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M.II. APIIBIFAIIIEB
CAHUH
(ompwvi60K)

CHagana BceM OBLIO HEIOBKO, IOTOMY YTO MHOTHE
BUJENU Jpyr Apyra B nepsbiii pa3. Korpa xe cramu
3aKyCHIBATh M MY>KYMHBI BBIITAIN TI0 HECKOJBKY PIOMOK
BOJIKH, a JKEHII[MHBI BUHA, HEJIOBKOCTh MCYE3/ia, U CTajI0
Becemo. MHOTO TWJIM, CMESUINCh, OCTPUIN M HWHOTAA
OYEHb YJA4YHO — Oerayy B3amyCKH U JIa3wiHn 110 Tope. Jlec
OBLJT Tak 3eNeH U KPacuB, Be3e ObUIO TaK TUXO, CBETIIO H
SIPKO, 9TO HHU y KOTO HE OCTaJOCh Ha AYIIE HUYETO
TEMHOI'0, 3a00THOTO H 3JI0TO.

— Bot,— cka3an 3anbixaBmuiics Ps3aHieB,— eciiu Obl
MOMW TOOONBINIE TaK Mperany W Oeramm, JEBSITH
JECATBIX Oosie3Her He ObLIO ObI!

— 1 nopoxos Toxke,— ckazana Jlsus.

— Hy, mopokoB B uyemoBeke Bcerga OyneT
MPEIOCTATOYHO,— 3aMeTHsI VIBaHOB, W XOTS TO, YTO OH
CKa3aJ, HUKOMY HE II0Ka3aJoch OCOOEHHO METKUM H
OCTPOYMHBIM, CMESUTICH BCE HCKPEHHO.

Iloka mwimM wyail, COJMHLE CTajo CaJUTbCS U peEKa
cTama 30JI0TOM, a MEXAy JIEPEeBBIMU IOTSHYIHUCH
JUTHHHBIE, KOCBIE CTPENbl KPACHOBATOTO CBETA.

— Hy, rocnoma, Ha nogku!— kpukHynaa Jlupa u
mepBast, BEICOKO MOA0OpaB IUIaThe, MycTHUIach OEToM K
6epery.— Kto ckopee!

W xTo 6erom, KTO Ooliee CONHMIHO, BCE MOTSHYIHUCH
3a HEl U ¢ XOXOTOM M IIAIIOCTSIMHU CTall PacCaKUBATHCS
B OOJIBIION MMECTPO pacKpameHHOH JIOAKeE.

— OryanuBaii!— MomoapIM OecrradalIHeIM TOJOCOM
KpukHyna Jlnna.

W nonka merko CKOJIB3HYJA OT Oepera, OCTaBIss 3a

MICHAEL ARTZIBASHEF
SANINE
(excerpt)
Translated by Percy Pinkerton

At first a certain stiffness prevailed, for
many of the party were complete strangers to
each other. But as they began to eat, when the
men had had several liqueurs, and the ladies
wine, such constraint gave way to mirth. They
drank freely, and there was much laughter and
joking. Some ran races and others clambered
up the hill-side. All around was so calm and
bright and the green woods so fair, that nothing
sad or sinister could cast its shadows on their
souls.

"If everybody were to jump about and run
like this," said Riasantzeff, flushed and breath-
less, "nine-tenths of the world's diseases would
not exist."

"Nor the vices either," added Lialia.

"Well, as regards vice there will always be
plenty of that," observed Ivanoff, and although
no one thought such a remark either witty or
wise, it provoked hearty laughter.

As they were having tea, it was the sunset
hour. The river gleamed like gold, and through
the trees fell slanting rays of warm red light.

"Now for the boat!" cried Lida, as, holding
up her skirts, she ran down to the river-bank.
"Who'll get there first?"

Some ran after her, while others followed at
a more leisurely pace, and amid much laughter
they all got into a large painted boat.

MIKHAIL ARTSYBASHEV
SANIN
(excerpt)
Translated by Michael R. Katz

At first everyone felt a bit awkward because many
were meeting for the first time. After they’d begun eat-
ing and the men had downed several shots of vodka
while the women drank wine, the awkwardness disap-
peared and they became very merry. They drank a
great deal, laughed, and cracked jokes, sometimes very
clever ones; they chased one another and climbed the
hill. The forest was so green and lovely, it was so
quite, bright, and clear all around, that no one could
harbor anything dark, distressing, or evil I his soul.

“Now,” said Ryazantsev, completely out of breath,
“If people were to run around like this and jump up
and down, nine-tenth of the world’s illnesses would
not exist!”

“Nor its vices either,” said Lyalya.

“Well, people will always have plenty of vices,”
observed Ivanov; even though what was said didn’t
seem particularly apt or amusing, they all laughed
heartily.

