband much water had flowed into the sea, 

the old people had lived feeling bereaved, and sighed heavily at night as though they had 

buried their daughter. And how many events had occurred in the village since then, how 

many marriages and deaths! How long the winters had been! How long the nights! 

 

"It's hot," said Yegor, unbuttoning his waistcoat. "It must be seventy degrees. What 

more?" he asked. 

 

The old people were silent. 

 

"What does your son-in-law do in Petersburg?" asked Yegor. 

 

"He was a soldier, my good friend," the old man answered in a weak voice. " He left the 

service at the same time as you did. He was a soldier, and now, to be sure, he is at 

Petersburg at a hydropathic establishment. The doctor treats the sick with water. So he, to 

be sure, is house-porter at the doctor's." 

 

"Here it is written down," said the old woman, taking a letter out of her pocket. "We got 

it from Yefimya, goodness knows when. Maybe they are no longer in this world." 

 

Yegor thought a little and began writing rapidly: 

 

"At the present time"-- he wrote -- "since your destiny through your own doing allotted 

you to the Military Career, we counsel you to look into the Code of Disciplinary Offences 

and Fundamental Laws of the War Office, and you will see in that law the Civilization of 

the Officials of the War Office." 

 

He wrote and kept reading aloud what was written, while Vasilisa considered what she 

ought to write: how great had been their want the year before, how their corn had not 

lasted even till Christmas, how they had to sell their cow. She ought to ask for money, 



ought to write that the old father was often ailing and would soon no doubt give up his 

soul to God . . . but how to express this in words? What must be said first and what 

afterwards? 

 

"Take note," Yegor went on writing, "in volume five of the Army Regulations soldier is a 

common noun and a proper one, a soldier of the first rank is called a general, and of the 

last a private. . . ." 

 

The old man stirred his lips and said softly: 

 

"It would be all right to have a look at the grandchildren." 

 

"What grandchildren?" asked the old woman, and she looked angrily at him; "perhaps 

there are none." 

 

"Well, but perhaps there are. Who knows?" 

 

"And thereby you can judge," Yegor hurried on, "what is the enemy without and what is 

the enemy within. The foremost of our enemies within is Bacchus." The pen squeaked, 

executing upon the paper flourishes like fish-hooks. Yegor hastened and read over every 

line several times. He sat on a stool sprawling his broad feet under the table, well-fed, 

bursting with health, with a coarse animal face and a red bull neck. He was vulgarity 

itself: coarse, conceited, invincible, proud of having been born and bred in a pot-house; 

and Vasilisa quite understood the vulgarity, but could not express it in words, and could 

only look angrily and suspiciously at Yegor. Her head was beginning to ache, and her 

thoughts were in confusion from the sound of his voice and his unintelligible words, from 

the heat and the stuffiness, and she said nothing and thought nothing, but simply waited 

for him to finish scribbling. But the old man looked with full confidence. He believed in 

his old woman who had brought him there, and in Yegor; and when he had mentioned the 

hydropathic establishment it could be seen that he believed in the establishment and the 

healing efficacy of water. 

 

Having finished the letter, Yegor got up and read the whole of it through from the 

beginning. The old man did not understand, but he nodded his head trustfully. 

 

"That's all right; it is smooth . . ." he said. "God give you health. That's all right. . . ." 

 

They laid on the table three five-kopeck pieces and went out of the tavern; the old man 

looked immovably straight before him as though he were blind, and perfect trustfulness 

was written on his face; but as Vasilisa came out of the tavern she waved angrily at the 

dog, and said angrily: 

 

"Ugh, the plague." 



 

The old woman did not sleep all night; she was disturbed by thoughts, and at daybreak 

she got up, said her prayers, and went to the station to send off the letter. 

 

It was between eight and nine miles to the station. 

 

II 

Dr. B. O. Mozelweiser's hydropathic establishment worked on New Year's Day exactly as 

on ordinary days; the only difference was that the porter, Andrey Hrisanfitch, had on a 

uniform with new braiding, his boots had an extra polish, and he greeted every visitor 

with "A Happy New Year to you!" 

 

It was the morning; Andrey Hrisanfitch was standing at the door, reading the newspaper. 

Just at ten o'clock there arrived a general, one of the habitual visitors, and directly after 

him the postman; Andrey Hrisanfitch helped the general off with his great-coat, and said: 

 

"A Happy New Year to your Excellency!" 

 

"Thank you, my good fellow; the same to you." 

 

And at the top of the stairs the general asked, nodding towards the door (he asked the 

same question every day and always forgot the answer): 

 

"And what is there in that room?" 

 

"The massage room, your Excellency." 

 

When the general's steps had died away Andrey Hrisanfitch looked at the post that had 

come, and found one addressed to himself. He tore it open, read several lines, then, 

looking at the newspaper, he walked without haste to his own room, which was 

downstairs close by at the end of the passage. His wife Yefimya was sitting on the bed, 

feeding her baby; another child, the eldest, was standing by, laying its curly head on her 

knee; a third was asleep on the bed. 

 

Going into the room, Andrey gave his wife the letter and said: 

 

"From the country, I suppose." 

 

Then he walked out again without taking his eyes from the paper. He could hear Yefimya 

with a shaking voice reading the first lines. She read them and could read no more; these 

lines were enough for her. She burst into tears, and hugging her eldest child, kissing him, 

she began saying -- and it was hard to say whether she were laughing or crying: 

 



"It's from granny, from grandfather," she said. "From the country. . . . The Heavenly 

Mother, Saints and Martyrs! The snow lies heaped up under the roofs now . . . the trees 

are as white as white. The boys slide on little sledges . . . and dear old bald grandfather is 

on the stove . . . and there is a little yellow dog. . . . My own darlings!" 

 

Andrey Hrisanfitch, hearing this, recalled that his wife had on three or four occasions 

given him letters and asked him to send them to the country, but some important business 

had always prevented him; he had not sent them, and the letters somehow got lost. 

 

"And little hares run about in the fields," Yefimya went on chanting, kissing her boy and 

shedding tears. "Grandfather is kind and gentle; granny is good, too -- kind-hearted. They 

are warm-hearted in the country, they are God-fearing . . . and there is a little church in 

the village; the peasants sing in the choir. Queen of Heaven, Holy Mother and Defender, 

take us away from here!" 

 

Andrey Hrisanfitch returned to his room to smoke a little till there was another ring at the 

door, and Yefimya ceased speaking, subsided, and wiped her eyes, though her lips were 

still quivering. She was very much frightened of him -- oh, how frightened of him! She 

trembled and was reduced to terror by the sound of his steps, by the look in his eyes, and 

dared not utter a word in his presence. 

 

Andrey Hrisanfitch lighted a cigarette, but at that very moment there was a ring from 

upstairs. He put out his cigarette, and, assuming a very grave face, hastened to his front 

door. 

 

The general was coming downstairs, fresh and rosy from his bath. 

 

"And what is there in that room?" he asked, pointing to a door. 

 

Andrey Hrisanfitch put his hands down swiftly to the seams of his trousers, and 

pronounced loudly: 

 

"Charcot douche, your Excellency!" 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

TRANSLATING POETRY INTO PHILIPPINE LANGUAGES 

 

Sample Translation from English to Tagalog: 

 

THE POEM THAT MADE HER FAMOUS 

Stephanie Lee Mira 

 

it was written, when she was drunk, 

the ether diluting her blood, 

to a pearly-white sheen, her thoughts 

were only one, only you, the absence 

was high on cannabis and other flowers, 

the truth was purely smoke-rings, 

a scrawl of a name around her wrists, 

in the morning, she was sober, 

sadder this time, the truth's gone 

with you, only remaining is what's real, 

her pain, her tears, your face an open casket, 

love was the last poem she wrote about you, 

she'll never think of writing you, again 

 

Bikol Translation: 

AN RAWITDAWIT NA NAGPABANTOG SAIYA 

 

nasusurat, kun burat siya, 

tinitinom kan binino kan arak an saiyang dugo, 

siring sa mapuroperlas na puting kildab,  

an saiyang naiisip, solo sana, ika sana, an kawaran 

lagtong sa cannabis asin iba pang burak, 

an totoo an gabos mga lantay sa birilog na aso, 

kinayasan kan manok an pagkakasurat  

kan pangaran sa saiyang pulsuhan, 

pagkaaga, malaymay siya, 

orog na mamundo ngunyan, luminayap  

an katoohan kaibahan mo, an bolanos an natada,  

an saiyang makulog, an saiyang luha,  

an lalawgon mong silag sa bukas na kabaong 

an pagkamoot an nalalagalag na pagpadangat  

na sinurat niya dapit saimo, 

dai na lamang siya magmamawot suratan ka, otro 

 



Suggested Activity: Translate the following Sonnets in two Philippine Languages of your 

ow choice. You can collaborate with other students from other Regions and you can 

consult with writers available listed in the Appendices. 

 

Sonnet 98 

 

From you have I been absent in the spring, 

When proud-pied April dress’d in all his trim 

Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing, 

That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with him. 

Yet nor the lays of birds nor the sweet smell 

Of different flowers in odour and in hue 

Could make me any summer’s story tell, 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew; 

Nor did I wonder at the lily’s white, 

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose; 

They were but sweet, but figures of delight, 

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those. 

Yet seem’d it winter still, and, you away, 

As with your shadow I with these did play. 

 

TRANSLATING SHORT STORIES 

 

Kabuliwala 

Rabindranath Tagore Translated by Mohammad A. Quayum 

 

My five-year old daughter Mini is a chatty girl and likes to talk all day long. It took ‘her 

about a year after being born to acquire the talent for language, and since then she has not 

wasted a single wakeful moment of her life remaining silent. Often her mother chides her 

to keep quiet, but I can never do that. Seeing the girl mute even for an instant seems so 

odd and unusual to me that I find it unbearable. That’s why my conversation with Mini is 

often feisty. 

 

One morning as I had just started writing the seventeenth chapter of my novel, Mini 

walked into the room and began, ‘Dad, our sentry Ramdayal doesn’t even know how to 

pronounce the word “crow.” He is so backward.’ 

 

Before I could begin to enlighten her on the differences between languages, she launched 

into another topic. ‘See, Dad, Bhola was saying that when elephants lift water with their 

trunks and spray it from the sky, it rains. Dear, oh dear! Bhola can speak such nonsense. 

He can rant day and night, without making any sense!’ 

 



Without waiting for my opinion on it, she asked me out of the blue, ‘Dad, who is Mum to 

you?’ 

 

Sister-in-law, I thought to myself, but to Mini I replied, avoiding the complicated 

question, ‘You go and play with Bhola. I have some work now.’ At this, she flopped 

beside the writing table, close to my feet, and began to play a game of knick-knack with 

her hands and knees, rapidly chanting a nursery rhyme. In the seventeenth chapter of my 

novel, Pratap Singh was jumping off the high balcony of the jailhouse at this time, with 

Kanchanmala, into the river below in the dark of night. 

 

Stopping her game abruptly, Mini ran to the window which overlooked the main road, 

and began calling out at the top of her voice, ‘Kabuliwala, O Kabuliwala!’ 

 

A tall, shabbily clothed Afghan street vender, with a turban on his head, a bag over his 

shoulder and a few boxes of dry grapes in his hands was passing through the street 

slowly. I have no idea what flashed through my daughter’s mind at the sight of this man, 

but the moment she saw him she began yelling. I thought, this nuisance with a sack over 

his shoulder will show up in a moment and I won’t be able to finish writing the 

seventeenth chapter of my novel. 

 

But the moment the Kabuliwala, at hearing Mini’s call, turned around with a smile and 

approached the house, she dashed inside and couldn’t be found anywhere. She had this 

childish fear that if someone looked through the bag of this Afghan man, several living 

children like herself would be found in there. 

 

Meanwhile, the Kabuliwala stepped into the compound and stood at the door with a smile 

and an Islamic salute. I thought, although the characters in my novel, Pratap Singh and 

Kanchanmala were in dire straits, it would be unseemly to call the man all the way to the 

house and not buy anything. 

 

I bought a few items and soon I was involved in a rambling conversation with him on 

various topics including Abdur Rahman, the Emir of Afghanistan, and the Frontier Policy 

of the Russians and the British. 

 

Finally, as he was about to leave the house, he asked, ‘Sir, where is your little 

 

To break Mini’s unfounded fear, I called her from inside the house. She came and stood 

nervously, pressing against my body, and looking suspiciously at the Kabuliwala and his 

bag. The Kabuliwala took out some raisins and apricots from inside the bag and gave it to 

Mini, but she refused to take them and remained pressed against my knees with a 

redoubled suspicion. That was how their first meeting ended. 

 



A few days later, as I was leaving the house in the morning for some important work, I 

saw my tiny daughter sitting on the bench next to the door and speaking non- stop with 

the Kabuliwala, who was parked next to her feet and listening to her with a grin and 

interjecting now and then in broken Bengali to give his opinion. In her short five-year 

life, Mini had never found a more intent listener before other than her father. I also 

noticed that she had lots of nuts and raisins tied up at the loose end of her small sari. 

