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	М. ГОРЬКИЙ
ДВАДЦАТЬ ШЕСТЬ И ОДНА
(отрывок)
Но, кроме песен, у нас было еще нечто хорошее, нечто любимое нами и, может быть, заменявшее нам солнце. Во втором этаже нашего дома помещалась золотошвейня, и в ней, среди многих девушек-мастериц, жила шестнадцатилетняя горничная Таня. Каждое утро к стеклу окошечка, прорезанного в двери из сеней к нам в мастерскую, – прислонялось маленькое, розовое личико с голубыми, веселыми глазами и звонкий, ласковый голос кричал нам: 

– Арестантики! дайте кренделечков! 

Мы все оборачивались на этот ясный звук и радостно, добродушно смотрели на чистое девичье лицо, словно улыбавшееся нам. Нам было приятно видеть приплюснутый к стеклу нос и мелкие, белые зубы, блестевшие из-под розовых губ, открытых улыбкой. Мы бросались открыть ей дверь, толкая друг друга, и – вот она, – веселая такая, милая, – входит к нам, подставляя свой передник, стоит пред нами, склонив немного набок свою головку, стоит и все улыбается. Длинная и толстая коса каштановых волос, спускаясь через плечо, лежит на груди ее. Мы, грязные, темные, уродливые люди, смотрим на нее снизу вверх, – порог двери выше пола на четыре ступеньки, – мы смотрим на нее, подняв головы кверху, и поздравляем ее с добрым утром, говорим ей какне-то особые слова, – они находятся у нас только для нее. У нас в разговоре с ней и голоса мягче и шутки легче. У нас для нее – все особое. Пекарь вынимает из печи лопату кренделей самых поджаристых и румяных и ловко сбрасывает их в передник Тани. 

– Смотри, хозяину не попадись! – предупреждаем мы ее. Она плутовато смеется, весело кричит нам: 

– Прощайте, арестантики! – и исчезает быстро, как мышонок. 

Только... Но долго после ее ухода мы приятно говорим о ней друг с другом – все то же самое говорим, что говорили вчера и раньше, потому что и она, и мы, и все вокруг нас такое же, каким оно было и вчера и раньше... Это очень тяжело и мучительно, когда человек живет, а вокруг него ничто не изменяется, и если это не убьет насмерть души его, то чем дольше он живет, тем мучительнее ему неподвижность окружающего... Мы всегда говорили о женщинах так, что порой нам самим противно было слушать наши грубо бесстыдные речи, и это понятно, ибо те женщины, которых мы знали, может быть, и не стоили иных речей. Но о Тане мы никогда не говорили худо; никогда и никто из нас не позволял себе не только дотронуться рукою до нее, но даже вольной шутки не слыхала она от нас никогда. Быть может, это потому так было, что она не оставалась подолгу с нами: мелькнет у нас в глазах, как звезда, падающая с неба, и исчезнет, а может быть – потому, что она была маленькая и очень красивая, а все красивое возбуждает уважение к себе даже и у грубых людей. И еще – хотя каторжный наш труд и делал нас тупыми волами, мы все-таки оставались людьми и, как все люди, не могли жить без того, чтобы не поклоняться чему бы то ни было. Лучше ее – никого не было у нас, и никто, кроме нее, не обращал внимания на нас, живших в подвале, – никто, хотя в доме обитали десятки людей. И наконец – наверно, это главное – все мы считали ее чем-то своим, чем-то таким, что существует как бы только благодаря нашим кренделям; мы вменили себе в обязанность давать ей горячие крендели, и это стало для нас ежедневной жертвой идолу, это стало почти священным обрядом и с каждым днем все более прикрепляло нас к ней. Кроме кренделей, мы давали Тане много советов – теплее одеваться, не бегать быстро по лестнице, не носить тяжелых вязанок дров. Она слушала наши советы с улыбкой, отвечала на них смехом и никогда не слушалась нас, но мы не обижались на это: нам нужно было только показать, что мы заботимся о ней. 

Часто она обращалась к нам с разными просьбами, просила, например, открыть тяжелую дверь в погреб, наколоть дров, – мы с радостью и даже с гордостью какой-то делали ей это и все другое, чего она хотела. 

Но когда один из нас попросил ее починить ему его единственную рубаху, она, презрительно фыркнув, сказала: 

– Вот еще! Стану я, как же!.. 

Мы очень посмеялись над чудаком и – никогда ни о чем больше не просили ее. Мы ее любили, – этим все сказано. Человек всегда хочет возложить свою любовь на кого-нибудь, хотя иногда он ею давит, иногда пачкает, он может отравить жизнь ближнего своей любовью, потому что, любя, не уважает любимого. Мы должны были любить Таню, ибо больше было некого нам любить. 