“Well, ladies and gentlemen, to the boats!” Lida
exclaimed. Hoisting her skirt up high, she was the first
to start running towards the riverbank. “Who’s the
fastest?”

While some ran, others proceeded in a more digni-
fied manner, but everyone followed her and, with roars
of laughter and many jokes, took their seats in a large,
brightly painted boat.

“Cast off!” Lyalya cried in a youthful, reckless tone
of voice.
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co00i IHMPOKHWE TOJOCHL, IUIABHO pacxXolsluecs K
obomnm Geperam.

— IOpuit HuxomaeBud4, dYTO e BBl MOJTYHTE?—
cupocuia Jlnga Capoxxnda.

— I'oBoputh Hewero,— ynbioHynCa FOpuil.

— Heyxenu?— nporsnyna Jluna, 3akuapiBasi rojJoBy
Y 9yBCTBYS, YTO BCE MY>KUMHBI €10 JIIOOYIOTCS.

— MOpwuit HuxomaeBmu He moOur 0O60dTaTh 10
mycTakaM,— Hadasl CeMeHOB,— U eMy...

— A, eMy HaJ0 cephe3HYyI0 TeMy?— nepebmna Jluna.

— Cwmotpute, BOT cepbe3Has TeMal— 3aKpudan
3apyauH, Moka3siBasi Ha Oeper.

Tam, mox OOPHIBOM, MEXAY Y3T0BaTBIMH KOPHIMHU
CTaporo IOKOCHBIIETOCS Jy0a, uepHena y3Kas H
yrpioMas apIpa, 3apociuas OypbsSHOM.

— Oro uto xe?— cmpocun llladpos, koTopsrid OB
POJIOM U3 JPYTHUX MECT.

— Iemepa 31ech,— oTBeTUn MIBaHOB.

— Kakas nemepa?

— A d4epr ee 3HaeT... |'0BOpAT, UTO 37€CH KOTJA-TO
Obuta pabpuka (anpIIMBEIX MOHETYHKOB. VX Bcex, Kak
BOJANTCS, TIEPEJIOBUIIN... Y KACHO CKBEPHO, UYTO ITO «TAK
BOJNTCS»,— BCTaBUJ VIBaHOB.

— A 10 THI OB ceiiuac (abpuxy (anbIIMBBIX
JBYTPUBEHHBIX OTKPBII?— crpocst HoBHuKOB.

— 3agem?.. Llenk0-0BBIX, IpYT, HEIKOBBIX!

— I'm..— mpomsHec 3apyauH U Cierka IOXKai
nnedamu. EMy He HpaBuiics MIBaHOB, U OIYTOK €r0 OH HE
MTOHHUMAJI.

— Ja... Hy, nepenosunm, a nemepy 3abpocunu. OHa
3aBaJWIach, U TeNeph TyJda HUKTO He xoauT. Korma s
ObUT eme MIAACHLEM, 1 JIa3ui Tynda. lam JOBOJBHO
HWHTEPECHO.

— Eme Obl He wunHTepecHo!— 3akpmuama Jlmma.—

"Let her go!" cried Lida, in a merry voice of
command. The boat slid away from the shore
leaving behind it two broad stripes on the wa-
ter that disappeared in ripples at the river's
edge.

"Yourii Nicolaijevitch, why are you so si-
lent?" asked Lida.

Yourii smiled. "I've got nothing to say."

"Impossible!" she answered, with a pretty
pout, throwing back her head as if she knew
that all men thought her irresistible.

"Yourii doesn't like talking nonsense," said
Semenoff. "He requires...."

"A serious subject, is that it?" exclaimed
Lida, interrupting.

"Look! there is a serious subject!" said Sa-
rudine, pointing to the shore.

Where the bank was steep, between the
gnarled roots of a rugged oak one could see a
narrow aperture, dark and mysterious, which
was partially hidden by weeds and grasses.

"What is that?" asked Schafroff, who was
unfamiliar with this part of the country.

"A cavern," replied Ivanoff.

"What sort of cavern?"

"The devil only knows! They say that once
it was a coiners' den. As usual they were all
caught. Rather hard lines, wasn't it?" said
Ivanoff.

"Perhaps you'd like to start a business of
that sort yourself and manufacture sham
twenty-copeck pieces?" asked Novikoff.

"Copecks? Not I! Roubles, my friend, rou-
bles!"

The boat glided gently away from the bank, leaving
behind it two broad furrows that spread evenly towards
both sides of the river.

“Yury Nikloaevich, why are you so quiet?” Lida
asked Svarozhich.

“I have nothing to say,” Yury replied with a smile.

“Really?” Lida drawled, tossing her head and sens-
ing that all the men were admiring her.

“Yury Nikolaevich doesn’t like talking nonsense,”
Semyonov began. “And he— "

“Oh, he needs a serious subject, does he?” Lida in-
terrupted.

