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	Н.В. ГОГОЛЬ
РЕВИЗОР (III, 6)

ХЛЕСТАКОВ Я не люблю церемонии. Напротив, я даже стараюсь всегда проскользнуть незаметно. Но никак нельзя скрыться, никак нельзя! Только выйду куда-нибудь, уж и говорят: «Вон, говорят, Иван Александрович идет!» А один раз меня приняли даже за главнокомандующего: солдаты выскочили из гауптвахты и сделали ружьем. После уже офицер, который мне очень знаком, говорит мне: «Ну, братец, мы тебя совершенно приняли за главнокомандующего».

АННА АНДРЕЕВНА. Скажите как!

ХЛЕСТАКОВ. С хорошенькими актрисами знаком. Я ведь тоже разные водевильчики... Литераторов часто вижу. С Пушкиным на дружеской ноге. Бывало, часто говорю ему: «Ну что, брат Пушкин?» – «Да так, брат, – отвечает, бывало, – так как-то всё...» Большой оригинал.

АННА АНДРЕЕВНА. Так вы и пишете? Как это должно быть приятно сочинителю! Вы, верно, и в журналы помещаете?

ХЛЕСТАКОВ. Да, и в журналы помещаю. Моих, впрочем, много есть сочинений: «Женитьба Фигаро», «Роберт-Дьявол», «Норма». Уж и названий даже не помню. И всё случаем: я не хотел писать, но театральная дирекция говорит: «Пожалуйста, братец, напиши что-нибудь». Думаю себе: «Пожалуй, изволь, братец!» И тут же в один вечер, кажется, всё написал, всех изумил. У меня легкость необыкновенная в мыслях. Все это, что было под именем барона Брамбеуса, «Фрегат "Надежды"» и «Московский телеграф»... все это я написал.

АННА АНДРЕЕВНА. Скажите, так это вы были Брамбеус?

ХЛЕСТАКОВ. Как же, я им всем поправляю статьи. Мне Смирдин дает за это сорок тысяч.

АННА АНДРЕЕВНА. Так, верно, и «Юрий Милославский» ваше сочинение?

ХЛЕСТАКОВ. Да, это мое сочинение.

АННА АНДРЕЕВНА. Я сейчас догадалась.

МАРЬЯ АНТОНОВНА. Ах, маменька, там написано, что это господина Загоскина сочинение.

АННА АНДРЕЕВНА. Ну вот: я и знала, что даже здесь будешь спорить.

ХЛЕСТАКОВ. Ах да, это правда: это точно Загоскина; а есть другой «Юрий Милославский», так тот уж мой.

АННА АНДРЕЕВНА. Ну, это, верно, я ваш читала. Как хорошо написано!

ХЛЕСТАКОВ. Я, признаюсь, литературой существую. У меня дом первый в Петербурге. Так уж и известен: дом Ивана Александровича. (Обращаясь ко всем.) Сделайте милость, господа, если будете в Петербурге, прошу, прошу ко мне. Я ведь тоже балы даю.

АННА АНДРЕЕВНА. Я думаю, с каким там вкусом и великолепием даются балы!

ХЛЕСТАКОВ. Просто не говорите. На столе, например, арбуз – в семьсот рублей арбуз. Суп в кастрюльке прямо на пароходе приехал из Парижа; откроют крышку – пар, которому подобного нельзя отыскать в природе. Я всякий день на балах. Там у нас и вист свой составился: министр иностранных дел, французский посланник, английский, немецкий посланник и я. И уж так уморишься играя, что просто ни на что не похоже. Как взбежишь по лестнице к себе на четвертый этаж – скажешь только кухарке: «На, Маврушка, шинель...» Что ж я вру – я и позабыл, что живу в бэльэтаже. У меня одна лестница стoит... А любопытно взглянуть ко мне в переднюю, когда я еще не проснулся: графы и князья толкутся и жужжат там, как шмели, только и слышно: ж... ж... ж... Иной раз и министр...

Городничий и прочие с робостью встают с своих стульев.