Upon discovering this, I asked the Kabuliwala, ‘Why did you give all these to her? Please 

don’t do it again.’ With that, I took out a half-a-rupee coin and gave it to him. The 

Kabuliwala took the money without any hesitation and put it in his bag. 

 

On returning home, I found that a full-scale row had broken out over the coin. 

 

Holding the white, round, shining piece of metal in her hand, Mini’s mother asked her in 

a rebuking tone, ‘Where did you get the coin?’ 

 

Mini replied, ‘The Kabuliwala gave it to me.’ 

 

Her mother chided, ‘Why did you take it from him?’ 

 

Mini answered sobbingly, ‘I didn’t ask for it. He gave it on his own.’ I stepped in to 

rescue Mini and took her out for a walk. 

 

I learnt that this was not her second meeting with the Kabuliwala. He had been visiting 

Mini almost daily, and by offering her pistachio nuts he had already won a large part of 

the girl’s childish heart. 

 

The two friends had a few stock phrases and jokes which were repeated in their 

conversations. For example, the moment she saw Rahamat, my daughter would ask with 

a hearty laugh, ‘Kabuliwala, O Kabuliwala, what is in your sack?’ 

 

Adding an unnecessary nasal tone to the word, Rahamat would roar, ‘Hanti.’ 

The essence of the joke was that the man had an elephant in his sack. Not that the joke 

was very witty, but it caused the two friends to double up in laughter, and the sight of that 

innocent joy between a little girl and a grown man on autumn mornings used to move me 

deeply. 

 

Another routine exchange between the two was, whenever they met, Rahamat would tell 

the girl in his characteristic thick accent, ‘Missy, you should never go to the in-laws’.’ 

Bengali girls were commonly familiar with the term ‘in-laws’ practically since birth. But 

being more modern, we chose not to load our daughter’s mind with precocious thoughts 

at such a tender age. That was why Mini could never fully understand Rahamat’s advice. 

But to keep quiet and not respond to a statement was contrary to Mini’s nature. 



Therefore, turning the phrase into a question, she would ask, ‘Will you go to your in-

laws?’ 

 

Making a huge fist with his hand, Rahamat would pretend to punch at his imaginary in-

law and say, ‘I’ll wallop my in-law.’ 

 

Thinking of the plight of the unknown creature called father-in-law, Mini would explode 

into laughter. 

 

It was still early autumn – that time of year when kings in ancient days used to go out on 

conquest. Personally, I have never been away from Kolkata which is why my mind 

always wanders around the world. I am like an exile in my own home as my mind 

constantly likes to travel to other places. The moment I hear the name of a foreign 

country, my mind longs to visit that unknown place. Likewise, the sight of an alien 

person brings to mind the image of a lonely hut beside a river in the midst of a forest, and 

I begin to imagine an autonomous, exultant way of life. 

 

Yet I am so dull and inert that every time I think of travelling out of my little world, I 

panic. That’s why I used to mitigate my desire for travelling a little by talking to this man 

from Kabul in the morning, sitting in front of my writing table in my little room. The 

Kabuliwala blared out stories of his homeland in his broken Bengali and I fancied it all 

before my eyes: tall, rugged, impassable mountains on two sides, red-hot with torrid heat, 

and a caravan moving through the narrow, dusty passageway in between; turbaned 

traders and travelers passing by, some on camel back, others on foot; some carrying 

spears, and others outdated flint-stone guns. 

 

Mini’s mother is naturally a timid person. Whenever she hears a slight noise from the 

street, she thinks all the tipplers of the world are rushing together towards our house. 

After living for so many years in this world (though not many), she has still not been able 

to temper her fear that the world is full of all kinds of horrors: thieves, robbers, 

drunkards, snakes, tigers, malaria, cockroaches and European soldiers. 

 

She was not free of suspicion about the Kabuliwala, Rahamat, and nagged me to keep a 

watchful eye on him. Whenever I sought to make light of her suspicions, she asked me a 

few pointed questions: ‘Are there no such instances of child abduction? 

Isn’t slave-trade still in practice in Afghanistan? Is it altogether impossible for a giant 

Afghan to kidnap a little child?’ 

 

I had to agree that those were not impossible, but were improbable. However, not 

everyone has the same capacity for trust, so my wife remained suspicious of the man. But 

I couldn’t stop Rahamat from visiting the house either because he had done nothing 

wrong. 

 



* * * * * 

 

Every year, in January or February, Rahamat would go back to his home country to visit 

his family. A money-lender, he was unusually busy during this period collecting dues 

from his clients before the trip. He had to rush from house to house to raise the 

collectibles, and yet he found time to visit Mini. It appeared as if the two were involved 

in a mischievous plot. The day he couldn’t come in the morning, he came in the evening. 

To see that huge Afghan sitting in the corner of the house in the dark of evening in his 

baggy clothes and customary sack would create a sudden fear in my mind. But the 

moment I saw Mini rushing out of the house and greeting her friend, ‘Kabuliwala, O 

Kabuliwala,’ and the chums of incompatible years engaging in their familiar bantering 

and innocent laughter, my heart would fill with delight. 

 

One morning I was sitting in my room and reading some proofs. It was the end of winter, 

but for the last few days, before the season came to a close, the temperature was freezing 

and almost unbearable. I was enjoying the warmth of a strip of morning sun that had 

alighted on my feet under the table, travelling through the glass window. 

 

It was about eight o’clock, and most of the early risers had finished their morning walk 

with their necks wrapped in scarves and returned home. Just then, I heard some 

commotion in the street. 

 

Looking out, I saw our Rahamat in handcuffs, escorted by two policemen, with a whole 

host of street urchins trailing after them. There were marks of blood on Rahamat’s 

clothes and a policeman was carrying a blood-stained knife. I stepped out and accosted 

the policemen, demanding to know what was going on. 

 

Putting together details from Rahamat as well as the policemen, I understood that one of 

our neighbours was indebted to Rahamat for a Rampuri shawl and when the man denied 

his debt, an argument broke out between them. In the heat of the argument Rahamat took 

out a knife and stabbed the man. 

 

Rahamat was in the midst of hurling abuse in obscene language at the dishonest man 

when Mini came running out of the house, shouting, ‘Kabuliwala, O Kabuliwala.’ 

In a flash, Rahamat’s face was filled with expressions of happiness. Since he didn’t have 

the sling bag over his shoulder that day, their usual exchange on the subject could not 

take place. So Mini asked him straight off, ‘Will you be going to your in-laws’ house?’ 

 

‘That’s exactly where I am going,’ Rahamat replied with a laugh. 

 

When he noticed that Mini did not find the answer quite amusing, he pointed to his hands 

and added in his heavily accented, patchy Bengali, ‘I would have beaten up the in-law. 

But what can I do, my hands are tied up.’ 



Charged with grievous injury, Rahamat was sent to jail for several years. 

 

We almost forgot about him. Living our days through our daily routines in the security of 

our home, it never occurred to us once how this free-spirited man from the mountains 

was spending his years within the secluded walls of the jail. 

 

And the way Mini’s inconstant little heart behaved was embarrassing even to her father. 

She easily forgot her old friend and found a new one in Nabi, the syce. 

 

Then, as she continued to grow up, she replaced all her elderly male friends, one after 

another, with girls of her own age. She was hardly to be seen in her father’s studio. In a 

way, I had almost ended all friendship with her. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Several years passed. It was Autumn again. Mini’s wedding match had been fixed. She 

was to get married during the puja holidays. This event will take the joy of our household 

to her in-laws’ house, leaving us in darkness. 

 

It was a sunny, resplendent morning. The rain-washed sun of early autumn took the hue 

of pure gold. Its brilliance made even the dingy, rundown brick houses in the inner lanes 

of Kolkata look beautiful. The wedding music had started playing in the house since 

dawn. Each note of that music seemed to come right from my rib-cage in a sobbing tune 

and spread the sorrow of an impending farewell to the world, mixing itself with the 

radiant shafts of the autumnal sun. My Mini was to get married that day. 

 

There was a lot of hubbub in the house since visitors were continually loitering in and 

out. A tent was being put up on bamboo poles in the courtyard of the house, and the 

chimes of chandeliers being rigged in the portico of every room filled the air. There was 

no end to the rumpus. 

 

I was going through the wedding accounts in my study, when suddenly Rahamat walked 

into the room and stood before me with a salaam. 

 

At first I couldn’t recognize him. He didn’t have that customary sack with him, or the 

long hair and his burly look. Finally, I recognised him through his smile. 

 

I asked him, ‘Hello, Rahamat, how long have you been back?’ ‘I was released from jail 

last evening,’ he replied. 

 

The words gave me a sudden jolt. I had never seen a homicide before, so my heart 

flinched at the sight of the man. I wished he would leave the house immediately on this 

auspicious day. 



I said, ‘We have a wedding in the house today, and I am quite busy. It is better for you to 

go now.’ 

 

At that, he began to leave the house, but as he reached the door, he turned back in 

hesitation and asked in a faltering tone, ‘Can’t I see the girl for a moment?’ 

 

Perhaps he was convinced that Mini was still the same little girl and would come out of 

the house running to greet him, ‘Kabuliwala, O Kabuliwala,’ as in the past. Their happy, 

playful relationship of old had remained unchanged. Remembering their past friendship, 

he had even brought a box of grapes and a few raisins wrapped in a packet, which he 

must have borrowed from some Afghan friend because his own customary sack was not 

there with him. 

 

I said once again, ‘There is a festivity in the house today. It won’t be possible to see 

anyone at this time.’ 

 

He looked a little hurt by the statement and stood stupefied for a time, gazing at me with 

a fixed look. Then he walked out of the room abruptly with a simple ‘bye.’ 

 

I felt remorseful and thought I should call him back, but right then I saw him turning 

around. 

 

Standing close to me, he said, ‘I brought these grapes and raisins for the little girl, hope 

you don’t mind giving it to her.’ 

 

I took the fruits from him and was about to pay some money when he grabbed me by the 

hand and said, ‘You’re a generous man, Sir, and I’ll never forget your kindness, but 

please don’t pay me for these fruits. Just as you have a daughter, I too have one back 

home. It is remembering her face that I bring these gifts for your child. I don’t come here 

for business.’ 

 

With that, he shoved his hand inside his huge baggy shirt and brought out a grimy piece 

of paper from somewhere close to his chest. Unfolding it very carefully, he laid the paper 

open on the table. 

 

I could see the impression of a very small hand on it; not a photograph, not a painting, but 

the trace of a tiny hand created with burnt charcoal daubed on the palm. Every year 

Rahamat came to peddle merchandise on the streets of Kolkata carrying that memorabilia 

of his daughter in his pocket, as if the soft touch of that little hand kept his huge, lonely 

heart fed with love and happiness. 

 

My eyes filled with tears at the sight of that piece of paper. It no longer mattered to me 

that he was an ordinary fruit-peddler from Kabul and I belonged to an aristocratic Bengali 



family. In a moment I realized that we were both just the same – he was a father and so 

was I. The print of his mountain-dwelling daughter’s hand reminded me of my own Mini. 

I sent word for her to come out to the study immediately. Many of the women objected, 

but I paid no heed. In her bridal dress and ceremonial makeup, Mini came out from the 

inner quarters and stood beside me coyly. 

 

The Kabuliwala saw Mini and became confused; their good-natured humour of old also 

didn’t work out. In the end, with a smile, he asked, ‘Girl, are you going to the in-law’s 

house?’ 

 

Mini now understood what ‘in-law’ meant. So she couldn’t answer the way she did in the 

past. Rather, hearing the question from Rahamat, her face became purple in shame and 

she abruptly turned around and left. This brought back memories of their first meeting 

and I felt an ache in my heart. 

 

Soon after Mini left, Rahamat slouched on the floor with a long, deep sigh. It became 

obvious to him that his own daughter had grown up as well and he would have to get to 

know her all over again. She would not be the same girl he had left behind. He was not 

even sure what might have happened to her in the past eight years. The wedding music 

continued to play softly in the courtyard on that autumnal sunny morning, and sitting 

there on the floor of my house in an alley in Kolkata, Rahamat continued to envision the 

images of the arid, hilly terrains of Afghanistan. 

 

I took out some money and gave it to him. ‘You go back to your daughter in Afghanistan, 

Rahamat, and may the happiness of your union bring blessings for my Mini too,’ I said. 

I had to cut out one or two items from the éclat of the festivities for gifting that money. 

For example, the lighting decoration was not as gorgeous as I had wanted it to be, and the 

band party had to be cancelled. This upset the women, but buoyed by a benevolent spirit, 

my auspicious ceremony became more luminous. 

 

Suggested Activity: 

 

Divide the number of paragraphs among your classmates and translate this short story in 

Tagalog. If your class is smaller and the distribution of paragraphs could be to taxing for 

you as student, you may opt to choose the paragraphs you would want to translate. 

 

Translating Plays 

 

Here is the list of best plays of all time. Some of them could have been part of you 

previous years language lessons or if you love reading, these plays might have been part 

of your leisure time. But this time, having in mind the rules in translation and 

transcreation, you may find time picking one of these plays which you could consider 

translating or trans-creating into another language you are familiar with. 