“Look, there’s a serious subject!” cried Zarudin,
pointing to the bank.

There, under a precipice, among the gnarled roots
of a crooked old oak tree, was a narow, gloomy, black
opening overgrown with tall weeds.

“What’s that?” asked Shafrov, who came from
elsewhere.

“A cave,” replied Ivanov.

“What kind of a cave?”

“The devil only knows!” They say that once there
was a place for making counterfeit money near here.
As usual, they were arrested. It’s really too bad about
that ‘as usual’,” Ivanov inserted.

“Or else you might want to open a counterfeiting
operation yourself and start making twenty-five ko-
peck pieces?” asked Novikov.

“What for? Silver coins, my friend, roubles!”

“Hmm,” Zarudin said and shrugged his shoulders
slightly. He didn’t like Ivanov and didn’t understand
his jokes.

“Yes... Well, they were caught and the cave was
abandoned. It collapsed and no one goes in anymore.
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Buxrop Cepreesny, noiinure Tyaa... Be xpabpsiii!

Y Hee ObIT CTpPaHHBIH TOH, TOYHO TEMEPh, NPHU
JIOJSAX W TIPH CBETE, OHAa XOTeJa M3IeBaTbcd U MCTUTh
3apynuHy 3a TO CTPAaHHOE M JKyTKO€ O0asHHe, KOTOpoe
MIPOM3BOAMII OH Ha HEE BEYEpPOM Hae/InHe.

— 3ageM?— HeJoyMeBasi, CIIPOCHIT 3apyInH.

— S moiimy,— BeBBancs lOpuit m mnoxpachen,
WCIYTaBIINCh, YTO MOyMarOT, OyATO OH pHUCYyeTCH.

— Hemo—xopomree!— ogoopmit VBanos.

— Moxer, 1 Tl noiiaens?— cnpocun HoBrkos.

— Her, 5 mydime TyT MocHxKy.

Bce 3acMesnnce.

Jlogka mpucrana k 6epery, ¥ 4epHas JpIpa CKBO3MIIA
Teleph Hajl CaMOU TOJIOBOM.

— IOpwmii, He penail, moxamylicra, TiIynocrei,—
npucraBana k 6pary Jlsura. — Eit-bory, rmynoctn!

— Koneuno, rimynocty, — mryts cornamancs KOpuit.—
CeMeHOB, TiepeiaiiTe MHE CBEUy. A TIe 5 €€ BO3bMY?

— la c3anu Bac, B Kop3uHe!

CeMeHOB (prrerMaTH4YHO 1OCTA U3 KOP3UHBI CBEY.

— BBl B camoMm pene moiigere?— cupocmia ogHa W3
OaphIllleHb, BBICOKAs, KpacuBas, C TIIONHON TpyJbIO,
JeByIIKa, KoTopyto Jlams HaspiBana 3uHON M haMuims
KoTopoit 6suta Kapcasuna.

— KoneuHo, ort4ero ke HeT?— NPUTBOPSACH
paBHOIYIIHBIM, Bo3pa3wi HOpuii 1 cam MPUITOMHMII, KaK
TaKUM K€ PaBHOAYIIHBIM CTapajics OH OBITH BO BpeMs
OTACHBIX MapTUHHBIX MOXO0XAEHWH. DTO BOCIIOMHUHAHHE
MOYEMY-TO OBLIIO €My HETIPUATHO.

VY Bxoma B memiepy ObTO0 chbipo M TemMHO. CaHWH
3aryIsgHyNI TyJa u ckasan: "bpp!"

Emy Obuto cmemno, uro IOpwmii momeser B
HENpPHUATHOE, OIMAcCHOE MECTO IMOTOMY TOJBKO, YTO Ha
HEro CMOTPAT APYTHUE JIIOIH.

"H-m!" muttered Sarudine, shrugging his
shoulders. He did not like Ivanoff, whose jokes
to him were unintelligible.

"Yes, they were all caught, and the cave
was filled up; it gradually collapsed, and no
one ever goes into it now. As a child I often
used to creep in there. It is a most interesting
place."

"Interesting? 1 should rather think so!" ex-
claimed Lida.

"Victor Sergejevitsch, suppose you go in?
You're one of the brave ones."

"Why?" asked Sarudine, somewhat per-
plexed.

"Il go!" exclaimed Yourii, blushing to
think that the others would accuse him of
showing off.

"It's a wonderful place!" said Ivanoff by
way of encouragement.

"Aren't you going too?" asked Novikoff.

"No, I'd rather stop here!"

At this they all laughed.

The boat drew near the bank and a wave of
cold air from the cavern passed over their
heads.

"For heaven's sake, Yourii, don't do such a
silly thing!" said Lialia, trying to dissuade her
brother. "It really is silly of you!"