Порой кто-нибудь из нас вдруг почему-то начинал рассуждать так: 

– И что это мы балуем девчонку? Что в ней такого? а? Очень мы с ней что-то возимся! 

Человека, который решался говорить такие речи, мы скоро и грубо укрощали – нам нужно было что-нибудь любить: мы нашли себе это и любили, а то, что любим мы, двадцать шесть, должно быть незыблемо для каждого, как наша святыня, и всякий, кто идет против нас в этом, – враг наш. Мы любим, может быть, и не то, что действительно хорошо, но ведь нас – двадцать шесть, и поэтому мы всегда хотим дорогое нам – видеть священным для других. 

Любовь наша не менее тяжела, чем ненависть... и, может быть, именно поэтому некоторые гордецы утверждают, что наша ненависть более лестна, чем любовь... Но почему же они не бегут от нас, если это так? 

Кроме крендельной, у нашего хозяина была еще и булочная; она помещалась в том же доме, отделенная от нашей ямы только стеной; но булочники – их было четверо – держались в стороне от нас, считая свою работу чище нашей, и поэтому, считая себя лучше нас, они не ходили к нам в мастерскую, пренебрежительно подсмеивались над нами, когда встречали нас на дворе; мы тоже не ходили к ним: нам запрещал это хозяин из боязни, что мы станем красть сдобные булки. Мы не любили булочников, потому что завидовали им: их работа была легче нашей, они получали больше нас, их кормили лучше, у них была просторная, светлая мастерская, и все они были такие чистые, здоровые – противные нам. Мы же все – какие-то желтые и серые; трое из нас болели сифилисом, некоторые – чесоткой, один был совершенно искривлен ревматизмом. Они по праздникам и в свободное от работы время одевались в пиджаки и сапоги со скрипом, двое из них имели гармоники, и все они ходили гулять в городской сад, – мы же носили какие-то грязные лохмотья и опорки или лапти на ногах, нас не пускала в городской сад полиция – могли ли мы любить булочников? 

И вот однажды мы узнали, что у них запил пекарь, хозяин рассчитал его и уже нанял другого и что этот другой – солдат, ходит в атласной жилетке и при часах с золотой цепочкой. Нам было любопытно посмотреть на такого щеголя, и в надежде увидеть его мы, один за другим, то и дело стали выбегать на двор. 

Но он сам явился в нашу мастерскую. Пинком ноги ударив в дверь, он отворил ее и, оставив открытой, стал на пороге, улыбаясь, и сказал нам: 

– Бог на помощь! Здорово, ребята! 

Морозный воздух, врываясь в дверь густым дымчатым облаком, крутился у его ног, он же стоял на пороге, смотрел на нас сверху вниз, и из-под его белокурых, ловко закрученных усов блестели крупные, желтые зубы. Жилетка на нем была действительно какая-то особенная – синяя, расшитая цветами, она вся как-то сияла, а пуговицы на ней были из каких-то красных камешков. И цепочка была... 

Красив он был, этот солдат, высокий такой, здоровый, с румяными щеками, и большие, светлые глаза его смотрели хорошо – ласково и ясно. На голове у него был надет белый, туго накрахмаленный колпак, а из-под чистого, без единого пятнышка, передника выглядывали острые носки модных, ярко вычищенных сапог. 

Наш пекарь почтительно попросил его затворить дверь; он не торопясь сделал это и начал расспрашивать нас о хозяине. Мы наперебой друг перед другом сказали ему, что хозяин наш выжига, жулик, злодей и мучитель, – все, что можно и нужно было сказать о хозяине, но нельзя написать здесь. Солдат слушал, шевелил усами и рассматривал нас мягким, светлым взглядом. 

– А у вас тут девчонок много... – вдруг сказал он. 

Некоторые из нас почтительно засмеялись, иные скорчили сладкие рожи, кто-то пояснил солдату, что тут девчонок – девять штук. 

– Пользуетесь? – спросил солдат, подмигивая глазом. 

Опять мы засмеялись, не очень громко и сконфуженным смехом... Многим бы из нас хотелось показаться солдату такими же удалыми молодцами, как и он, но никто не умел сделать этого, ни один не мог. Кто-то сознался в этом, тихо сказав: 

– Где уж нам... 

– Н-да, вам это трудно! – уверенно молвил солдат, пристально рассматривая нас. – Вы чего-то... не того... Выдержки у вас нет... порядочного образа... вида, значит! А женщина – она любит вид в человеке! Ей чтобы корпус был настоящий... чтобы все – аккуратно! И притом она уважает силу... Рука чтобы – во! 

Солдат выдернул из кармана правую руку с засученным рукавом рубахи, по локоть голую, и показал ее нам... Рука была белая, сильная, поросшая блестящей, золотистой шерстью. 