Мне даже на пакетах пишут: «ваше превосходительство». Один раз я даже управлял департаментом. И странно: директор уехал, – куда уехал, неизвестно. Ну, натурально, пошли толки: как, что, кому занять место? Многие из генералов находились охотники и брались, но подойдут, бывало, – нет, мудрено. Кажется и легко на вид, а рассмотришь – просто черт возьми! После видят, нечего делать, – ко мне. И в ту же минуту по улицам курьеры, курьеры, курьеры... можете представить себе, тридцать пять тысяч одних курьеров! Каково положение? – я спрашиваю. «Иван Александрович, ступайте департаментом управлять!» Я, признаюсь, немного смутился, вышел в халате: хотел отказаться, но думаю: дойдет до государя, ну да и послужной список тоже... «Извольте, господа, я принимаю должность, я принимаю, говорю, так и быть, говорю, я принимаю, только уж у меня: ни, ни, ни!.. Уж у меня ухо востро! уж я..» И точно: бывало, как прохожу через департамент, – просто землетрясенье, все дрожит и трясется, как лист.

Городничий и прочие трясутся от страха. Хлестаков горячится сильнее.

О! я шутить не люблю. Я им всем задал острастку. Меня сам государственный совет боится. Да что в самом деле? Я такой! я не посмотрю ни на кого... я говорю всем: «Я сам себя знаю, сам». Я везде, везде. Во дворец всякий день езжу. Меня завтра же произведут сейчас в фельдмарш... (Поскальзывается и чуть-чуть не шлепается на пол, но с почтением поддерживается чиновниками.)

ГОРОДНИЧИЙ (подходя и трясясь всем телом, силится выговорить). А ва-ва-ва... ва...

ХЛЕСТАКОВ (быстрым, отрывистым голосом). Что такое?

ГОРОДНИЧИЙ. А ва-ва-ва.., ва...

ХЛЕСТАКОВ (таким же голосом). Не разберу ничего, всё вздор.

ГОРОДНИЧИЙ. Ва-ва-ва... шество, превосходительство, не прикажете ли отдохнуть?.. вот и комната, и все что нужно.

ХЛЕСТАКОВ. Вздор – отдохнуть. Извольте, я готов отдохнуть. Завтрак у вас, господа, хорош... Я доволен, я доволен. (С декламацией.) Лабардан! лабардан! 
	N.GOGOL 
THE INSPECTOR-GENERAL (III, 6)

Тranslated by Thomas Seltzer

KHLESTAKOV. I don't like ceremony. On the contrary, I always like to slip by unobserved. But it's impossible to conceal oneself, impossible. I no sooner show myself in a place than they say, "There goes Ivan Aleksandrovich!" Once I was even taken for the commander-in-chief. The soldiers rushed out of the guard-house and saluted. Afterwards an officer, an intimate acquaintance of mine, said to me: "Why, old chap, we completely mistook you for the commander-in-chief."

ANNA. Well, I declare!

KHLESTAKOV. I know pretty actresses. I've written a number of vaudevilles, you know. I frequently meet literary men. I am on an intimate footing with Pushkin. I often say to him: "Well, Pushkin, old boy, how goes it?" "So, so, partner," he'd reply, "as usual." He's a great original.

ANNA. So you write too? How thrilling it must be to be an author! You write for the papers also, I suppose?

KHLESTAKOV. Yes, for the papers, too. I am the author of a lot of works – The Marriage of Figaro, Robert le Diable, Norma. I don't even remember all the names. I did it just by chance. I hadn't meant to write, but a theatrical manager said, "Won't you please write something for me?" I thought to myself: "All right, why not?" So I did it all in one evening, surprised everybody. I am extraordinarily light of thought. All that has appeared under the name of Baron Brambeus was written by me, and the The Frigate of Hope and The Moscow Telegraph.

ANNA. What! So you are Brambeus?

KHLESTAKOV. Why, yes. And I revise and whip all their articles into shape. Smirdin gives me forty thousand for it.

ANNA. I suppose, then, that Yury Miroslavsky is yours too.

KHLESTAKOV. Yes, it's mine.

ANNA. I guessed at once.

MARYA. But, mamma, it says that it's by Zagoskin.

ANNA. There! I knew you'd be contradicting even here.

KHLESTAKOV. Oh, yes, it's so. That was by Zagoskin. But there is another Yury Miroslavsky which was written by me.

ANNA. That's right. I read yours. It's charming.

KHLESTAKOV. I admit I live by literature. I have the first house in St. Petersburg. It is well known as the house of Ivan Aleksandrovich. [Addressing the company in general.] If any of you should come to St. Petersburg, do please call to see me. I give balls, too, you know.

ANNA. I can guess the taste and magnificence of those balls.