"Silly? Of course it is." Yourii, smiling, as-
sented. "Semenoff, just give me that candle,
will you?"

"Where shall I find it?"

"There is one behind you, in the hamper."

Semenoff coolly produced the candle.

When I was a young boy, I used to explore it. It’s very
interesting.”

“Interesting? I should say so!” cried Lida. “Viktor
Sergeevich, you go in there. You’re so brave!”

Her voice had a strange tone, as if now, in the pres-
ence of other people and for all to see, she wanted to
deride and repay Zarudin for that strange and frighten-
ing enchantment he had aroused when they’d been
alone together the other evening.

“What for?” Zaruding asked, without understand-
ing.
“I’ll go,” Yury replied and blushed, afraid that the
others would think he was striking a pose.

“That’s a fine idea,” Ivanov said in encouragement.

“Maybe you’ll go, too?” asked Novikov.

“No, I’d rather wait here.”

Everyone laughed.

The boat approached the bank and now the black
opening loomed just above their heads.

“Please don’t do anything stupid,” Lyalya said, try-
ing to dissuade her brother. “For heaven’s sake, it’s
stupid!”

“Of course it’s stupid,” Yuri agreed jokingly. “Se-
myonov, pass me a candle.”

“But where will I find one?”

“Just behind you, in the basket!”

Semyonov lazily took a candle from the basket.

“Are you really going in?” asked one of the young
ladies, a tall, lovely girl, with a full bosom, whom Lya-
lya called Zina and whose surname was Karsavina.

“Of course! Why not?” Yury replied, pretending to
be nonchalant, recalling how he’d tried to be just as
nonchallant during all his dangerous political esca-
pades. For some reason this recollection was unpleas-
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Opwuit 3axer cmeuy, crapasch HE CMOTPETh Ha
napyrux. Ero yxe myuwnna TaifHas MBICIb: HE CMEIIOH JIH
on? Kazamoce, 94To Kak OyOTO CMEIIOH, HO B TO XK€
BpeMsl Kak-TO CTPaHHO BBIXOAMJIO, YTO HE TOJBKO HE
CMEIIOH, a YIOUBHUTENEH, KpacuB M BO30yXKIaeT B
KEHIIUHAX TO TAWHCTBEHHOE JIOOOIBITCTBO, KOTOpPOE
TaK MPHUATHO M XyTKo. OH MOJ0XAaj, TOKa Pa3sTOPUTCs
cBeYa, U, CMESICh, YTOOBLI 00ecIeunTh ce0sl OT HACMEIIKH,
IIarHyJ BIIEpen M cpa3y yTOHYIN B TeMHOTe. Jlaxe cBeda
Kak Oynro moryxma. VM Bcem crano AeHCTBUTENBHO
KYTKO 32 HETO U JIIOOOTBITHO.

— Cworpure, IOpuit Huxonaesmd,—
Ps3annieB,— Tam, ObIBaeT, BOJIKU MPSIyTCs!

— ¥V MeHs peBonbBep!— riyxo oto3Bancs HOpwii, u
roJOC €ro M3-MOoJI 3eMJIHM MPO3Bydal Kak-TO CTPaHHO,
TOYHO MEPTBBIN.

On ocropoxHo mpobupancs Brepen. CTeHb ObLTH
HU3KWE, HEPOBHBIE U CHIPbIE, KaKk B OombIIOM Torpeoe.
JIHO TO MOAHMMANOCK, TO OIYCKAJIOCh, M pa3a asa FOpwuii
9yTh OBUIO HE COpBaJICA B Kakue-TO sAMbl. OH mogymad,
YTO JIydllle BOPOTHTHCS WM CECTh, MOCHAETH, a IIOTOM
CKa3aTh, YTO XOJMJI AAJTEKO.

Brpyr c3aan mociaplmanuchk IMIard, CKOJB3AIINE T10
MOKpOM IIIMHE, U NpepbIBUCTOE AbiXxaHue. KTo-to men 3a
HuM. IOpuit TOIH:II CBEdy BBIIIE TOJIOBHI.

— 3unanna [laBnoBHa!— yTUBIEHHO BCKPHUKHYII OH.

— Omna camas!— Becemo orto3Bamach KapcaBuHa,
nmox0upas miaTee, YTOOBI IEPECKOUNTH YEpe3 SIMY.

IOputo OBIIO TPHUATHO, YTO 3TO OHA, Becenasd,
monHas, KpacuBas aeBymka. OH cMOTpel Ha Hee
ONeCTSIMUMU TI1a3aMy U yJIbI0aIcs.

— Hy wmpemre e pampiie!— HECKOJIBKO CMYLIEHHO
MPeUIOKIIIA IeBYIIKA.

IOpuii mocaynrHO W JeTrKO TOIIeNl BIEpen, yke

3aKpHyal

"Are you really going?" asked a tall girl,
magnificently proportioned.