To refresh you of the synopsis of these plays, do find time to read the discussions below. 

 

1. Hamlet by William Shakespeare 

 

What doesn't this tragedy have? There's sublime poetry, rich psychology for characters of 

both sexes, a hefty dose of comedy to leaven the mood, and, depending on a director's 

interpretation, a crackling good mystery lying underneath the tale of "The Melancholy 

Dane." Shakespeare took a standard-issue—for the period—genre and used it to create a 

monument in Western literature, dramatic or non. This play can be debated and dissected 

ad infinitum. 

 

2. Long Day's Journey Into Night by Eugene O'Neill 

 

This autobiographical play about O'Neill's young adulthood scorches from start to finish. 

You can feel the rawness as soon as it starts, as a man—along with his two adult sons—

strives to ensure that his wife remains serene after a stint in rehab for morphine addiction. 

It goes downhill from there as she starts using again and all three guys hit the bottle. 

Written from a place of utter rawness, this drama stands at a pinnacle of the American 

family drama. 

 

3. Who's Afraid of Virginia Woolf? by Edward Albee 

 

The language of theater—not in the stagecraft sense, but in the actual dialogue sense—

became something new with this lacerating 1962 drama. Two couples at a tiny New 

England liberal arts college drunkenly go at each other from the wee hours of the 

morning until almost dawn. Their weapons are their words, and what words they are. 

Erudition and profanity blend to lyrical heights as secrets, resentments, and even genuine 

affection are revealed. 

 

4. Death of a Salesman by Arthur Miller 

 

"Attention must be paid." Indeed. Not just to Willy Loman and the sad realities of his life 

as a mediocre traveling salesman and the delusions that barely keep him afloat, but also 

to Miller's exquisite modern tragedy about an average Joe. Both grittily naturalistic and 

ethereally dream-like, this one punches the audience in the gut time and again simply 

because it allows us to witness his heartbreaking final downfall while also allowing us to 

go inside his mind to seemingly feel his deep-seated pain. 

 

5. Oedipus Rex by Sophocles 

 

Used as the exemplar of dramatic writing in Aristotle's Poetics, this Greek tragedy 

remains a pillar of playwriting. Before walking into a production or picking up a copy of 

the script, we all know that King Oedipus has killed his father, married his mother, etc. 



And yet Sophocles' slow reveal of the truths of the monarch’s life and the pride that sets 

him and his family spiraling toward a tragic downfall never ceases to be genuinely 

compelling. This one stands the test of time simply because it's good stage storytelling. 

 

6. Angels in America by Tony Kushner 

 

Its two parts, Millennium Approaches and Perestroika, give theatergoers a whirlwind trip 

through stories ranging from a man's battle with AIDS to über-Republican Roy Cohn's 

homophobia and his own realization that he also has the disease, and from the 

Rosenbergs' legacy to a Mormon couple's struggle with his gayness and her drug 

addiction. Digressions include fever dreams and trips to the heavens. It's all exactly what 

Kushner promises in the piece's subtitle: "A Gay Fantasia on National Themes," and the 

boldness Kushner's storytelling and unbridled imagination means that this one thrills. 

 

 

7. The Glass Menagerie by Tennessee Williams 

 

As with so many others on this list, Williams is a playwright whose works could take up 

several entries. Choosing Menagerie over, say, A Streetcar Named Desire or Cat on a Hot 

Tin Roof comes down to this: Menagerie is his breakthrough work that introduced his 

unique brand of theatrical lyricism to the world. And while some of his other plays go 

farther in terms of stretching stage conventions or tackling weightier issues, this one takes 

a gentle sliver of a story and turns it into something magical. 

 

8. Look Back in Anger by John Osborne 

 

Wouldn't it be great to write a play that inspired a label for work from an entire 

generation of writers? This 1956 drama did just that as it took middle age (mostly) out of 

playwriting and instead offered up a picture of life among a group of discontent British 

twentysomethings, pulling English drama out of parlors, dining rooms, and genteel 

patios, and into cramped inner-city apartment squalor. Long live the "angry young man 

play." 

 

9. A Raisin in the Sun by Lorraine Hansberry 

 

Hansberry broke a barrier with this drama about an African-American family attempting 

to better itself by moving to a new neighborhood; she became the first black woman to 

have a play produced on Broadway. It's not just this factor that puts Raisin on this list. As 

we saw with not one but two fine revivals in a period of 10 years, Raisin speaks to 

audiences of all races and generations because its plot elements and themes cut across 

ethnic and chronological divides. 

10. Woyzeck by Georg Büchner 

 



Although this uncompleted script about a soldier's descent into madness was written in 

the early 19th century, it feels much more like an experimental drama from 100 years 

later. Part of the reason for this is the fact that it is indeed unfinished and hence sketchy. 

But Büchner also pioneers objectifying characters by using only their titles to identify 

them and commandingly sets a standard for dramatizing fever dreams and his central 

character's fragile grasp on reality. 

 

Once you have decided which play would you want to translate, you may pick a 

classmate whom you would want to collaborate in translating and trans-creating an 

excerpt of the play. Please note that you are not going to translate the entire text, instead, 

you and your partner will agree on which part of the play would you best choose to work 

on. You can also collaborate with our guest writers from other regions should you want 

consult some relevant matters especially if you are translating the excerpt using regional 

language. 

 

NOTES TO THE LEARNER 

 

Once you have decided which play would you want to translate, you may pick a 

classmate whom you would want to collaborate in translating and trans-creating an 

excerpt of the play. Please note that you are not going to translate the entire text, instead, 

you and your partner will agree on which part of the play would you best choose to work 

on. You can also collaborate with our guest writers from other regions should you want to 

consult some relevant matters especially if you are translating the excerpt using regional 

language. 

 

Grading System: 

 
 



 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 

In the Appendices, you can still find numerous examples of written works which would 

also be helpful for you to read and comprehend. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



APPENDICES 

 

Sonnet 98 

 

From you have I been absent in the spring, 

When proud-pied April dress’d in all his trim 

Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing, 

That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with him. 

Yet nor the lays of birds nor the sweet smell 

Of different flowers in odour and in hue 

Could make me any summer’s story tell, 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew; 

Nor did I wonder at the lily’s white, 

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose; 

They were but sweet, but figures of delight, 

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those. 

Yet seem’d it winter still, and, you away, 

As with your shadow I with these did play. 

 

Sonnet 29 

 

When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state, 

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries, 

And look upon myself, and curse my fate, 

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 

Featur’d like him, like him with friends possess’d, 

Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope, 

With what I most enjoy contented least; 

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, 

Haply I think on thee, and then my state, 

Like to the lark at break of day arising 

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate; 

For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth brings 

That then I scorn to change my state with kings. 

 

 

Sonnet 24 

 

Mine eye hath play’d the painter and hath stell’d 

Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart; 

My body is the frame wherein ’tis held, 

And perspective it is the painter’s art. 



For through the painter must you see his skill, 

To find where your true image pictured lies; 

Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging still, 

That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes. 

Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done: 

Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me 

Are windows to my breast, where-through the sun 

Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee; 

Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art; 

They draw but what they see, know not the heart. 

 

Sonnet 134 

 

So, now I have confess’d that he is thine, 

And I myself am mortgaged to thy will, 

Myself I’ll forfeit, so that other mine 

Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still: 

But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free, 

For thou art covetous and he is kind; 

He learn’d but surety-like to write for me 

Under that bond that him as fast doth bind. 

The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take, 

Thou usurer, that put’st forth all to use, 

And sue a friend came debtor for my sake; 

So him I lose through my unkind abuse. 

Him have I lost; thou hast both him and me: 

He pays the whole, and yet am I not free. 

 

Sonnet 18 

 

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 

Thou art more lovely and more temperate. 

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 

And summer’s lease hath all too short a date. 

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 

And often is his gold complexion dimmed; 

And every fair from fair sometime declines, 

By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimmed; 

But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st, 

Nor shall death brag thou wand’rest in his shade, 

When in eternal lines to Time thou grow’st. 

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 



So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 

 

Sonnet 116 

 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 

Admit impediments. Love is not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove: 

O no; it is an ever-fixed mark, 

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken. 

Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 

Within his bending sickle’s compass come; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error and upon me proved, 

I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 

 

Sonnet 130 

 

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun; 

Coral is far more red than her lips’ red; 

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun; 

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head. 

I have seen roses damask’d, red and white, 

But no such roses see I in her cheeks; 

And in some perfumes is there more delight 

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks. 

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know 

That music hath a far more pleasing sound; 

I grant I never saw a goddess go; 

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground: 

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 

As any she belied with false compare. 

 

Sonnet 104 

 

To me, fair friend, you never can be old, 

For as you were, when first your eye I ey’d, 

Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold 

Have from the forests shook three summers’ pride, 

Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn’d 



In process of the seasons have I seen, 

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn’d, 

Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green. 

Ah! yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand, 

Steal from his figure and no pace perceiv’d; 

So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand, 

Hath motion and mine eye may be deceiv’d: 

For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred; 

Ere you were born, was beauty’s summer dead. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Short stories 

 

 

The Tell-Tale Heart 

by Edgar Allan Poe 

(published 1843) 

 

   

 

   TRUE! -- nervous -- very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you 

say that I am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses -- not destroyed -- not dulled 

them. Above all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the 

earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how 

healthily -- how calmly I can tell you the whole story. 

 

    It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it 

haunted me day and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old 

man. He had never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no 

desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was this! He had the eye of a vulture --a pale blue 

eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by degrees -

- very gradually --I made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid myself 

of the eye forever. 

 

    Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should 

have seen me. You should have seen how wisely I proceeded --with what caution --with 

what foresight --with what dissimulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old 

man than during the whole week before I killed him. And every night, about midnight, I 



turned the latch of his door and opened it --oh so gently! And then, when I had made an 

opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, so that no light 

shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how 

cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly --very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb 

the old man's sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the opening so far 

that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha! --would a madman have been so wise as 

this? And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously --oh, 

so cautiously --cautiously (for the hinges creaked) --I undid it just so much that a single 

thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights --every night just at 

midnight --but I found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do the work; for 

it was not the old man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when the 

day broke, I went boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously to him, calling him by 

name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he has passed the night. So you see he would 

have been a very profound old man, indeed, to suspect that every night, just at twelve, I 

looked in upon him while he slept. 

 

    Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch's 

minute hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the 

extent of my own powers --of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of 

triumph. To think that there I was, opening the door, little by little, and he not even to 

dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard 

me; for he moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled. Now you may think that I drew back 

--but no. His room was as black as pitch with the thick darkness, (for the shutters were 

close fastened, through fear of robbers,) and so I knew that he could not see the opening 

of the door, and I kept pushing it on steadily, steadily. 

 

    I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the 

tin fastening, and the old man sprang up in bed, crying out --"Who's there?" 

 

    I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the 

meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening; --just as 

I have done, night after night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall. 

 

    Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror. It was not 

a groan of pain or of grief --oh, no! --it was the low stifled sound that arises from the 

bottom of the soul when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just 

at midnight, when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, 

with its dreadful echo, the terrors that distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the 

old man felt, and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying 

awake ever since the first slight noise, when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been 

ever since growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. 

He had been saying to himself --"It is nothing but the wind in the chimney --it is only a 

mouse crossing the floor," or "It is merely a cricket which has made a single chirp." Yes, 



he had been trying to comfort himself with these suppositions: but he had found all in 

vain. All in vain; because Death, in approaching him had stalked with his black shadow 

before him, and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of the 

unperceived shadow that caused him to feel --although he neither saw nor heard --to feel 

the presence of my head within the room. 

 

    When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I 

resolved to open a little --a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it --you 

cannot imagine how stealthily, stealthily --until, at length a single dim ray, like the thread 

of the spider, shot from out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye. 

 

    It was open --wide, wide open --and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with 

perfect distinctness --all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very 

marrow in my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man's face or person: for I 

had directed the ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot. 

 

    And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but over acuteness of the 

senses? --now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch 

makes when enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the 

old man's heart. It increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into 

courage. 

 

    But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern 

motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eye. Meantime the 

hellish tattoo of the heart increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder 

every instant. The old man's terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder 

every moment! --do you mark me well? I have told you that I am nervous: so I am. And 

now at the dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a 

noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained 

and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst. And 

now a new anxiety seized me --the sound would be heard by a neighbor! The old man's 

hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped into the room. He 

shrieked once --once only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy 

bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But, for many minutes, the 

heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it would not be heard 

through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I removed the bed and 

examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand upon the heart and 

held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would 

trouble me no more. 

 

    If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise 

precautions I took for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked 



hastily, but in silence. First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the 

arms and the legs. 

 

    I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between 

the scantlings. I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye -- 

not even his --could have detected any thing wrong. There was nothing to wash out --no 

stain of any kind --no blood-spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub had 

caught all --ha! ha! 