KHLESTAKOV. Immense! For instance, watermelon will be served costing seven hundred rubles. The soup comes in the tureen straight from Paris by steamer. When the lid is raised, the aroma of the steam is like nothing else in the world. And we have formed a circle for playing whist – the Minister of Foreign Affairs, the French, the English and the German Ambassadors and myself. We play so hard we kill ourselves over the cards. There's nothing like it. After it's over I'm so tired I run home up the stairs to the fourth floor and tell the cook, "Here, Mavrushka, take my coat"—What am I talking about? – I forgot that I live on the first floor. One flight up costs me –  My foyer before I rise in the morning is an interesting spectacle indeed—counts and princes jostling each other and humming like bees. All you hear is buzz, buzz, buzz. Sometimes the Minister – 

[The Governor and the rest rise in awe from their chairs.]  –

Even my mail comes addressed "Your Excellency." And once I even had charge of a department. A strange thing happened. The head of the department went off, disappeared, no one knew here. Of course there was a lot of talk about how the place would be filled, who would fill it, and all that sort of thing. There were ever so many generals hungry for the position, and they tried, but they couldn't cope with it. It's too hard. Just on the surface it looks easy enough; but when you come to examine it closely, it's the devil of a job. When they saw they couldn't manage, they came to me. In an instant the streets were packed full with couriers, nothing but couriers and couriers – thirty-five thousand of them, imagine! Pray, picture the situation to yourself! "Ivan Aleksandrovich, do come and take the directorship of the department." I admit I was a little embarrassed. I came out in my dressing-gown. I wanted to decline, but I thought it might reach the Czar's ears, and, besides, my official record –  "Very well, gentlemen," I said, "I'll accept the position, I'll accept. So be it. But mind," I said, "na-na-na, LOOK SHARP is the word with me, LOOK SHARP!" And so it was. When I went through the offices of my department, it was a regular earthquake, Everyone trembled and shook like a leaf. [The Governor and the rest tremble with fright. Khlestakov works himself up more and more as he speaks.] Oh, I don't like to joke. I got all of them thoroughly scared, I tell you. Even the Imperial Council is afraid of me. And really, that's the sort I am. I don't spare anybody. I tell them all, "I know myself, I know myself." I am everywhere, everywhere. I go to Court daily. Tomorrow they are going to make me a field-marsh – 

[He slips and almost falls, but is respectfully held up by the officials.]
GOVERNOR [walks up to him trembling from top to toe and speaking with a great effort]. Your Ex-ex-ex-

KHLESTAKOV [curtly]. What is it?

GOVERNOR. Your Ex-ex-ex-

KHLESTAKOV [as before]. I can't make out a thing, it's all nonsense.

GOVERNOR. Your Ex-ex – Your 'lency—Your Excellency, wouldn't you like to rest a bit? Here's a room and everything you may need.

KHLESTAKOV. Nonsense – rest! However, I'm ready for a rest. Your lunch was fine, gentlemen. I am satisfied, I am satisfied. [Declaiming.] Labardan! Labardan! 

	N.GOGOL 
THE GOVERNMENT INSPECTOR (III, 6)
Translated by Christopher English

KHLESTAKOV. I don’t hold with standing on ceremony. On the contrary: I always go out of my way to be inconspicuous. But it’s impossible, quite impossible! As soon as I turn the corner they all start saying: “Look: it’s Ivan Alexandrovich!” Do you know, once they took me for the Commander-in-Chief. The soldiers all came rushing out of their guardroom and presented arms. And afterwards their officer – who’s incidentally a very close friend of mine – said to me: “You know, old chap, we were all quite sure you were the C-in-C!”

ANNA ANDREYEVNA. Good heavens, who would have thought it!

KHLESTAKOV. Oh, yes, I’m known all round. I know all the pretty actresses, of course. I write the odd little vaudeville for them, you know. Yes, I know a lot of literary types too. Pushkin and I are great chums. I bump into him every so often: “How’s it going, Push, old boy?” I say. “Middling, old chap,” he says, “fair to middling.” Old Pushkin’s quite a wag, I can tell you.

ANNA ANDREYEVNA. So you’re a writer too? How splendid it must be to be so talented! Do you write for magazines?

KHLESTAKOV. Oh, yes, I do a bit for the magazines. But then I’ve knocked off so many things: Roberto Il Diabolo, The Marriage of Figaro, Norma. I can’t even remember what half of them are called. It all happened quite by chance, actually. Those blasted theatre managers were always after me: “Do please write us something, old fellow.” So I thought, “What the hell: I’ll give it a try.” Do you know, I sat down that very same evening and wrote the lot. Yes, well, I’ve always had a great facility for thought. All that stuff by Baron Brambeus, The Frigate of Hope, Moscow Telegraph… They’re mine really.