Lialia called her Sina, her surname being
Karsavina.

"Of course I am. Why not?" replied Yourii,
striving to show utter indifference. He recol-
lected having done this when engaged in some
of his political adventures. The thought for
some reason or other was not an agreeable one.

The entrance to the cavern was damp and
dark. "Brrr!" exclaimed Sanine, as he looked
in. To him it seemed absurd that Yourii should
explore a disagreeable, dangerous place simply
because others watched him doing it. Yourii,
as self-conscious as ever, lighted the candle,
thinking inwardly, "I am making myself rather
ridiculous, am I not?" But so far from seeming
ridiculous, he won admiration, especially from
the ladies, who were in an agreeable state of
curiosity bordering on alarm. He waited till the
candle burnt more brightly and then, laughing
to avoid being laughed at, disappeared in the
darkness. The light seemed to have vanished,
also. They all suddenly felt concern for his
safety and intense curiosity as to what would
happen.

"Look out for wolves!" cried Riasantzeff.

"It's all right. I've got a revolver!" came the
answer. It sounded faint and weird.

Yourii advanced slowly and with caution.
The sides of the cavern were low, uneven, and
damp as the walls of a large cellar. The ground
was so irregular that twice Yourii just missed
falling into a hole. He thought it would be best

ant.

It was dark and damp at the entrance to the cave.
Sanin glanced in and said, “Brr!”

He was amused that Yury would enter such an un-
pleasant, dangerous place just because other people
were watching/

Yury lit the candle, trying not to look at the others.
A secret thought was already tormenting him: did he
look ridiculous? He felt a bit ridiculous, though at the
same time it was odd because not only was he ridicu-
lous, he was astonishing and magnificent, arousing in
women that enigmatic feeling that is both pleasant abd
frightening. He waited for the wick to light and then,
laughing to protect himself from mockery, he went
forward and disappeared at once into the darkness.
Even the candle seemed to go out. Everyone became
really concerned for him as well as interested.

“Watch out, Yury Nikolaevich,” Ryazantev
shouted. “Sometimes wolves hide in there!”

“I have a revolver!” came Yury’s muffled reply, his
voice sounded somewhat strange from under the
ground, as if he were dead.

He made his way forward carefully. The walls of
the cave were low, uneven, and damp, like the inside
of a large cellar. The floor rose up and then fell away;
twice Yury almost fell into a large hole. He thought it
would be best to turn back or sit down and wait a little,
and then say he’d gone deep into the cave.

Suddenly he heard footsteps behind him, someone
slipping in the wet clay, as well as the sound of heavy
breathing. Someone was following him. Yury raised
the candle above his head.

“Zinaida Pavlovna!” he cried in surprise.

“The very one!” Larsavina replied cheerfully, lift-
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COBCEM He JyMas 00 OMacHOCTH M CTapaTeIbHO OCBEIas
nopory Toiasko KapcaBuHoid.

CreHsl memeps!, U3 KOPUYHEBOH CHIPOIl TIIMHBI, TO
MPHUJBUTATUCh, TOYHO C MOJYAIMBOM yrpo3oil, TO
OTCTYyNalM ¥ JAaBaly Aopory. MecTtamMu BBIBAIHIIHCH
LeNnble TPyAbl KaMHEH M 3eMJIH, a Ha MECTe UX YEPHEIH
riryOoKkne BIAAWHBL. ['pomMana 3emin, HaBUCIIAsS Hax
HUMH, Ka3ajgach MEPTBOH, M YTO-TO CTpalIHOE OBIJIO B
TOM, 4YTO OHa HE BaJUTCA, a BHUCUT HEMOJBHXKHO,
MOJJepXKUBaeMass  CBOMM  HEBHAMMBIM  MOTYYHM
3akoHOM. lloToM BCe BBIXOABI COLNUIMCH B OJHY
O0JIBIIYI0 U MPAYHYIO MEHIepy C TSHKETBIM BO3AYXOM.

IOpwuit obomen ee BOKpyr, WIIa BBIXOJAA, W 33 HUM
XOJMJIN Kadarol[iecss TEHH U IISTHA CBETa, TIIOXILIEro BO
TbMe. Ho BBIXOOB OBIJIO HECKONBKO M BCE 3aBaJICHBI
3emileldl. B 0gHOM yriy nedajbHO NOTHMBAJIM OCTATKH
JIepEeBIHHOTO TOMOCTA, HATOMHUHAs BBIPBITHIE U3 3EMJTH U
OpoIIeHHBIE TOCKH CTapOr0 CTHUBIIETO Irpoda.

— Mamno mo6omneiTHOro!— ckazan Opuii, HeBOJIBHO U
caMm He 3amedas TOro, IOHMXas rosioc. I'pomana 3emun
JlaBUIIA.