 

    When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o'clock --still dark as midnight. As 

the bell sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open 

it with a light heart, --for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who 

introduced themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A shriek had been 

heard by a neighbor during the night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; 

information had been lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been deputed 

to search the premises. 

 

    I smiled, --for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, 

was my own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my 

visitors all over the house. I bade them search --search well. I led them, at length, to his 

chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my 

confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from their 

fatigues, while I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat 

upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the victim. 

 

    The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. 

They sat, and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I 

felt myself getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing in 

my ears: but still they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct: --it 

continued and became more distinct: I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it 

continued and gained definiteness --until, at length, I found that the noise was not within 

my ears. 

 

    No doubt I now grew very pale; --but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened 

voice. Yet the sound increased --and what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound --

much such a sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for breath -- 

and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly --more vehemently; but the noise 

steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent 

gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would they not be gone? I paced the 

floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of the men -- 

but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what could I do? I foamed --I raved --I swore! I 

swung the chair upon which I had been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the 

noise arose over all and continually increased. It grew louder --louder --louder! And still 



the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they heard not? Almighty God! --

no, no! They heard! --they suspected! --they knew! --they were making a mockery of my 

horror! --this I thought, and this I think. But anything was better than this agony! 

Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocritical smiles no 

longer! I felt that I must scream or die! --and now --again! --hark! louder! louder! louder! 

louder! -- 

 

    "Villains!" I shrieked, "dissemble no more! I admit the deed! --tear up the planks! --

here, here! --it is the beating of his hideous heart!" 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PEASANTS 

by Anton Chekhov 

I 

 

NIKOLAY TCHIKILDYEEV, a waiter in the Moscow hotel, Slavyansky Bazaar, was 

taken ill. His legs went numb and his gait was affected, so that on one occasion, as he 

was going along the corridor, he tumbled and fell down with a tray full of ham and peas. 

He had to leave his job. All his own savings and his wife's were spent on doctors and 

medicines; they had nothing left to live upon. He felt dull with no work to do, and he 

made up his mind he must go home to the village. It is better to be ill at home, and living 

there is cheaper; and it is a true saying that the walls of home are a help. 

 

He reached Zhukovo towards evening. In his memories of childhood he had pictured his 

home as bright, snug, comfortable. Now, going into the hut, he was positively frightened; 

it was so dark, so crowded, so unclean. His wife Olga and his daughter Sasha, who had 

come with him, kept looking in bewilderment at the big untidy stove, which filled up 

almost half the hut and was black with soot and flies. What lots of flies! The stove was on 

one side, the beams lay slanting on the walls, and it looked as though the hut were just 

going to fall to pieces. In the corner, facing the door, under the holy images, bottle labels 

and newspaper cuttings were stuck on the walls instead of pictures. The poverty, the 

poverty! Of the grown-up people there were none at home; all were at work at the 

harvest. On the stove was sitting a white-headed girl of eight, unwashed and apathetic; 

she did not even glance at them as they came in. On the floor a white cat was rubbing 

itself against the oven fork. 

 

"Puss, puss!" Sasha called to her. "Puss!" 

 



"She can't hear," said the little girl; "she has gone deaf." 

 

"How is that?" 

 

"Oh, she was beaten." 

 

Nikolay and Olga realized from the first glance what life was like here, but said nothing 

to one another; in silence they put down their bundles, and went out into the village 

street. Their hut was the third from the end, and seemed the very poorest and oldest-

looking; the second was not much better; but the last one had an iron roof, and curtains in 

the windows. That hut stood apart, not enclosed; it was a tavern. The huts were in a single 

row, and the whole of the little village -- quiet and dreamy, with willows, elders, and 

mountain-ash trees peeping out from the yards -- had an attractive look. 

 

Beyond the peasants homesteads there was a slope down to the river, so steep and 

precipitous that huge stones jutted out bare here and there through the clay. Down the 

slope, among the stones and holes dug by the potters, ran winding paths; bits of broken 

pottery, some brown, some red, lay piled up in heaps, and below there stretched a broad, 

level, bright green meadow, from which the hay had been already carried, and in which 

the peasants' cattle were wandering. The river, three-quarters of a mile from the village, 

ran twisting and turning, with beautiful leafy banks; beyond it was again a broad 

meadow, a herd of cattle, long strings of white geese; then, just as on the near side, a 

steep ascent uphill, and on the top of the hill a hamlet, and a church with five domes, and 

at a little distance the manor-house. 

 

"It's lovely here in your parts!" said Olga, crossing herself at the sight of the church. 

"What space, oh Lord!" 

 

Just at that moment the bell began ringing for service (it was Saturday evening). Two 

little girls, down below, who were dragging up a pail of water, looked round at the church 

to listen to the bell. 

 

"At this time they are serving the dinners at the Slavyansky Bazaar," said Nikolay 

dreamily. 

 

Sitting on the edge of the slope, Nikolay and Olga watched the sun setting, watched the 

gold and crimson sky reflected in the river, in the church windows, and in the whole air -- 

which was soft and still and unutterably pure as it never was in Moscow. And when the 

sun had set the flocks and herds passed, bleating and lowing; geese flew across from the 

further side of the river, and all sank into silence; the soft light died away in the air, and 

the dusk of evening began quickly moving down upon them. 

 



Meanwhile Nikolay's father and mother, two gaunt, bent, toothless old people, just of the 

same height, came back. The women -- the sisters-in-law Marya and Fyokla -- who had 

been working on the landowner's estate beyond the river, arrived home, too. Marya, the 

wife of Nikolay's brother Kiryak, had six children, and Fyokla, the wife of Nikolay's 

brother Denis -- who had gone for a soldier -- had two; and when Nikolay, going into the 

hut, saw all the family, all those bodies big and little moving about on the lockers, in the 

hanging cradles and in all the corners, and when he saw the greed with which the old 

father and the women ate the black bread, dipping it in water, he realized he had made a 

mistake in coming here, sick, penniless, and with a family, too -- a great mistake! 

 

"And where is Kiryak?" he asked after they had exchanged greetings. 

 

"He is in service at the merchant's," answered his father; "a keeper in the woods. He is 

not a bad peasant, but too fond of his glass." 

 

"He is no great help!" said the old woman tearfully. "Our men are a grievous lot; they 

bring nothing into the house, but take plenty out. Kiryak drinks, and so does the old man; 

it is no use hiding a sin; he knows his way to the tavern. The Heavenly Mother is wroth." 

 

In honour of the visitors they brought out the samovar. The tea smelt of fish; the sugar 

was grey and looked as though it had been nibbled; cockroaches ran to and fro over the 

bread and among the crockery. It was disgusting to drink, and the conversation was 

disgusting, too -- about nothing but poverty and illnesses. But before they had time to 

empty their first cups there came a loud, prolonged, drunken shout from the yard: 

 

"Ma-arya!" 

 

"It looks as though Kiryak were coming," said the old man. "Speak of the devil." 

 

All were hushed. And again, soon afterwards, the same shout, coarse and drawn-out as 

though it came out of the earth: 

 

"Ma-arya!" 

 

Marya, the elder sister-in-law, turned pale and huddled against the stove, and it was 

strange to see the look of terror on the face of the strong, broad-shouldered, ugly woman. 

Her daughter, the child who had been sitting on the stove and looked so apathetic, 

suddenly broke into loud weeping. 

 

"What are you howling for, you plague?" Fyokla, a handsome woman, also strong and 

broad-shouldered, shouted to her. "He won't kill you, no fear!" 

 



From his old father Nikolay learned that Marya was afraid to live in the forest with 

Kiryak, and that when he was drunk he always came for her, made a row, and beat her 

mercilessly. 

 

"Ma-arya!" the shout sounded close to the door. 

 

"Protect me, for Christ's sake, good people!" faltered Marya, breathing as though she had 

been plunged into very cold water. "Protect me, kind people. . . ." 

 

All the children in the hut began crying, and looking at them, Sasha, too, began to cry. 

They heard a drunken cough, and a tall, black-bearded peasant wearing a winter cap came 

into the hut, and was the more terrible because his face could not be seen in the dim light 

of the little lamp. It was Kiryak. Going up to his wife, he swung his arm and punched her 

in the face with his fist. Stunned by the blow, she did not utter a sound, but sat down, and 

her nose instantly began bleeding. 

 

"What a disgrace! What a disgrace!" muttered the old man, clambering up on to the stove. 

"Before visitors, too! It's a sin!" 

 

The old mother sat silent, bowed, lost in thought; Fyokla rocked the cradle. 

 

Evidently conscious of inspiring fear, and pleased at doing so, Kiryak seized Marya by 

the arm, dragged her towards the door, and bellowed like an animal in order to seem still 

more terrible; but at that moment he suddenly caught sight of the visitors and stopped. 

 

"Oh, they have come, . . ." he said, letting his wife go; "my own brother and his family. . . 

." 

 

Staggering and opening wide his red, drunken eyes, he said his prayer before the image 

and went on: 

 

"My brother and his family have come to the parental home . . . from Moscow, I suppose. 

The great capital Moscow, to be sure, the mother of cities. . . . Excuse me." 

 

He sank down on the bench near the samovar and began drinking tea, sipping it loudly 

from the saucer in the midst of general silence. . . . He drank off a dozen cups, then 

reclined on the bench and began snoring. 

 

They began going to bed. Nikolay, as an invalid, was put on the stove with his old father; 

Sasha lay down on the floor, while Olga went with the other women into the barn. 

 



"Aye, aye, dearie," she said, lying down on the hay beside Marya; "you won't mend your 

trouble with tears. Bear it in patience, that is all. It is written in the Scriptures: 'If anyone 

smite thee on the right cheek, offer him the left one also.' . . . Aye, aye, dearie." 

 

Then in a low singsong murmur she told them about Moscow, about her own life, how 

she had been a servant in furnished lodgings. 

 

"And in Moscow the houses are big, built of brick," she said; "and there are ever so many 

churches, forty times forty, dearie; and they are all gentry in the houses, so handsome and 

so proper!" 

 

Marya told her that she had not only never been in Moscow, but had not even been in 

their own district town; she could not read or write, and knew no prayers, not even "Our 

Father." Both she and Fyokla, the other sister-in-law, who was sitting a little way off 

listening, were extremely ignorant and could understand nothing. They both disliked their 

husbands; Marya was afraid of Kiryak, and whenever he stayed with her she was shaking 

with fear, and always got a headache from the fumes of vodka and tobacco with which he 

reeked. And in answer to the question whether she did not miss her husband, Fyokla 

answered with vexation: 

 

"Miss him!" 

 

They talked a little and sank into silence. 

 

It was cool, and a cock crowed at the top of his voice near the barn, preventing them from 

sleeping. When the bluish morning light was already peeping through all the crevices, 

Fyokla got up stealthily and went out, and then they heard the sound of her bare feet 

running off somewhere. 

 

II 

Olga went to church, and took Marya with her. As they went down the path towards the 

meadow both were in good spirits. Olga liked the wide view, and Marya felt that in her 

sister-in-law she had someone near and akin to her. The sun was rising. Low down over 

the meadow floated a drowsy hawk. The river looked gloomy; there was a haze hovering 

over it here and there, but on the further bank a streak of light already stretched across the 

hill. The church was gleaming, and in the manor garden the rooks were cawing furiously. 

 

"The old man is all right," Marya told her, "but Granny is strict; she is continually 

nagging. Our own grain lasted till Carnival. We buy flour now at the tavern. She is angry 

about it; she says we eat too much." 

 

"Aye, aye, dearie! Bear it in patience, that is all. It is written: 'Come unto Me, all ye that 

labour and are heavy laden.' " 



 

Olga spoke sedately, rhythmically, and she walked like a pilgrim woman, with a rapid, 

anxious step. Every day she read the gospel, read it aloud like a deacon; a great deal of it 

she did not understand, but the words of the gospel moved her to tears, and words like 

"forasmuch as" and "verily" she pronounced with a sweet flutter at her heart. She 

believed in God, in the Holy Mother, in the Saints; she believed one must not offend 

anyone in the world -- not simple folks, nor Germans, nor gypsies, nor Jews -- and woe 

even to those who have no compassion on the beasts. She believed this was written in the 

Holy Scriptures; and so, when she pronounced phrases from Holy Writ, even though she 

did not understand them, her face grew softened, compassionate, and radiant. 

 

"What part do you come from?" Marya asked her. 

 

"I am from Vladimir. Only I was taken to Moscow long ago, when I was eight years old." 

 

They reached the river. On the further side a woman was standing at the water's edge, 

undressing. 

 

"It's our Fyokla," said Marya, recognizing her. "She has been over the river to the manor 

yard. To the stewards. She is a shameless hussy and foul-mouthed -- fearfully!" 

 

Fyokla, young and vigorous as a girl, with her black eyebrows and her loose hair, jumped 

off the bank and began splashing the water with her feet, and waves ran in all directions 

from her. 

 

"Shameless -- dreadfully!" repeated Marya. 

