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C.T_AKCAKOB

CEMEWHAS XPOHUKA
(ompwl8OK)

B nbuty Takol BOCTOPKEHHOCTH BAPYT B3AyMa-
JIOCh €My HarpaJuTh CBOIO YalHUIY U KOpeiHnry AK-
CIOTKY, KOTOpPYIO OH bor 3Haer 3a 4To MOCTOSHHO *a-
JoBasl. AKCIOTKa ObliTa KpyTJias KPeCThsHCKasi CHPOTa,
B35iTasi BO JBOP, HA CeHU, C CEMIIIETHETO BO3pacTa
€IMHCTBEHHO MOTOMY, YTO €€ HEKOMY OBbLJIO KOPMHTb.
Ona Obl1a OYEHB TypHA JIUIIOM: PbDKasi, B BECHYIIKAX,
C TIJa3aMl HEW3BECTHOTO IIBETa M, CBEPX TOTO,
OTBPATHTEIHLHO HEONMpSATHA W 3J1a. 3a 4YTO OBl €e
mo6uts? A Crenan Muxaineld oueHb e JI00WI, U He
mpoxoamio obeaa, 9Tod OH HE aBajl WM He MOCHUIAN
CO CTONa TOJAYKH CBOEH AKCIOTKE; KOTJa e OHa
cTala JEBKOM B BO3pacTe, 3acTaBWil IO YyTpaMm
HaIMBaTh ceOe Yall M pasroBapuBal C HEKO Ielble
gacel. B HacTosee BpeMst AKCIOTKE OBLIO yKe JaIeKo
3a TpUALATH JIeT. 1 BOT B 01HO yTpO, Uepe3 HECKOIBKO
JTHEH Tmocne pagocTHoW Bectm w3 Y¢ui, Crenan
Muxaiinera TOBOPHUT AKkcioTke: «Uto THI, mOypa,
xonumns Hepsixon? [loau W MPHOIEHBCS XOPOIIEHBKO,
MO-TIPA3THUYHOMY; S XO04y TeOs 3aMy>K BBIAATHY.
Ockammna 3yObl AKCIOTKA W, CUHTasg, 4YTO OapWH
Oamaryput, otBevana: «Hy kTo Ha MHeE, Ha cHpOTe,
xenutcs? Pa3Be mactyx Kupcanka?» 3to Obln
M3BECTHBIN aypak u ypox. Crenany Muxaiasldy cTano
Kak OyIOTO TOCagHO, W OH MPOAOIDKAN: «YXK €Cld o
MTOCBATAK0 — )KCHUTCS YTO HU JIydIui napeHs. [lommma
OJICHBCS. U MHUTOM TPHUXOIU KO MHE». B pamocTHOM
HemoyMeHnH yruia Axkciotka, a Creman Mwuxailibra

SERGE AKSAKOFF

A RUSSIAN GENTLEMAN
(excerpt)
Translated by J. Duff

In his excitement and joy, it occurred to him sud-
denly to bestow a mark of his favour upon Aksyutka,
the maid who poured out tea and coffee, to whom he
always showed an unaccountable partiality. Aksyutka
was a peasant's daughter who had lost both parents and
was brought to the house at Bagrovo when she was
seven years old, merely to save her from starvation.
She was exceedingly ugly — red-haired and freckled,
with eyes of no colour in particular; she was also bad-
tempered and a horrible sloven. This does not sound
attractive; but Stepan Mihailovitch took a great fancy
to her, and never did dinner pass without his giving or
sending to the child something taken from the dishes at
table. When she grew up, he made her pour out his tea
in the morning and talked to her for hours at a time.
She was now a good deal over thirty. One morning,
soon after the good news came from Ufa, Stepan
Mihailovitch said to her:

"What makes you go about looking like a
scarecrow? Be off, you stupid creature, and put on
your best clothes that you wear on holidays. I mean to
find you a husband." Aksyutka grinned: she thought
her master was not serious, and answered:

"Why, who would marry an orphan like me, except
perhaps Kirsanka, the shepherd?” (Kirsanka, as every
one knew, was deformed and idiotic.) Stepan
Mihailovitch seemed vexed; he went on,

"If T arrange the marriage, you can have your pick

SERGEI AKSAKOV

A FAMILY CHRONICLE
(excerpt)
Translated by C. E. Bechhofer

In the fullness of his delight my grandfather sud-
denly thought of doing a kindness to Aksyuta, the serf-
girl who made his tea and coffee, and whom no one
knew why he was continually rewarding. Aksyuta was
a little orphan peasant, taken into service at seven
years old, simply because there was no one to look
after her. She was very ugly to look at red-haired,
freckled, with eyes of unknown colour, and, besides,
she was disgustingly squalid and evil-tempered. How
could he like her? And yet my grandfather liked her
very much, and not a dinner passed but he gave or sent
out little scraps to his Aksyuta; when she grew into a
girl, he made her pour him out tea in the mornings, and
used to chat with her for hours at a time. At the present
moment Aksyuta was well over thirty years old. And
one morning my grandfather said to her,

"Why are you in rags, you little fool? Go and dress
yourself prettily in your holiday clothes; I want you to
marry."