— A Bce-taku!- npomenrana  Kapcasuna,
ONeCTSAIMUMH OT OTHA IJIa3aMU OTJISABIBAsACH BOKpYT. Ei
OBLJIO XKYTKO, U OHA 6ECCO3HATENHHO JIepiKaach OmKe K
Opwuto, TOUHO OTHICKHMBAsL y HETO 3AIIHUTHI.

W IOpwuit 310 3ameTmi, ¥ 3TO OBUIO €My NPHUATHO,
BBI3BIBasI KaKyl0-TO YMIJIEHHYIO HEXHOCTh K KpPacoTe U
CJ1ab0CTH JIEBYIIKH.

— Touno 3axuBO mOrpeOCHHBIE,~ TPOJOIIKATIA
KapcaBuHa,—kaxkeTcs, KpUKHU... HUKTO HE YCIIBIIIHNT!

— Hagsepnoe,— ycmexnyics HOpuid.

W y wero Bapyr 3akpyxmiack rojgoa. OH HcCKoca
MMOCMOTpPENT Ha BBICOKYIO TpyJb, €Ba TPHUKPHITYIO
TOHKOW  MaJIOpOCCHHCKON  pyOamkoil, W Kpyrible

to turn back, or to sit down and wait a while so
that he could say that he had gone a good way
in.

Suddenly he heard the sound of footsteps
behind him slipping on the wet clay, and of
some one breathing hard. He held the light
aloft.

"Sinaida Karsavina!"
amazement.

"Her very self!" replied Sina gaily, as she
caught up her dress and jumped lightly over a
hole. Yourii was glad that she, this merry,
handsome girl, had come, and he greeted her
with laughing eyes.

"Let us go on," said Sina shyly.

Yourii obediently advanced. No thoughts of
danger troubled him now, and he was specially
careful to light the way for his companion. He
perceived several exits, but all were blocked.
In one corner lay a few rotten planks, that
looked like the remains of some old coffin.

"Not very interesting, eh?" said Yourii, un-
consciously lowering his voice. The mass of
earth oppressed him.

"Oh! yes it is!" whispered Sina, and as she
looked round her wide eyes gleamed in the
candle-light. She was nervous, and instinc-
tively kept close to Yourii for protection. This
Yourii noticed. He felt a strange sympathy for
his fair, frail companion.

"It is like being buried alive," she con-
tinued. "We might scream, but nobody would
hear us."

"Of course not," laughed Y ourii.

he exclaimed in

ing her skirt to hump over a hole.

Yury was pleased that it was she — a cheerful,
buxom, lovely, young woman. He looked at her with
gleaming eyes and smiled.

“Let’s go on!” he young woman urged, a bit flus-
tered.

Yury proceeded obediently and effortlessly, no
longer worrying about the danger and carefully light-
ing the way for Karsavina.

The walls of the cave, made of moist brown clay, at
times advanced on them as if in silent threat, then re-
treated and gave way. In some places large piles of
stones and earth had rumbled down, leaving only deep,
dark cavities. The mass of earth hanging above them
seemed mortifying, and there was something terrifying
about the fact that is didn’t come crashing down but
just hung there motionless, supported by its own invis-
ible, powerful laws.

Then all the path seemed to converge into one
large, dark cavern filled with heavy air.

Yury walked all around it, looking for a way out; he
was followed by shimmering shadows and glimmers of
light swallowed by darkness. But the few exits had all
been blocked by earth. In one corner lay the gloomily
decomposing remains of an old wooden platform,
reminiscent of the abandoned planks of a rotting coffin
disgorged from the ground.

“Not much of interest here!” Yury said, involun-
tarily lowering his voice without knowing why. He
was oppressed by the large mass of earth above him.

“Oh, yes, there is!” whicpered Karsavina, lloking
around, her eyes gleaming in the candlelight. She was
scarred and clung unconsciously to Yury, as if seeking
his protection.
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MOKaTkle Tuiedrd. MEICHb, 9TO, B CYIITHOCTH, OHA y HETO B
pyKax W HHKTO HE€ YCIBIIUT, ObUTa TaK CHIbHA U
HEOXKHMJIaHHA, YTO HAa MTHOBEHHE y HETO MOTEMHEIO B
rmazax. Ho ceifgac e oH oBiamen cobor0, MOTOMY YTO
OBl WCKpEHHE W HEMOKoJNeOmMo yOeXIeH, dYTo
M3HACHUIIOBATH JKEHIIUHY — OTBPATUTENHHO, a A HETO,
Opus Csapoxkuya, W COBEpPIICHHO HeMbICIHMO. U
BMECTO TOTO YTOOBI CIENATh TO, YETO MY B 3Ty MHHYTY
3aXOTENIOCH OOJBINE KU3HU, OT YEr0o CHION M CTPACTHIO
3aropeJsioch Bce ero Teno, FOpwuii ckazan:

— JlaBaiiTe mompoOyem.