 

The river was crossed by a rickety little bridge of logs, and exactly below it in the clear, 

limpid water was a shoal of broad-headed mullets. The dew was glistening on the green 

bushes that looked into the water. There was a feeling of warmth; it was comforting! 

What a lovely morning! And how lovely life would have been in this world, in all 

likelihood, if it were not for poverty, horrible, hopeless poverty, from which one can find 

no refuge! One had only to look round at the village to remember vividly all that had 

happened the day before, and the illusion of happiness which seemed to surround them 

vanished instantly. 

 

They reached the church. Marya stood at the entrance, and did not dare to go farther. She 

did not dare to sit down either. Though they only began ringing for mass between eight 

and nine, she remained standing the whole time. 

 

While the gospel was being read the crowd suddenly parted to make way for the family 

from the great house. Two young girls in white frocks and wide-brimmed hats walked in; 

with them a chubby, rosy boy in a sailor suit. Their appearance touched Olga; she made 



up her mind from the first glance that they were refined, well-educated, handsome 

people. Marya looked at them from under her brows, sullenly, dejectedly, as though they 

were not human beings coming in, but monsters who might crush her if she did not make 

way for them. 

 

And every time the deacon boomed out something in his bass voice she fancied she heard 

"Ma-arya!" and she shuddered. 

 

III 

The arrival of the visitors was already known in the village, and directly after mass a 

number of people gathered together in the hut. The Leonytchevs and Matvyeitchevs and 

the Ilyitchovs came to inquire about their relations who were in service in Moscow. All 

the lads of Zhukovo who could read and write were packed off to Moscow and hired out 

as butlers or waiters (while from the village on the other side of the river the boys all 

became bakers), and that had been the custom from the days of serfdom long ago when a 

certain Luka Ivanitch, a peasant from Zhukovo, now a legendary figure, who had been a 

waiter in one of the Moscow clubs, would take none but his fellow-villagers into his 

service, and found jobs for them in taverns and restaurants; and from that time the village 

of Zhukovo was always called among the inhabitants of the surrounding districts 

Slaveytown. Nikolay had been taken to Moscow when he was eleven, and Ivan 

Makaritch, one of the Matvyeitchevs, at that time a headwaiter in the "Hermitage" 

garden, had put him into a situation. And now, addressing the Matvyeitchevs, Nikolay 

said emphatically: 

 

"Ivan Makaritch was my benefactor, and I am bound to pray for him day and night, as it 

is owing to him I have become a good man." 

 

"My good soul!" a tall old woman, the sister of Ivan Makaritch, said tearfully, "and not a 

word have we heard about him, poor dear." 

 

"In the winter he was in service at Omon's, and this season there was a rumour he was 

somewhere out of town, in gardens. . . . He has aged! In old days he would bring home as 

much as ten roubles a day in the summer-time, but now things are very quiet everywhere. 

The old man frets." 

 

The women looked at Nikolay's feet, shod in felt boots, and at his pale face, and said 

mournfully: 

 

"You are not one to get on, Nikolay Osipitch; you are not one to get on! No, indeed!" 

 

And they all made much of Sasha. She was ten years old, but she was little and very thin, 

and might have been taken for no more than seven. Among the other little girls, with their 

sunburnt faces and roughly cropped hair, dressed in long faded smocks, she with her 



white little face, with her big dark eyes, with a red ribbon in her hair, looked funny, as 

though she were some little wild creature that had been caught and brought into the hut. 

 

"She can read, too," Olga said in her praise, looking tenderly at her daughter. "Read a 

little, child!" she said, taking the gospel from the corner. "You read, and the good 

Christian people will listen." 

 

The testament was an old and heavy one in leather binding, with dog's-eared edges, and it 

exhaled a smell as though monks had come into the hut. Sasha raised her eyebrows and 

began in a loud rhythmic chant: 

 

" 'And the angel of the Lord . . . appeared unto Joseph, saying unto him: Rise up, and take 

the Babe and His mother.' " 

 

"The Babe and His mother," Olga repeated, and flushed all over with emotion. 

 

" 'And flee into Egypt, . . . and tarry there until such time as . . .' " 

 

At the word "tarry" Olga could not refrain from tears. Looking at her, Marya began to 

whimper, and after her Ivan Makaritch's sister. The old father cleared his throat, and 

bustled about to find something to give his grand-daughter, but, finding nothing, gave it 

up with a wave of his hand. And when the reading was over the neighbours dispersed to 

their homes, feeling touched and very much pleased with Olga and Sasha. 

 

As it was a holiday, the family spent the whole day at home. The old woman, whom her 

husband, her daughters-in-law, her grandchildren all alike called Granny, tried to do 

everything herself; she heated the stove and set the samovar with her own hands, even 

waited at the midday meal, and then complained that she was worn out with work. And 

all the time she was uneasy for fear someone should eat a piece too much, or that her 

husband and daughters-in-law would sit idle. At one time she would hear the tavern-

keeper's geese going at the back of the huts to her kitchen-garden, and she would run out 

of the hut with a long stick and spend half an hour screaming shrilly by her cabbages, 

which were as gaunt and scraggy as herself; at another time she fancied that a crow had 

designs on her chickens, and she rushed to attack it with loud words of abuse. She was 

cross and grumbling from morning till night. And often she raised such an outcry that 

passers-by stopped in the street. 

 

She was not affectionate towards the old man, reviling him as a lazy-bones and a plague. 

He was not a responsible, reliable peasant, and perhaps if she had not been continually 

nagging at him he would not have worked at all, but would have simply sat on the stove 

and talked. He talked to his son at great length about certain enemies of his, complained 

of the insults he said he had to put up with every day from the neighbours, and it was 

tedious to listen to him. 



 

"Yes," he would say, standing with his arms akimbo, "yes. . . . A week after the 

Exaltation of the Cross I sold my hay willingly at thirty kopecks a pood. . . . Well and 

good. . . . So you see I was taking the hay in the morning with a good will; I was 

interfering with no one. In an unlucky hour I see the village elder, Antip Syedelnikov, 

coming out of the tavern. 'Where are you taking it, you ruffian?' says he, and takes me by 

the ear." 

 

Kiryak had a fearful headache after his drinking bout, and was ashamed to face his 

brother. 

 

"What vodka does! Ah, my God!" he muttered, shaking his aching head. "For Christ's 

sake, forgive me, brother and sister; I'm not happy myself." 

 

As it was a holiday, they bought a herring at the tavern and made a soup of the herring's 

head. At midday they all sat down to drink tea, and went on drinking it for a long time, 

till they were all perspiring; they looked positively swollen from the tea-drinking, and 

after it began sipping the broth from the herring's head, all helping themselves out of one 

bowl. But the herring itself Granny had hidden. 

 

In the evening a potter began firing pots on the ravine. In the meadow below the girls got 

up a choral dance and sang songs. They played the concertina. And on the other side of 

the river a kiln for baking pots was lighted, too, and the girls sang songs, and in the 

distance the singing sounded soft and musical. The peasants were noisy in and about the 

tavern. They were singing with drunken voices, each on his own account, and swearing at 

one another, so that Olga could only shudder and say: 

 

"Oh, holy Saints!" 

 

She was amazed that the abuse was incessant, and those who were loudest and most 

persistent in this foul language were the old men who were so near their end. And the 

girls and children heard the swearing, and were not in the least disturbed by it, and it was 

evident that they were used to it from their cradles. 

 

It was past midnight, the kilns on both sides of the river were put out, but in the meadow 

below and in the tavern the merrymaking still went on. The old father and Kiryak, both 

drunk, walking arm-in-arm and jostling against each other's shoulders, went to the barn 

where Olga and Marya were lying. 

 

"Let her alone," the old man persuaded him; "let her alone. . . . She is a harmless woman. 

. . . It's a sin. . . ." 

 

"Ma-arya! " shouted Kiryak. 



 

"Let her be. . . . It's a sin. . . . She is not a bad woman." 

 

Both stopped by the barn and went on. 

 

"I lo-ove the flowers of the fi-ield," the old man began singing suddenly in a high, 

piercing tenor. "I lo-ove to gather them in the meadows!" 

 

Then he spat, and with a filthy oath went into the hut. 

 

IV 

Granny put Sasha by her kitchen-garden and told her to keep watch that the geese did not 

go in. It was a hot August day. The tavernkeeper's geese could make their way into the 

kitchen-garden by the backs of the huts, but now they were busily engaged picking up 

oats by the tavern, peacefully conversing together, and only the gander craned his head 

high as though trying to see whether the old woman were coming with her stick. The 

other geese might come up from below, but they were now grazing far away the other 

side of the river, stretched out in a long white garland about the meadow. Sasha stood 

about a little, grew weary, and, seeing that the geese were not coming, went away to the 

ravine. 

 

There she saw Marya's eldest daughter Motka, who was standing motionless on a big 

stone, staring at the church. Marya had given birth to thirteen children, but she only had 

six living, all girls, not one boy, and the eldest was eight. Motka in a long smock was 

standing barefooted in the full sunshine; the sun was blazing down right on her head, but 

she did not notice that, and seemed as though turned to stone. Sasha stood beside her and 

said, looking at the church: 

 

"God lives in the church. Men have lamps and candles, but God has little green and red 

and blue lamps like little eyes. At night God walks about the church, and with Him the 

Holy Mother of God and Saint Nikolay, thud, thud, thud! . . . And the watchman is 

terrified, terrified! Aye, aye, dearie," she added, imitating her mother. "And when the end 

of the world comes all the churches will be carried up to heaven." 

 

"With the-ir be-ells?" Motka asked in her deep voice, drawling every syllable. 

 

"With their bells. And when the end of the world comes the good will go to Paradise, but 

the angry will burn in fire eternal and unquenchable, dearie. To my mother as well as to 

Marya God will say: 'You never offended anyone, and for that go to the right to Paradise'; 

but to Kiryak and Granny He will say: 'You go to the left into the fire.' And anyone who 

has eaten meat in Lent will go into the fire, too." 

 

She looked upwards at the sky, opening wide her eyes, and said: 



 

"Look at the sky without winking, you will see angels." 

 

Motka began looking at the sky, too, and a minute passed in silence. 

 

"Do you see them?" asked Sasha. 

 

"I don't," said Motka in her deep voice. 

 

"But I do. Little angels are flying about the sky and flap, flap with their little wings as 

though they were gnats." 

 

Motka thought for a little, with her eyes on the ground, and asked: 

 

"Will Granny burn?" 

 

"She will, dearie." 

 

From the stone an even gentle slope ran down to the bottom, covered with soft green 

grass, which one longed to lie down on or to touch with one's hands. . . Sasha lay down 

and rolled to the bottom. Motka with a grave, severe face, taking a deep breath, lay down, 

too, and rolled to the bottom, and in doing so tore her smock from the hem to the 

shoulder. 

 

"What fun it is!" said Sasha, delighted. 

 

They walked up to the top to roll down again, but at that moment they heard a shrill, 

familiar voice. Oh, how awful it was! Granny, a toothless, bony, hunchbacked figure, 

with short grey hair which was fluttering in the wind, was driving the geese out of the 

kitchen-garden with a long stick, shouting. 

 

"They have trampled all the cabbages, the damned brutes! I'd cut your throats, thrice 

accursed plagues! Bad luck to you!" 

 

She saw the little girls, flung down the stick and picked up a switch, and, seizing Sasha 

by the neck with her fingers, thin and hard as the gnarled branches of a tree, began 

whipping her. Sasha cried with pain and terror, while the gander, waddling and stretching 

his neck, went up to the old woman and hissed at her, and when he went back to his flock 

all the geese greeted him approvingly with "Ga-ga-ga!" Then Granny proceeded to whip 

Motka, and in this Motka's smock was torn again. Feeling in despair, and crying loudly, 

Sasha went to the hut to complain. Motka followed her; she, too, was crying on a deeper 

note, without wiping her tears, and her face was as wet as though it had been dipped in 

water. 



 

"Holy Saints!" cried Olga, aghast, as the two came into the hut. "Queen of Heaven!" 

 

Sasha began telling her story, while at the same time Granny walked in with a storm of 

shrill cries and abuse; then Fyokla flew into a rage, and there was an uproar in the hut. 

 

"Never mind, never mind!" Olga, pale and upset, tried to comfort them, stroking Sasha's 

head. "She is your grandmother; it's a sin to be angry with her. Never mind, my child." 

 

Nikolay, who was worn out already by the everlasting hubbub, hunger, stifling fumes, 

filth, who hated and despised the poverty, who was ashamed for his wife and daughter to 

see his father and mother, swung his legs off the stove and said in an irritable, tearful 

voice, addressing his mother: 

 

"You must not beat her! You have no right to beat her!" 

 

"You lie rotting on the stove, you wretched creature!" Fyokla shouted at him spitefully. 

"The devil brought you all on us, eating us out of house and home." 

 

Sasha and Motka and all the little girls in the hut huddled on the stove in the corner 

behind Nikolay's back, and from that refuge listened in silent terror, and the beating of 

their little hearts could be distinctly heard. Whenever there is someone in a family who 

has long been ill, and hopelessly ill, there come painful moments when all timidly, 

secretly, at the bottom of their hearts long for his death; and only the children fear the 

death of someone near them, and always feel horrified at the thought of it. And now the 

children, with bated breath, with a mournful look on their faces, gazed at Nikolay and 

thought that he was soon to die; and they wanted to cry and to say something friendly and 

compassionate to him. 