Aksyuta showed her teeth and, thinking that her
master was joking, replied, "Who'll marry me, an
orphan? The shepherd Kirsanka, perhaps?"

This was a well-known idiot and cripple. My
grandfather felt rather angry, and he continued, "If I
suggest it, the best of our young men will be glad to
marry you. Go and dress, and come back to me at
once!"

In joyful perplexity Aksyuta went away, and my
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Bejes 1mo3Bath K cebe Bana Masblma; Mbl OTYaCTH
YK€ 3HaeM ero. JTo ObUT JABaIlaTHYETHIPEXJIETHUI
MapeHb, KPOBb C MOJIOKOM, MOJIOZIEI] B ITOJTHOM CMBICTIE
¥ POCTOM M JTOPOJICTBOM, CHIH CTAPUHHOTO YCEPIHOTO
coyru, bopuca IlerpoBa XopeBa, yMepumiero B
MyradeBIIMHY OT 3a00T, Kak BCE OyMald, U CYXOTBI
IpU COXPAaHEHHUH B TMOPSAKE BBEPEHHBIX €rO
ympaBieHuo kpectbsiH Hosoro barposa, korga
nmoMemuk Oexan ¢ ceMbell B AcTpaxanb. lBaHa
MOTOMY 3Baji MaJbIIIOM, YTO Y HETO ObLI CTapIIHid
Opar Takke VBaH, KOTOpBIM IPO3BIBAICS XOpEB, IO
MpO3BULLY CBOEro orua. MBaH Mabl BeIpOC Iepen
CBOMM OapHMHOM Kak JHCT mepen TpaBoi. Creman
Muxaiineld OCMOTpen Ha HeEro, MoJr0oBalcs |
CKa3aJl caMbIM MHJIOCTHBBIM H JJACKOBBIM T'OJIOCOM, OT
KOTOporo y Mamnplia )WIKU 33ApOKald C pagoCcTH:
«Mamnplt, st xo4y Te0s KEHHUThY». — «Balia rocroackast
Boyis, Oarromka CremaH Muxaield», — OTBeYal
Oymiol u TeiaoM ImpeaaHHbld ciyra. «llogum ke
MPUHAPSANCH U MPUXOAU KO MHE; Ja 4TOO OJlHa HOora
Tam, a JApyras 37ecb». Malbl OImpoMeThI0 To0eKaT
WCTIONTHUTh OapCKkmii TpuKa3. AKCIOTKa, OIHAKoO,
MpUIIIa TIEpBas; OHAa MPUIIaAWiia U MpUMasaja CBOU
pBDKHE BOJIOCHI KOPOBBMM  MAacjiOM, Harsuidia
Mpa3aHUYHYI0 KOPTy ¢ F0OKOH, 00ymack B OamMaxku —
u He moxopomiena! OHa He MOTja yAEPXKUBATHCA, U
poT ee OecnpecTaHHO KPHUBHWICS OT PaJOCTHOU
YIBIOKH; € ObUIO CTBIIHO OTTOTO, M OHA 3aKphIBajia
muio pykoro. Creman Muxaiined cMmesics. «4ro,
000, HEOOCh XOYeTCs 3aMyX», — TOBOPHJ OH...
Coxonom Biieten Maipimi, ¥ MOpPO3 TOApai €ro Mo
KOXXK€ TIpU BHUJE HapAIHOW BOpPOHBI AKCIOTKH. «BoT
Tebe HeBecTa, — Becelo ckaszan Cremad Muxaiabey, —
OHAa MHE XOpOIIO CIYXHT, M OT€Ll TBOH MHE XOpOIIO

of the young men. Go and dress yourself, and come
back at once." Aksyutka went out surprised and
delighted; and Stepan Mihailovitch summoned Little
Ivan to his presence. We have heard something of this
man already; he was now twenty-four years old, with a
complexion of lilies and roses, a very fine young
fellow, both tall and stout. At the time of Pugatchoff's
revolt, when the master himself took refuge with his
family at Astrakhan, Ivan's father had been left in
charge of the serfs at Bagrovo; and it was generally
supposed that his death was due to overwork and
anxiety at that time. He left two sons, both called Ivan,
and this one was known as Little Ivan, to distinguish
him from his elder brother, who inherited his father's
nickname of Weasel. Little Ivan appeared before his
master, "like a leaf before the grass."*

Stepan  Mihailovitch looked at him with
admiration, and then said in a voice so kind that the
lad's heart leaped for joy,

"Ivan, I mean to give you a wife."

"Your will is law, batyushka Stepan Mihailovitch,"
answered the man, devoted body and soul to his
master.

"Well, go and dress yourself in your best, and
come back to me in less than no time." Ivan flew off to
do his master's bidding.