CtpaHHasi IpoXb B €ro rolioce WCIyraiga ero, emy
MoKa3ayock, uto KapcaBuHa moramaercs.

— Kak?— cripocuna geBymika.

— S BeicTpemo,— mosicEnn  HOpwuii,
pEBOIBBED.

— A He obOBamuTCs?

— He 3nat0,— mouemy-to orBetnn IOpwuii, XoTs ObLI
yOeXIeH, 9TO He 00BaIUTCS,— a BBl OOUTECH?

— Her... Hy... cTpendiite...— HEMHOTO OTOJBUIasCh,
ckasayna KapcaBuHa.

IOpwuii BBITSAHYN PYyKy C PEBOJIBBEPOM W BBICTPEIHI.
CBepkHyJia OTHEHHAS MOJIOCKA, ABIM, €IKHH U TSDKEIBIH,
MTHOBEHHO 3aTSHYJ BCE KPYTOM, M TIIYXOU TYJ TSIKKO U
cepauto momren mo rope. Ho 3emis Bucena Tak ke
HEIMOABM)XHO, KaK M paHBbIIIE.

— Tonbko u Bcero,— cka3zan HOpwuii.

— Unewm.

Onu moun Hazand, u koraa KapcaBura moBepHyach
k HOpuro cruHOW W OH yBHAEN €€ KPYyThie CHIBHEIC
Oenpa, OMATH TO XKe >KEIaHWe MPHUILIIO K HEMY U CTajo
TPYJIHO C HUM OOPOTHCS.

— IMocnymaiite, 3unanna [laBnoBHa,— ckazan FOpuii,
caM IyTasiCh CBOETO T0JI0CA M BOMPOCA, HO MPHUTBOPSISCH

BbIHHUMAas

Then a sudden thought caused his brain to
reel. This beautiful girl, so fresh, so desirable,
was at his mercy. No one could see or hear
them.... To Yourii such a thought seemed un-
utterably base. He quickly banished it, and
said:

"Suppose we try?"

His voice trembled. Could Sina have read
his thoughts?

"Try what?" she asked.

"Suppose I fire?" said Yourii, producing his
revolver.

"Will the earth fall in on us?"

"I don't know," he replied, though he felt
certain that nothing would happen. "Are you
afraid?"

"Oh no! Fire away!" said Sina, as she re-
treated a step or so. Holding out the revolver,
he fired. There was a flash, and a dense cloud
of smoke enveloped them, as the echo of the
report slowly died away.

"There! That's all," said Yourii.

"Let us go back."

They retraced their steps, but as Sina
walked on in front of Yourii the sight of her
round, firm hips again brought sensuous
thoughts to his mind that he found it hard to
ignore.

"I say, Sina Karsavina!" His voice faltered.
"l am going to ask you an interesting psy-
chological question. How was it that you did
not feel afraid to come here with me? You said
yourself that if we screamed no one would hear
us.... You don't know me in the least!"

Yury noticed and enjoyed this fact: it aroused a
touching feeling of tenderness for the young woman’s
beauty and weakness.

“It’s as if we were buried alive,” Karsavina con-
tinued. “It seems that if we were to shout, no one
would hear us!”

“Probably not,” Yury said with a laugh.

And suddenly his head began to spin. He cast a
sidelong glance at her ample bosom, barely covered by
her flimsy Ukrainian blouse, and at her round sloping
shoulders. The thought that, in essence, she was com-
pletely in his power and no one could hear anything
was so strong and unexpected that for a moment every-
thing grew dark before his eyes. But he immediately
regained control of himself because he was genuinely
and earnestly convinced that it was abominable to vio-
late a woman — and for him, Yury Svarozhich, it was
altogether inconceivable. And instead of doing what he
wanted to do more than life itself, that which filled his
whole body with strength and passion, Yury said
merely:

“Let’s give ita try.”

The strange tremor in his own voice frightened him;
it seemed to him that Karsavina might guess his
thoughts.

“What?” the young woman asked.

“I’ll fire my gun,” he explained, pulling out his re-
volver.

“Won’t the earth cave in?”

“I don’t know,” Yury answered for some reason, al-
though he was certain that it wouldn’t. “Are you
afraid?”

“No... Well... fire away,” Karsavina said, drawing
back from him slightly.
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6€33a00THBIM,— BOT HWHTEPECHBI IICHXOJOTHYECKHUH
BOIPOC: KaK BEI HE OOSUTHCH CO MHOIO UATH crona?.. Ber
K€ CaMH TOBOPHUTE, YTO €CIM KPUKHYTh, TO HUKTO He
YCJIBIIINUT... A Belb BEI MEHSI COBCEM HE 3HAETe...