 

He pressed close to Olga, as though seeking protection, and said to her softly in a 

quavering voice: 

 

"Olya darling, I can't stay here longer. It's more than I can bear. For God's sake, for 

Christ's sake, write to your sister Klavdia Abramovna. Let her sell and pawn everything 

she has; let her send us the money. We will go away from here. Oh, Lord," he went on 

miserably, "to have one peep at Moscow! If I could see it in my dreams, the dear place! 

 

And when the evening came on, and it was dark in the hut, it was so dismal that it was 

hard to utter a word. Granny, very ill-tempered, soaked some crusts of rye bread in a cup, 

and was a long time, a whole hour, sucking at them. Marya, after milking the cow, 

brought in a pail of milk and set it on a bench; then Granny poured it from the pail into a 

jug just as slowly and deliberately, evidently pleased that it was now the Fast of the 

Assumption, so that no one would drink milk and it would be left untouched. And she 



only poured out a very little in a saucer for Fyokla's baby. When Marya and she carried 

the jug down to the cellar Motka suddenly stirred, clambered down from the stove, and 

going to the bench where stood the wooden cup full of crusts, sprinkled into it some milk 

from the saucer. 

 

Granny, coming back into the hut, sat down to her soaked crusts again, while Sasha and 

Motka, sitting on the stove, gazed at her, and they were glad that she had broken her fast 

and now would go to hell. They were comforted and lay down to sleep, and Sasha as she 

dozed off to sleep imagined the Day of Judgment: a huge fire was burning, somewhat like 

a potter's kiln, and the Evil One, with horns like a cow's, and black all over, was driving 

Granny into the fire with a long stick, just as Granny herself had been driving the geese. 

 

V 

On the day of the Feast of the Assumption, between ten and eleven in the evening, the 

girls and lads who were merrymaking in the meadow suddenly raised a clamour and 

outcry, and ran in the direction of the village; and those who were above on the edge of 

the ravine could not for the first moment make out what was the matter. 

 

"Fire! Fire!" they heard desperate shouts from below. "The village is on fire!" 

 

Those who were sitting above looked round, and a terrible and extraordinary spectacle 

met their eyes. On the thatched roof of one of the end cottages stood a column of flame, 

seven feet high, which curled round and scattered sparks in all directions as though it 

were a fountain. And all at once the whole roof burst into bright flame, and the crackling 

of the fire was audible. 

 

The light of the moon was dimmed, and the whole village was by now bathed in a red 

quivering glow: black shadows moved over the ground, there was a smell of burning, and 

those who ran up from below were all gasping and could not speak for trembling; they 

jostled against each other, fell down, and they could hardly see in the unaccustomed light, 

and did not recognize each other. It was terrible. What seemed particularly dreadful was 

that doves were flying over the fire in the smoke; and in the tavern, where they did not 

yet know of the fire, they were still singing and playing the concertina as though there 

were nothing the matter. 

 

"Uncle Semyon's on fire," shouted a loud, coarse voice. 

 

Marya was fussing about round her hut, weeping and wringing her hands, while her teeth 

chattered, though the fire was a long way off at the other end of the village. Nikolay came 

out in high felt boots, the children ran out in their little smocks. Near the village 

constable's hut an iron sheet was struck. Boom, boom, boom! . . . floated through the air, 

and this repeated, persistent sound sent a pang to the heart and turned one cold. The old 

women stood with the holy ikons. Sheep, calves, cows were driven out of the back-yards 



into the street; boxes, sheepskins, tubs were carried out. A black stallion, who was kept 

apart from the drove of horses because he kicked and injured them, on being set free ran 

once or twice up and down the village, neighing and pawing the ground; then suddenly 

stopped short near a cart and began kicking it with his hind-legs. 

 

They began ringing the bells in the church on the other side of the river. 

 

Near the burning hut it was hot and so light that one could distinctly see every blade of 

grass. Semyon, a red-haired peasant with a long nose, wearing a reefer-jacket and a cap 

pulled down right over his ears, sat on one of the boxes which they had succeeded in 

bringing out: his wife was lying on her face, moaning and unconscious. A little old man 

of eighty, with a big beard, who looked like a gnome -- not one of the villagers, though 

obviously connected in some way with the fire -- walked about bareheaded, with a white 

bundle in his arms. The glare was reflected on his bald head. The village elder, Antip 

Syedelnikov, as swarthy and black-haired as a gypsy, went up to the hut with an axe, and 

hacked out the windows one after another -- no one knew why -- then began chopping up 

the roof. 

 

"Women, water!" he shouted. "Bring the engine! Look sharp!" 

 

The peasants, who had been drinking in the tavern just before, dragged the engine up. 

They were all drunk; they kept stumbling and falling down, and all had a helpless 

expression and tears in their eyes. 

 

"Wenches, water! " shouted the elder, who was drunk, too. "Look sharp, wenches!" 

 

The women and the girls ran downhill to where there was a spring, and kept hauling pails 

and buckets of water up the hill, and, pouring it into the engine, ran down again. Olga and 

Marya and Sasha and Motka all brought water. The women and the boys pumped the 

water; the pipe hissed, and the elder, directing it now at the door, now at the windows, 

held back the stream with his finger, which made it hiss more sharply still. 

 

"Bravo, Antip!" voices shouted approvingly. "Do your best." 

 

Antip went inside the hut into the fire and shouted from within. 

 

"Pump! Bestir yourselves, good Christian folk, in such a terrible mischance!" 

 

The peasants stood round in a crowd, doing nothing but staring at the fire. No one knew 

what to do, no one had the sense to do anything, though there were stacks of wheat, hay, 

barns, and piles of faggots standing all round. Kiryak and old Osip, his father, both tipsy, 

were standing there, too. And as though to justify his doing nothing, old Osip said, 

addressing the woman who lay on the ground: 



 

"What is there to trouble about, old girl! The hut is insured -- why are you taking on?" 

 

Semyon, addressing himself first to one person and then to another, kept describing how 

the fire had started. 

 

"That old man, the one with the bundle, a house-serf of General Zhukov's. . . . He was 

cook at our general's, God rest his soul! He came over this evening: 'Let me stay the 

night,' says he. . . . Well, we had a glass, to be sure. . . . The wife got the samovar -- she 

was going to give the old fellow a cup of tea, and in an unlucky hour she set the samovar 

in the entrance. The sparks from the chimney must have blown straight up to the thatch; 

that's how it was. We were almost burnt ourselves. And the old fellow's cap has been 

burnt; what a shame!" 

 

And the sheet of iron was struck indefatigably, and the bells kept ringing in the church 

the other side of the river. In the glow of the fire Olga, breathless, looking with horror at 

the red sheep and the pink doves flying in the smoke, kept running down the hill and up 

again. It seemed to her that the ringing went to her heart with a sharp stab, that the fire 

would never be over, that Sasha was lost. . . . And when the ceiling of the hut fell in with 

a crash, the thought that now the whole village would be burnt made her weak and faint, 

and she could not go on fetching water, but sat down on the ravine, setting the pail down 

near her; beside her and below her, the peasant women sat wailing as though at a funeral. 

 

Then the stewards and watchmen from the estate the other side of the river arrived in two 

carts, bringing with them a fire-engine. A very young student in an unbuttoned white 

tunic rode up on horseback. There was the thud of axes. They put a ladder to the burning 

framework of the house, and five men ran up it at once. Foremost of them all was the 

student, who was red in the face and shouting in a harsh hoarse voice, and in a tone as 

though putting out fires was a thing he was used to. They pulled the house to pieces, a 

beam at a time; they dragged away the corn, the hurdles, and the stacks that were near. 

 

"Don't let them break it up! " cried stern voices in the crowd. "Don't let them." 

 

Kiryak made his way up to the hut with a resolute air, as though he meant to prevent the 

newcomers from breaking up the hut, but one of the workmen turned him back with a 

blow in his neck. There was the sound of laughter, the workman dealt him another blow, 

Kiryak fell down, and crawled back into the crowd on his hands and knees. 

 

Two handsome girls in hats, probably the student's sisters, came from the other side of 

the river. They stood a little way off, looking at the fire. The beams that had been dragged 

apart were no longer burning, but were smoking vigorously; the student, who was 

working the hose, turned the water, first on the beams, then on the peasants, then on the 

women who were bringing the water. 



 

"George!" the girls called to him reproachfully in anxiety, "George!" 

 

The fire was over. And only when they began to disperse they noticed that the day was 

breaking, that everyone was pale and rather dark in the face, as it always seems in the 

early morning when the last stars are going out. As they separated, the peasants laughed 

and made jokes about General Zhukov's cook and his cap which had been burnt; they 

already wanted to turn the fire into a joke, and even seemed sorry that it had so soon been 

put out. 

 

"How well you extinguished the fire, sir!" said Olga to the student. "You ought to come 

to us in Moscow: there we have a fire every day." 

 

"Why, do you come from Moscow?" asked one of the young ladies. 

 

"Yes, miss. My husband was a waiter at the Slavyansky Bazaar. And this is my 

daughter," she said, indicating Sasha, who was cold and huddling up to her. "She is a 

Moscow girl, too." 

 

The two young ladies said something in French to the student, and he gave Sasha a 

twenty-kopeck piece. 

 

Old Father Osip saw this, and there was a gleam of hope in his face. 

 

"We must thank God, your honour, there was no wind," he said, addressing the student, 

"or else we should have been all burnt up together. Your honour, kind gentlefolks," he 

added in embarrassment in a lower tone, "the morning's chilly . . . something to warm one 

. . . half a bottle to your honour's health." 

 

Nothing was given him, and clearing his throat he slouched home. Olga stood afterwards 

at the end of the street and watched the two carts crossing the river by the ford and the 

gentlefolks walking across the meadow; a carriage was waiting for them the other side of 

the river. Going into the hut, she described to her husband with enthusiasm: 

 

"Such good people! And so beautiful! The young ladies were like cherubim." 

 

"Plague take them!" Fyokla, sleepy, said spitefully. 

 

VI 

Marya thought herself unhappy, and said that she would be very glad to die; Fyokla, on 

the other hand, found all this life to her taste: the poverty, the uncleanliness, and the 

incessant quarrelling. She ate what was given her without discrimination; slept anywhere, 

on whatever came to hand. She would empty the slops just at the porch, would splash 



them out from the doorway, and then walk barefoot through the puddle. And from the 

very first day she took a dislike to Olga and Nikolay just because they did not like this 

life. 

 

"We shall see what you'll find to eat here, you Moscow gentry!" she said malignantly. 

"We shall see!" 

 

One morning, it was at the beginning of September, Fyokla, vigorous, good-looking, and 

rosy from the cold, brought up two pails of water; Marya and Olga were sitting 

meanwhile at the table drinking tea. 

 

"Tea and sugar," said Fyokla sarcastically. "The fine ladies!" she added, setting down the 

pails. "You have taken to the fashion of tea every day. You better look out that you don't 

burst with your tea-drinking," she went on, looking with hatred at Olga. "That's how you 

have come by your fat mug, having a good time in Moscow, you lump of flesh!" She 

swung the yoke and hit Olga such a blow on the shoulder that the two sisters-in-law could 

only clasp their hands and say: 

 

"Oh, holy Saints!" 

 

Then Fyokla went down to the river to wash the clothes, swearing all the time so loudly 

that she could be heard in the hut. 

 

The day passed and was followed by the long autumn evening. They wound silk in the 

hut; everyone did it except Fyokla; she had gone over the river. They got the silk from a 

factory close by, and the whole family working together earned next to nothing, twenty 

kopecks a week. 

 

"Things were better in the old days under the gentry," said the old father as he wound 

silk. "You worked and ate and slept, everything in its turn. At dinner you had cabbage-

soup and boiled grain, and at supper the same again. Cucumbers and cabbage in plenty: 

you could eat to your heart's content, as much as you wanted. And there was more 

strictness. Everyone minded what he was about." 

 

The hut was lighted by a single little lamp, which burned dimly and smoked. When 

someone screened the lamp and a big shadow fell across the window, the bright 

moonlight could be seen. Old Osip, speaking slowly, told them how they used to live 

before the emancipation; how in those very parts, where life was now so poor and so 

dreary, they used to hunt with harriers, greyhounds,. retrievers, and when they went out 

as beaters the peasants were given vodka; how whole waggonloads of game used to be 

sent to Moscow for the young masters; how the bad were beaten with rods or sent away 

to the Tver estate, while the good were rewarded. And Granny told them something, too. 

She remembered everything, positively everything. She described her mistress, a kind, 



God-fearing woman, whose husband was a profligate and a rake, and all of whose 

daughters made unlucky marriages: one married a drunkard, another married a workman, 

the other eloped secretly (Granny herself, at that time a young girl, helped in the 

elopement), and they had all three as well as their mother died early from grief. And 

remembering all this, Granny positively began to shed tears. 