Aksyutka was the first to reappear; she had
smoothed her red hair and greased it with oil, and put
on her smartest jacket and skirt, and her bare feet were
hidden in shoes; but alas! she was no more beautiful
than before. She was much excited, and her mouth was
constantly expanding into a broad grin, which she tried
to hide with her hand, because she felt ashamed of it.
Stepan Mihailovitch laughed :

grandfather ordered Young Ivan to be sent for. He was
a youth, twenty-four years of age, full-blooded, a fine
fellow in every sense of the term, both in build and
figure, the son of a zealous old servant who had died
from worry and emaciation, as every one thought, in
keeping order among the peasants he had been put in
charge of. Ivan was called the "Young" because he had
an elder brother, also named Ivan, who was nicknamed
Parrot, like his father. Young Ivan flew up like the
wind.

My grandfather looked at him with admiration and,
in the kindest and gentlest of voices, whereat Ivan's
blood began to freeze, he said, "Ivan, I want you to
marry."

"It is your will, master," answered the serf, who
was devoted to him in body and soul.

"Go and put on your best clothes, and come back
to me as fast as you can."

Ivan ran off precipitately to carry out his master's
order. Aksyuta returned first; she had smoothed and
oiled her red hair with butter, had thrown on a holiday
blouse and skirt, and put on her boots and looked none
the prettier! She could not control herself, and her
mouth twisted unceasingly with a joyful smile; she felt
ashamed of this and covered her face with her hand.
My grandfather laughed.

"What, little one! You want a husband, eh?" said
he.

Ivan flew up like a falcon, but he felt chilled to the
bone at the sight of that dressed-up crow, Aksyuta.

"Here's a bride for you," said my grandfather
merrily; "she serves me well, and your father served
me well: I'll not abandon you." Then he spoke to his
wife who had just come up.
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CIIy’)KWI: sI Bac He NOKUHY. — Apwuila, — CKaszajl OH,
0o0paTsACh K TOJBKO YTO BOILIEIUICH XEHE, — HEBECTe
CIIIUTH BCE MPUAAHOE U3 TOCIIOJCKOTO A00pa, U KOPOBY
el nmatb u cBaapOy CHIrpaTh TOCHOJCKHM IIHBOM,
BHHOM " Xap4yamm». [IpotuBopeunii He 6pu10. CBagB0y
ceirpanu. AkcioTka 0e3 mamsaTh BIOOWIack B
KpacaBla Myka, a MaJbl BO3HEHAaBHJEN CBOIO
MIPOTUBHYIO JXKEHY, KOTOpas Oblaa BIOOABOK cTapiie
€ro JeciThI0 ToAaMU. AKCIOTKa PEBHOBANa C yTpa JI0
Beuepa, 1 He 0e3 MpUYMHBI, a MaJblll KOJIOTUNI €€ C
yTpa [10 Beuepa, U TakxKe He 0€3 IPUUUHBI, IOTOMY YTO
OJHO TOJIBKO TIOJIEHO, W TO HEHAZOoJro, MOIJIO
3aKMMaTh €W poOT, yHUMaTh ee 370W s3bIK. JKaib,
ouenb xanb! [lorpemmn Crenan Muxailiba u cuenan
OH 4y’K0€ T'OP€ U3 CBOEH PafOCTH.

"Oh, she's willing enough to take a husband," he
said. Back flew Ivan; but the sight of Aksyutka's ugly
face and fine dress sent a cold shiver down his back.

"There is your bride," said Stepan Mihailovitch;
"she is a good servant to me as your father was once.
You may both count on my protection." His wife now
came in, and he turned to her and said :

"Arisha, the bride's clothes are all to be made out
of our stuff; I shall give her a cow and provide
everything to eat and drink at the wedding." No one
raised any objections, and the marriage took place.
Aksyutka was charmed with her handsome husband,
but he detested his repulsive wife, who was ten years
older than him to boot. She was jealous of him all day
long, and not without reason; and he beat her all day
long, with some excuse on his side also; for nothing
but the stick — and not even that for long — could shut
her mouth and keep her wicked tongue from wagging.
It was a pity, a great pity: Stepan Mihailovitch did a
wrong thing when he made others sad because he was
happy.

* Le. "instantly,” though why the phrase means
this I cannot discover. In Russian fairy-tales, a witch
regularly summons any one she wants with the words,
"Stand thou before me, like a leaf before the grass!”

"Let a dowry be sewn for the bride from our own
stores, and a cow given to her, and let the wedding be
celebrated with our own beer, wine, and victuals."

There was no gainsaying him. The wedding was
celebrated. Aksyuta fell over head and ears in love
with her handsome husband, but Ivan began to hate his
ugly wife, who was besides ten years older than he.
Aksyuta was jealous from morning till night, and not
without cause; and Ivan beat her from morning till
night, also not without cause, for only the stick and
that not for long could close her mouth and stop her
angry tongue. It was a pity, a great pity, that my grand-
father's joy became a source of others' sorrow.