KapcaBuna rycTo moOKpacHenra B TEMHOTE,
MoJTqana.

Opwuit gpiman tsxeno. Emy Obuto Kryde MpHSTHO,
TOYHO OH CKOJIB3HJI HaJ KaKoi-TO Oe3IHOH, U B TO Ke
BpEMsI JKI'yde CTBIJTHO.

— S nymana, KOHEYHO, 4YTO BBl IOPAJOYHBII
9eNoBeK...— c1ab0o ¥ HEPOBHO MPOOOPMOTANa AEBYIIKA.

— Hampacuo BBl Tak gymanu!— Bo3pasun FOpuwii, Bce
Temach TeM JK€ JKI'YYMM OIIyImleHHeM. M Bapyr emy
MOKa3aJ0Ch, YTO 3TO OYEHb OPHUTHHAIBHO, YTO OH
TOBOPHUT C HEH TaK, ¥ 9YTO B 3TOM €CTh YTO-TO KPACHBOE.

— S OBl TOrAa... yTONMWJIACH..— €IIe THIIE H elle
6ombiIe KpacHes, mporosopuia KapcaBuHa.

W ot stux cnos B ayme HOpus mosBMIOCH MSTKOE
KaJIOCTINBOE 4yBCTBO. B030yxneHue cpasy ymano, H
Opwuto cramno nerko.

«Kaxkas cmaBHas neBymka!»— mogyMan OH TEIUIO H
WUCKpPEHHE, W CO3HAaHHE YNCTOTHI 3TOW TEMJIOTHl H
WUCKPEHHOCTH OBIJI0O Tak MPHATHO €My, UYTO CIe3bl
BBICTYIIJIN Ha €ro Tiia3ax.

KapcaBuna cuactimBo ynbIOHyJach eMmy, Tropaas
CBOMM OTBETOM H €ro O€3MOJIBHBIM IE€peNaBIINMCS el
0100peHHEM.

W moka oHM IUIM K BBIXOAY, AEBYIIKA C CTPaHHBIM
BOJIHEHHEM JAyMajla O TOM: II0YeMy el ObBIIO Tak He
0o0WIHO, HE CTBHIAHO, a BOJHYIONIE NPHUATHO, YTO OH
CHpammBai ee 00 IToM.

HO

Sina blushed in the darkness and was silent.
At last she murmured.

"Because I thought that you were to be
trusted."

"And suppose that you had been mistaken?"

"Then, I should ... have drowned myself,"
said Sina almost inaudibly.

The words filled Yourii with pity. His pas-
sion subsided, and he felt suddenly solaced.

"What a good little girl!" he thought, sin-
cerely touched by such frank, simple modesty.

Proud of her reply, and gratified by his si-
lent approval, Sina smiled at him, as they re-
turned to the entrance of the cavern. Mean-
while she kept wondering why his question
had not seemed offensive or shameful to her,
but, on the contrary, quite agreeable.

Yury stretched out his hand with the revolver and
fired. A blazing streak flashed out, pungent, heavy
smoke instantly enveloped everything, and a deafening
rumble resounded gravely and angrily through the hill-
side. But the earth hung there as motionless as before.

“There’s all there is to it,” said Yury.

“Let’s go back.”

They started back; as Karsavina walked ahead,
Yury noticed her broad, strong hips; once gain the
same desire took hold of him and it was difficult for
him to overcome it.

“Listen, Zinaida Pavlovna,” said Yury, fearing the
sound of his own voice and of the question but feign-
ing nonchalance. “Here’s an interesting psychological
question: Why weren’t you afraid to come in here with
me? You yourself said that if someone were to shout,
no one would hear us. But you don’t know me at all.”

Karsavina blushed deeply in the darkness, but kept
silent.

Yury’s breathing was labored. He felt intensely
pleased, as if he’d skirted some abyss, and at the same
time felt intensely ashamed.

“I thought, of course, that you were a decent man,”
the young woman muttered weakly and unsteadily.

“But what if you’d been wrong to think that?” Yury
replied, toying with the same burning sensation. Sud-
denly it seemed that the way he was speaking was very
original and that there was something splendid about it.

“Then... I would’ve drowned myself,” Karsavina
answered, even more quietly, blushing even more
deeply.

And, as a result of these words, Yury felt the onset
of a gentle compassion. Instantly his excitement van-
ished and he felt relieved.
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What a fine girl! he thought with warmth and sin-
cerity; and his awareness of the purity of this warmth
and sincerity was so pleasant that tears welled up in his
eyes.

Karsavina smiled at him happily, proud of her own
reply and his silent approval,

As they made their way to the mouth of the cave,
the young woman reflected with strange agitation:
Why wasn’t she offended or ashamed when he asked
her that question? Why was she instead so intensely
pleased?