ANNA ANDREYEVNA. You don’t mean to say that you’re Baron Brambeus?

KHLESTAKOV. Yes, I correct all their bits and pieces at one time or another. Smirdin gives me 40,000 a year for it.

ANNA ANDREYEVNA. Tell me, would Yuri Miloslavsky be yours as well?

KHLESTAKOV. Oh, yes, that’s one of mine.

ANNA ANDREYEVNA. There! I knew it must be.

MARIA ANTONOVNA. But, Mama, it says on the cover that it was written by Mr. Zagoskin.

ANNA ANDREYEVNA. You would have to make trouble, wouldn’t you?

KHLESTAKOV. Yes, of course, it is by Zagoskin. But there’s another Yuri Miloslavsky, and that one’s by me.

ANNA ANDREYEVNA. Well, I’m certain it was yours I was reading – it’s so beautifully written!

KHLESTAKOV. I must admit, I juts live for literature. I keep the best house in Petersburg. Everybody knows it: “That’s Ivan Alexandrovich’s house,” they say. (Addressing all.) Gentlemen, if you’re ever in Petersburg I beg you to do me the kindness of visiting me. I give balls too, you know.

ANNA ANDREYEVNA. I can just imagine how grand and refined they must be!

KHLESTAKOV. They’re really quite beyond description. I serve up a watermelon, for example, costing all of 700 rubles. I have soup brought in the pot by steamer from Paris, and the aroma when you lift the lid – out of this world. I’m always at a ball somewhere or other. Or else we make up a four for whist: the Foreign Minister, the French Ambassador, the English, the German Ambassador and me. Sometimes we keep playing until we’re ready to drop. I just have enough strength to dash up the stairs to my fourth-floor flat and say to the cook: “Take my coat, Mavrushka…” Good heavens, what am I saying – I mean the first floor of course. Why, the staircase alone is worth… And the hall, in the morning, simply teeming and buzzing with counts and princes, even before I wake up. Bzz, bzz… just like a swarm of bees. Sometimes the Prime Minister himself looks in.

The others come to their feet, awestruck.

I’m even addressed on my dispatches: “His Excellency.” I was in charge of a department once for a while. Queer business it was, the director simply vanished into thin air, no one knew where. So, of course, there was the usual bickering about who should stand in for him. All sorts of generals volunteered but as soon as they got a taste for it – no, it was difficult. At first sight you’d think the job was easy – but take a closer look – the devil of a business. So in the end they had to send for me. They sent messengers all over the city – messengers, couriers, errand-boys – you’ve no idea. Altogether 35,000 messengers. “Well, what’s the problem,” I asked. “Ivan Alexandrovich, come and take charge of the department!” I must admit, I was a bit taken aback. They caught me in my dressing gown. I wanted to turn it down but then I thought it might get to the ears of His Majesty and I didn’t want to blot my copybook… All right,” I said, “I’ll do it if you insist, but I’m warning you, none of your lip now! You have to be on our own toes with me… Or else…” And I shall tell you, the moment I walked into that department, you’d have thought there had been an earthquake: they were all trembling in their boots. Every one of them.

The Mayor and his crew shake with fear. 
Khlestakov gets more worked up still.

No, I’m not to be trifled with. I put the fear of God into them. Even the Cabinet’s scared stiff of me. And I should think so too! I’m like that! I don’t take no for an answer. That’s what I tell them all. I know my own mind, I do. No doors are barred to me. I drop in at the Palace every day. Tomorrow they’re promoting me to Field-Marsh… (Slips and almost sprawls on the floor, but officials catch him and support him respectfully.)

MAYOR. (stepping up, shaking from head to foot, can hardly speak). Woo… woo…

KHLESTAKOV (quickly and abruptly). Well, what is it?

MAYOR. Wooya…

KHLESTAKOV. I can’t understand a word you’re saying, it’s all rubbish.

MAYOR. Wooya… excency… excellency like to rest? Room’s ready and everything you need.

KHLESTAKOV. What rubbish! Don’t need a rest… Well, all right. I suppose, if you like… A very good lunch, gentlemen. Very good. Well done. (Declaims.) Meunière! Meunière! 