 

All at once someone knocked at the door, and they all started. 

 

"Uncle Osip, give me a night's lodging." 

 

The little bald old man, General Zhukov's cook, the one whose cap had been burnt, 

walked in. He sat down and listened, then he, too, began telling stories of all sorts. 

Nikolay, sitting on the stove with his legs hanging down, listened and asked questions 

about the dishes that were prepared in the old days for the gentry. They talked of rissoles, 

cutlets, various soups and sauces, and the cook, who remembered everything very well, 

mentioned dishes that are no longer served. There was one, for instance -- a dish made of 

bulls' eyes, which was called "waking up in the morning." 

 

"And used you to do cutlets à la maréchal?" asked Nikolay. 

 

"No." 

 

Nikolay shook his head reproachfully and said: 

 

"Tut, tut! You were not much of a cook!" 

 

The little girls sitting and lying on the stove stared down without blinking; it seemed as 

though there were a great many of them, like cherubim in the clouds. They liked the 

stories: they were breathless; they shuddered and turned pale with alternate rapture and 

terror, and they listened breathlessly, afraid to stir, to Granny, whose stories were the 

most interesting of all. 

 

They lay down to sleep in silence; and the old people, troubled and excited by their 

reminiscences, thought how precious was youth, of which, whatever it might have been 

like, nothing was left in the memory but what was living, joyful, touching, and how 

terribly cold was death, which was not far off, better not think of it! The lamp died down. 

And the dusk, and the two little windows sharply defined by the moonlight, and the 

stillness and the creak of the cradle, reminded them for some reason that life was over, 

that nothing one could do would bring it back. . . . You doze off, you forget yourself, and 

suddenly someone touches your shoulder or breathes on your cheek -- and sleep is gone; 

your body feels cramped, and thoughts of death keep creeping into your mind. You turn 

on the other side: death is forgotten, but old dreary, sickening thoughts of poverty, of 



food, of how dear flour is getting, stray through the mind, and a little later again you 

remember that life is over and you cannot bring it back. . . . 

 

"Oh, Lord!" sighed the cook. 

 

Someone gave a soft, soft tap at the window. It must be Fyokla come back. Olga got up, 

and yawning and whispering a prayer, opened the door, then drew the bolt in the outer 

room, but no one came in; only from the street came a cold draught and a sudden 

brightness from the moonlight. The street, still and deserted, and the moon itself floating 

across the sky, could be seen at the open door. 

 

"Who is there?" called Olga. 

 

"I," she heard the answer -- "it is I." 

 

Near the door, crouching against the wall, stood Fyokla, absolutely naked. She was 

shivering with cold, her teeth were chattering, and in the bright moonlight she looked 

very pale, strange, and beautiful. The shadows on her, and the bright moonlight on her 

skin, stood out vividly, and her dark eyebrows and firm, youthful bosom were defined 

with peculiar distinctness. 

 

"The ruffians over there undressed me and turned me out like this," she said. "I've come 

home without my clothes . . . naked as my mother bore me. Bring me something to put 

on." 

 

"But go inside!" Olga said softly, beginning to shiver, too. 

 

"I don't want the old folks to see." Granny was, in fact, already stirring and muttering, 

and the old father asked: "Who is there?" Olga brought her own smock and skirt, dressed 

Fyokla, and then both went softly into the inner room, trying not to make a noise with the 

door. 

 

"Is that you, you sleek one?" Granny grumbled angrily, guessing who it was. "Fie upon 

you, nightwalker! . . . Bad luck to you!" 

 

"It's all right, it's all right," whispered Olga, wrapping Fyokla up; "it's all right, dearie." 

 

All was stillness again. They always slept badly; everyone was kept awake by something 

worrying and persistent: the old man by the pain in his back, Granny by anxiety and 

anger, Marya by terror, the children by itch and hunger. Now, too, their sleep was 

troubled; they kept turning over from one side to the other, talking in their sleep, getting 

up for a drink. 

 



Fyokla suddenly broke into a loud, coarse howl, but immediately checked herself, and 

only uttered sobs from time to time, growing softer and on a lower note, until she 

relapsed into silence. From time to time from the other side of the river there floated the 

sound of the beating of the hours; but the time seemed somehow strange -- five was 

struck and then three. 

 

"Oh Lord!" sighed the cook. 

 

Looking at the windows, it was difficult to tell whether it was still moonlight or whether 

the dawn had begun. Marya got up and went out, and she could be heard milking the 

cows and saying, "Stea-dy!" Granny went out, too. It was still dark in the hut, but all the 

objects in it could be discerned. 

 

Nikolay, who had not slept all night, got down from the stove. He took his dress-coat out 

of a green box, put it on, and going to the window, stroked the sleeves and took hold of 

the coat-tails -- and smiled. Then he carefully took off the coat, put it away in his box, 

and lay down again. 

 

Marya came in again and began lighting the stove. She was evidently hardly awake, and 

seemed dropping asleep as she walked. Probably she had had some dream, or the stories 

of the night before came into her mind as, stretching luxuriously before the stove, she 

said: 

 

"No, freedom is better." 

 

VII 

The master arrived -- that was what they called the police inspector. When he would 

come and what he was coming for had been known for the last week. There were only 

forty households in Zhukovo, but more than two thousand roubles of arrears of rates and 

taxes had accumulated. 

 

The police inspector stopped at the tavern. He drank there two glasses of tea, and then 

went on foot to the village elder's hut, near which a crowd of those who were in debt 

stood waiting. The elder, Antip Syedelnikov, was, in spite of his youth -- he was only a 

little over thirty -- strict and always on the side of the authorities, though he himself was 

poor and did not pay his taxes regularly. Evidently he enjoyed being elder, and liked the 

sense of authority, which he could only display by strictness. In the village council the 

peasants were afraid of him and obeyed him. It would sometimes happen that he would 

pounce on a drunken man in the street or near the tavern, tie his hands behind him, and 

put him in the lock-up. On one occasion he even put Granny in the lock-up because she 

went to the village council instead of Osip, and began swearing, and he kept her there for 

a whole day and night. He had never lived in a town or read a book, but somewhere or 



other had picked up various learned expressions, and loved to make use of them in 

conversation, and he was respected for this though he was not always understood. 

 

When Osip came into the village elder's hut with his tax book, the police inspector, a lean 

old man with a long grey beard, in a grey tunic, was sitting at a table in the passage, 

writing something. It was clean in the hut; all the walls were dotted with pictures cut out 

of the illustrated papers, and in the most conspicuous place near the ikon there was a 

portrait of the Battenburg who was the Prince of Bulgaria. By the table stood Antip 

Syedelnikov with his arms folded. 

 

"There is one hundred and nineteen roubles standing against him," he said when it came 

to Osip's turn. "Before Easter he paid a rouble, and he has not paid a kopeck since." 

 

The police inspector raised his eyes to Osip and asked: 

 

"Why is this, brother?" 

 

"Show Divine mercy, your honour," Osip began, growing agitated. "Allow me to say last 

year the gentleman at Lutorydsky said to me, 'Osip,' he said, 'sell your hay . . . you sell it,' 

he said. Well, I had a hundred poods for sale; the women mowed it on the water-meadow. 

Well, we struck a bargain all right, willingly. . . ." 

 

He complained of the elder, and kept turning round to the peasants as though inviting 

them to bear witness; his face flushed red and perspired, and his eyes grew sharp and 

angry. 

 

"I don't know why you are saying all this," said the police inspector. "I am asking you . . . 

I am asking you why you don't pay your arrears. You don't pay, any of you, and am I to 

be responsible for you?" 

 

"I can't do it." 

 

"His words have no sequel, your honour," said the elder. "The Tchikildyeevs certainly are 

of a defective class, but if you will just ask the others, the root of it all is vodka, and they 

are a very bad lot. With no sort of understanding." 

 

The police inspector wrote something down, and said to Osip quietly, in an even tone, as 

though he were asking him for water: 

 

"Be off." 

 

Soon he went away; and when he got into his cheap chaise and cleared his throat, it could 

be seen from the very expression of his long thin back that he was no longer thinking of 



Osip or of the village elder, nor of the Zhukovo arrears, but was thinking of his own 

affairs. Before he had gone three-quarters of a mile Antip was already carrying off the 

samovar from the Tchikildyeevs' cottage, followed by Granny, screaming shrilly and 

straining her throat: 

 

"I won't let you have it, I won't let you have it, damn you!" 

 

He walked rapidly with long steps, and she pursued him panting, almost falling over, a 

bent, ferocious figure; her kerchief slipped on to her shoulders, her grey hair with 

greenish lights on it was blown about in the wind. She suddenly stopped short, and like a 

genuine rebel, fell to beating her breast with her fists and shouting louder than ever in a 

sing-song voice, as though she were sobbing: 

 

"Good Christians and believers in God! Neighbours, they have ill-treated me! Kind 

friends, they have oppressed me! Oh, oh! dear people, take my part." 

 

"Granny, Granny!" said the village elder sternly, "have some sense in your head!" 

 

It was hopelessly dreary in the Tchikildyeevs' hut without the samovar; there was 

something humiliating in this loss, insulting, as though the honour of the hut had been 

outraged. Better if the elder had carried off the table, all the benches, all the pots -- it 

would not have seemed so empty. Granny screamed, Marya cried, and the little girls, 

looking at her, cried, too. The old father, feeling guilty, sat in the corner with bowed head 

and said nothing. And Nikolay, too, was silent. Granny loved him and was sorry for him, 

but now, forgetting her pity, she fell upon him with abuse, with reproaches, shaking her 

fist right in his face. She shouted that it was all his fault; why had he sent them so little 

when he boasted in his letters that he was getting fifty roubles a month at the Slavyansky 

Bazaar? Why had he come, and with his family, too? If he died, where was the money to 

come from for his funeral . . . ? And it was pitiful to look at Nikolay, Olga, and Sasha. 

 

The old father cleared his throat, took his cap, and went off to the village elder. Antip was 

soldering something by the stove, puffing out his cheeks; there was a smell of burning. 

His children, emaciated and unwashed, no better than the Tchikildyeevs, were scrambling 

about the floor; his wife, an ugly, freckled woman with a prominent stomach, was 

winding silk. They were a poor, unlucky family, and Antip was the only one who looked 

vigorous and handsome. On a bench there were five samovars standing in a row. The old 

man said his prayer to Battenburg and said: 

 

"Antip, show the Divine mercy. Give me back the samovar, for Christ's sake!" 

 

"Bring three roubles, then you shall have it. 

 

"I can't do it!" 



 

Antip puffed out his cheeks, the fire roared and hissed, and the glow was reflected in the 

samovar. The old man crumpled up his cap and said after a moment's thought: 

 

"You give it me back." 

 

The swarthy elder looked quite black, and was like a magician; he turned round to Osip 

and said sternly and rapidly: 

 

"It all depends on the rural captain. On the twenty-sixth instant you can state the grounds 

for your dissatisfaction before the administrative session, verbally or in writing." 

 

Osip did not understand a word, but he was satisfied with that and went home. 

 

Ten days later the police inspector came again, stayed an hour and went away. During 

those days the weather had changed to cold and windy; the river had been frozen for 

some time past, but still there was no snow, and people found it difficult to get about. On 

the eve of a holiday some of the neighbours came in to Osip's to sit and have a talk. They 

did not light the lamp, as it would have been a sin to work, but talked in the darkness. 

There were some items of news, all rather unpleasant. In two or three households hens 

had been taken for the arrears, and had been sent to the district police station, and there 

they had died because no one had fed them; they had taken sheep, and while they were 

being driven away tied to one another, shifted into another cart at each village, one of 

them had died. And now they were discussing the question, who was to blame? 

 

"The Zemstvo," said Osip. "Who else?" 

 

"Of course it is the Zemstvo." 

 

The Zemstvo was blamed for everything -- for the arrears, and for the oppressions, and 

for the failure of the crops, though no one of them knew what was meant by the Zemstvo. 

And this dated from the time when well-to-do peasants who had factories, shops, and inns 

of their own were members of the Zemstvos, were dissatisfied with them, and took to 

swearing at the Zemstvos in their factories and inns. 

 

They talked of God's not sending the snow; they had to bring in wood for fuel, and there 

was no driving nor walking in the frozen ruts. In old days fifteen to twenty years ago 

conversation was much more interesting in Zhukovo. In those days every old man looked 

as though he were treasuring some secret; as though he knew something and was 

expecting something. They used to talk about an edict in golden letters, about the division 

of lands, about new land, about treasures; they hinted at something. Now the people of 

Zhukovo had no mystery at all; their whole life was bare and open in the sight of all, and 

they could talk of nothing but poverty, food, there being no snow yet. . . . 



 

There was a pause. Then they thought again of the hens, of the sheep, and began 

discussing whose fault it was. 

 

"The Zemstvo," said Osip wearily. "Who else?" 

 

VIII 

The parish church was nearly five miles away at Kosogorovo, and the peasants only 

attended it when they had to do so for baptisms, weddings, or funerals; they went to the 

services at the church across the river. On holidays in fine weather the girls dressed up in 

their best and went in a crowd together to church, and it was a cheering sight to see them 

in their red, yellow, and green dresses cross the meadow; in bad weather they all stayed at 

home. They went for the sacrament to the parish church. From each of those who did not 

manage in Lent to go to confession in readiness for the sacrament the parish priest, going 

the round of the huts with the cross at Easter, took fifteen kopecks. 

 

The old father did not believe in God, for he hardly ever thought about Him; he 

recognized the supernatural, but considered it was entirely the women's concern, and 

when religion or miracles were discussed before him, or a question were put to him, he 

would say reluctantly, scratching himself: 

 

"Who can tell!" 

 

Granny believed, but her faith was somewhat hazy; everything was mixed up in her 

memory, and she could scarcely begin to think of sins, of death, of the salvation of the 

soul, before poverty and her daily cares took possession of her mind, and she instantly 

forgot what she was thinking about. She did not remember the prayers, and usually in the 

evenings, before lying down to sleep, she would stand before the ikons and whisper: 

 

"Holy Mother of Kazan, Holy Mother of Smolensk, Holy Mother of Troerutchitsy. . ." 

 

Marya and Fyokla crossed themselves, fasted, and took the sacrament every year, but 

understood nothing. The children were not taught their prayers, nothing was told them 

about God, and no moral principles were instilled into them; they were only forbidden to 

eat meat or milk in Lent. In the other families it was much the same: there were few who 

believed, few who understood. At the same time everyone loved the Holy Scripture, 

loved it with a tender, reverent love; but they had no Bible, there was no one to read it 

and explain it, and because Olga sometimes read them the gospel, they respected her, and 

they all addressed her and Sasha as though they were superior to themselves. 

 

For church holidays and services Olga often went to neighbouring villages, and to the 

district town, in which there were two monasteries and twenty-seven churches. She was 

dreamy, and when she was on these pilgrimages she quite forgot her family, and only 



when she got home again suddenly made the joyful discovery that she had a husband and 

daughter, and then would say, smiling and radiant: 

 

"God has sent me blessings!" 

 

What went on in the village worried her and seemed to her revolting. On Elijah's Day 

they drank, at the Assumption they drank, at the Ascension they drank. The Feast of the 

Intercession was the parish holiday for Zhukovo, and the peasants used to drink then for 

three days; they squandered on drink fifty roubles of money belonging to the Mir, and 

then collected more for vodka from all the households. On the first day of the feast the 

Tchikildyeevs killed a sheep and ate of it in the morning, at dinner-time, and in the 

evening; they ate it ravenously, and the children got up at night to eat more. Kiryak was 

fearfully drunk for three whole days; he drank up everything, even his boots and cap, and 

beat Marya so terribly that they had to pour water over her. And then they were all 

ashamed and sick. 

 

However, even in Zhukovo, in this "Slaveytown," there was once an outburst of genuine 

religious enthusiasm. It was in August, when throughout the district they carried from 

village to village the Holy Mother, the giver of life. It was still and overcast on the day 

when they expected Her at Zhukovo. The girls set off in the morning to meet the ikon, in 

their bright holiday dresses, and brought Her towards the evening, in procession with the 

cross and with singing, while the bells pealed in the church across the river. An immense 

crowd of villagers and strangers flooded the street; there was noise, dust, a great crush. . . 

. And the old father and Granny and Kiryak -- all stretched out their hands to the ikon, 

looked eagerly at it and said, weeping: 

 

"Defender! Mother! Defender!" 

 

All seemed suddenly to realize that there was not an empty void between earth and 

heaven, that the rich and the powerful had not taken possession of everything, that there 

was still a refuge from injury, from slavish bondage, from crushing, unendurable poverty, 

from the terrible vodka. 

 

"Defender! Mother!" sobbed Marya. "Mother!" 

 

But the thanksgiving service ended and the ikon was carried away, and everything went 

on as before; and again there was a sound of coarse drunken oaths from the tavern. 

 

Only the well-to-do peasants were afraid of death; the richer they were the less they 

believed in God, and in the salvation of souls, and only through fear of the end of the 

world put up candles and had services said for them, to be on the safe side. The peasants 

who were rather poorer were not afraid of death. The old father and Granny were told to 

their faces that they had lived too long, that it was time they were dead, and they did not 



mind. They did not hinder Fyokla from saying in Nikolay's presence that when Nikolay 

died her husband Denis would get exemption -- to return home from the army. And 

Marya, far from fearing death, regretted that it was so slow in coming, and was glad 

when her children died. 

 

Death they did not fear, but of every disease they had an exaggerated terror. The merest 

trifle was enough -- a stomach upset, a slight chill, and Granny would be wrapped up on 

the stove, and would begin moaning loudly and incessantly: 

 

"I am dy-ing!" 

 

The old father hurried off for the priest, and Granny received the sacrament and extreme 

unction. They often talked of colds, of worms, of tumours which move in the stomach 

and coil round to the heart. Above all, they were afraid of catching cold, and so put on 

thick clothes even in the summer and warmed themselves at the stove. Granny was fond 

of being doctored, and often went to the hospital, where she used to say she was not 

seventy, but fifty-eight; she supposed that if the doctor knew her real age he would not 

treat her, but would say it was time she died instead of taking medicine. She usually went 

to the hospital early in the morning, taking with her two or three of the little girls, and 

came back in the evening, hungry and ill-tempered -- with drops for herself and 

ointments for the little girls. Once she took Nikolay, who swallowed drops for a fortnight 

afterwards, and said he felt better. 

 

Granny knew all the doctors and their assistants and the wise men for twenty miles round, 

and not one of them she liked. At the Intercession, when the priest made the round of the 

huts with the cross, the deacon told her that in the town near the prison lived an old man 

who had been a medical orderly in the army, and who made wonderful cures, and advised 

her to try him. Granny took his advice. When the first snow fell she drove to the town and 

fetched an old man with a big beard, a converted Jew, in a long gown, whose face was 

covered with blue veins. There were outsiders at work in the hut at the time: an old tailor, 

in terrible spectacles, was cutting a waistcoat out of some rags, and two young men were 

making felt boots out of wool; Kiryak, who had been dismissed from his place for 

drunkenness, and now lived at home, was sitting beside the tailor mending a bridle. And 

it was crowded, stifling, and noisome in the hut. The converted Jew examined Nikolay 

and said that it was necessary to try cupping. 

 

He put on the cups, and the old tailor, Kiryak, and the little girls stood round and looked 

on, and it seemed to them that they saw the disease being drawn out of Nikolay; and 

Nikolay, too, watched how the cups suckling at his breast gradually filled with dark 

blood, and felt as though there really were something coming out of him, and smiled with 

pleasure. 

 

"It's a good thing," said the tailor. "Please God, it will do you good." 



 

The Jew put on twelve cups and then another twelve, drank some tea, and went away. 

Nikolay began shivering; his face looked drawn, and, as the women expressed it, shrank 

up like a fist; his fingers turned blue. He wrapped himself up in a quilt and in a sheepskin, 

but got colder and colder. Towards the evening he began to be in great distress; asked to 

be laid on the ground, asked the tailor not to smoke; then he subsided under the sheepskin 

and towards morning he died. 

 

IX 

Oh, what a grim, what a long winter! 

 

Their own grain did not last beyond Christmas, and they had to buy flour. Kiryak, who 

lived at home now, was noisy in the evenings, inspiring terror in everyone, and in the 

mornings he suffered from headache and was ashamed; and he was a pitiful sight. In the 

stall the starved cows bellowed day and night -- a heart-rending sound to Granny and 

Marya. And as ill-luck would have it, there was a sharp frost all the winter, the snow 

drifted in high heaps, and the winter dragged on. At Annunciation there was a regular 

blizzard, and there was a fall of snow at Easter. 

 

But in spite of it all the winter did end. At the beginning of April there came warm days 

and frosty nights. Winter would not give way, but one warm day overpowered it at last, 

and the streams began to flow and the birds began to sing. The whole meadow and the 

bushes near the river were drowned in the spring floods, and all the space between 

Zhukovo and the further side was filled up with a vast sheet of water, from which wild 

ducks rose up in flocks here and there. The spring sunset, flaming among gorgeous 

clouds, gave every evening something new, extraordinary, incredible -- just what one 

does not believe in afterwards, when one sees those very colours and those very clouds in 

a picture. 

 

The cranes flew swiftly, swiftly, with mournful cries, as though they were calling 

themselves. Standing on the edge of the ravine, Olga looked a long time at the flooded 

meadow, at the sunshine, at the bright church, that looked as though it had grown 

younger; and her tears flowed and her breath came in gasps from her passionate longing 

to go away, to go far away to the end of the world. It was already settled that she should 

go back to Moscow to be a servant, and that Kiryak should set off with her to get a job as 

a porter or something. Oh, to get away quickly! 

 

As soon as it dried up and grew warm they got ready to set off. Olga and Sasha, with 

wallets on their backs and shoes of plaited bark on their feet, came out before daybreak: 

Marya came out, too, to see them on their way. Kiryak was not well, and was kept at 

home for another week. For the last time Olga prayed at the church and thought of her 

husband, and though she did not shed tears, her face puckered up and looked ugly like an 

old woman's. During the winter she had grown thinner and plainer, and her hair had gone 



a little grey, and instead of the old look of sweetness and the pleasant smile on her face, 

she had the resigned, mournful expression left by the sorrows she had been through, and 

there was something blank and irresponsive in her eyes, as though she did not hear what 

was said. She was sorry to part from the village and the peasants. She remembered how 

they had carried out Nikolay, and how a requiem had been ordered for him at almost 

every hut, and all had shed tears in sympathy with her grief. In the course of the summer 

and the winter there had been hours and days when it seemed as though these people 

lived worse than the beasts, and to live with them was terrible; they were coarse, 

dishonest, filthy, and drunken; they did not live in harmony, but quarrelled continually, 

because they distrusted and feared and did not respect one another. Who keeps the tavern 

and makes the people drunken? A peasant. Who wastes and spends on drink the funds of 

the commune, of the schools, of the church? A peasant. Who stole from his neighbours, 

set fire to their property, gave false witness at the court for a bottle of vodka? At the 

meetings of the Zemstvo and other local bodies, who was the first to fall foul of the 

peasants? A peasant. Yes, to live with them was terrible; but yet, they were human 

beings, they suffered and wept like human beings, and there was nothing in their lives for 

which one could not find excuse. Hard labour that made the whole body ache at night, the 

cruel winters, the scanty harvests, the overcrowding; and they had no help and none to 

whom they could look for help. Those of them who were a little stronger and better off 

could be no help, as they were themselves coarse, dishonest, drunken, and abused one 

another just as revoltingly; the paltriest little clerk or official treated the peasants as 

though they were tramps, and addressed even the village elders and church wardens as 

inferiors, and considered they had a right to do so. And, indeed, can any sort of help or 

good example be given by mercenary, greedy, depraved, and idle persons who only visit 

the village in order to insult, to despoil, and to terrorize? Olga remembered the pitiful, 

humiliated look of the old people when in the winter Kiryak had been taken to be 

flogged. . . . And now she felt sorry for all these people, painfully so, and as she walked 

on she kept looking back at the huts. 

 

After walking two miles with them Marya said good-bye, then kneeling, and falling 

forward with her face on the earth, she began wailing: 

 

"Again I am left alone. Alas, for poor me! poor, unhappy! . . ." 

 

And she wailed like this for a long time, and for a long way Olga and Sasha could still 

see her on her knees, bowing down to someone at the side and clutching her head in her 

hands, while the rooks flew over her head. 

 

The sun rose high; it began to get hot. Zhukovo was left far behind. Walking was 

pleasant. Olga and Sasha soon forgot both the village and Marya; they were gay and 

everything entertained them. Now they came upon an ancient barrow, now upon a row of 

telegraph posts running one after another into the distance and disappearing into the 

horizon, and the wires hummed mysteriously. Then they saw a homestead, all wreathed 



in green foliage; there came a scent from it of dampness, of hemp, and it seemed for 

some reason that happy people lived there. Then they came upon a horse's skeleton 

whitening in solitude in the open fields. And the larks trilled unceasingly, the corncrakes 

called to one another, and the landrail cried as though someone were really scraping at an 

old iron rail. 

 

At midday Olga and Sasha reached a big village. There in the broad street they met the 

little old man who was General Zhukov's cook. He was hot, and his red, perspiring bald 

head shone in the sunshine. Olga and he did not recognize each other, then looked round 

at the same moment, recognized each other, and went their separate ways without saying 

a word. Stopping near the hut which looked newest and most prosperous, Olga bowed 

down before the open windows, and said in a loud, thin, chanting voice: 

 

"Good Christian folk, give alms, for Christ's sake, that God's blessing may be upon you, 

and that your parents may be in the Kingdom of Heaven in peace eternal." 

 

"Good Christian folk," Sasha began chanting, "give, for Christ's sake, that God's blessing, 

the Heavenly Kingdom . . ." 
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