– Нога, грудь – во всем нужна твердость... И опять же – чтобы одет был человек по форме... как того требует красота вещей... Меня вот – бабы любят. Я их не зову, не маню, – сами по пяти сразу на шею лезут... 

Он присел на мешок с мукой и долго рассказывал о том, как любят его бабы и как он храбро обращается с ними. Потом он ушел, и, когда дверь, взвизгнув, затворилась за ним, мы долго молчали, думая о нем и о его рассказах. А потом как-то вдруг все заговорили, и сразу выяснилось, что он всем нам понравился. Такой простой и славный – пришел, посидел, поговорил. К нам никто не ходил, никто не разговаривал с нами так, дружески... И мы всё говорили о нем и о будущих его успехах у золотошвеек, которые, встречаясь с нами на дворе, или обидно поджимая губы, обходили нас сторонкой, или шли прямо на нас, как будто нас и не было на их дороге. А мы всегда только любовались ими и на дворе, и когда они проходили мимо наших окон – зимой одетые в какие-то особые шапочки и шубки, а летом – в шляпках с цветами и с разноцветными зонтиками в руках. Зато между собою мы говорили об этих девушках так, что если б они слышали нас, то все взбесились бы от стыда и обиды. 

– Однако как бы он и Танюшку... не испортил! – вдруг озабоченно сказал пекарь. 

 
	M.GORKY 

TWENTY-SIX AND ONE

(excerpt)
Translated from the Russian (New York J. F. Taylor & Company, 1902)
But besides the songs, we had one other good thing, something we all loved and which, perhaps, came to us instead of the sun.  The second story of our house was occupied by an embroidery shop, and there, among many girl workers, lived the sixteen year old chamber-maid, Tanya. Every morning her little, pink face, with blue, cheerful eyes, leaned against the pane of the little window in our hallway door, and her ringing, kind voice cried to us: "Little prisoners! Give me biscuits!"

We all turned around at this familiar, clear sound and joyously, kind-heartedly looked at the pure maiden face as it smiled to us delightfully.  We were accustomed and pleased to see her nose flattened against the window-pane, and the small, white teeth that flashed from under her pink lips, which were open with a smile. We rush to open the door for her, pushing one another; she enters, cheerful and amiable, and holding out her apron.  She stands before us, leaning her head somewhat on one side and smiles all the time.  A thick, long braid of chestnut hair, falling across her shoulder, lies on her breast.  We, dirty, dark, deformed men, look up at her from below--the threshold was four steps higher than the floor--we look at her, lifting our heads upwards, we wish her a good morning.  We say to her some particular words, words we use for her alone. Speaking to her our voices are somehow softer, and our jokes lighter. Everything is different for her.  The baker takes out a shovelful of the brownest and reddest biscuits and throws them cleverly into Tanya's apron.

"Look out that the boss doesn't see you!" we always warn her.  She laughs roguishly and cries to us cheerfully:

"Good-by, little prisoners!" and she disappears quickly, like a little mouse.  That's all.  But long after her departure we speak pleasantly of her to one another.  We say the very same thing we said yesterday and before, because she, as well as we and everything around us, is also the same as yesterday and before.  It is very hard and painful for one to live, when nothing changes around him, and if it does not kill his soul for good, the immobility of the surroundings becomes all the more painful the longer he lives. We always spoke of women in such a manner that at times we were disgusted at our own rude and shameless words, and this is quite clear, for the women we had known, perhaps, never deserved any better words.  But of Tanya we never spoke ill.  Not only did none of us ever dare to touch her with his hand, she never even heard a free jest from us.  It may be that this was because she never stayed long with us; she flashed before our eyes like a star coming from the sky and then disappeared, or, perhaps, because she was small and very beautiful, and all that is beautiful commands the respect even of rude people.  And then, though our hard labor had turned us into dull oxen, we nevertheless remained human beings, and like all human beings, we could not live without worshipping something. We had nobody better than she, and none, except her, paid any attention to us, the dwellers of the cellar; no one, though tens of people lived in the house.  And finally--this is probably the main reason—we all considered her as something of our own, as something that existed only because of our biscuits.  We considered it our duty to give her hot biscuits and this became our daily offering to the idol, it became almost a sacred custom which bound us to her the more every day.  Aside from the biscuits, we gave Tanya many advices--to dress more warmly, not to run fast on the staircase, nor to carry heavy loads of wood.  She listened to our advice with a smile, replied to us with laughter and never obeyed us, but we did not feel offended at this. All we needed was to show that we cared for her. She often turned to us with various requests. She asked us, for instance, to open the heavy cellar door, to chop some wood.  We did whatever she wanted us to do with joy, and even with some kind of pride.
But when one of us asked her to mend his only shirt, she declined, with a contemptuous sneer.

We laughed heartily at the queer fellow, and never again asked her for anything. We loved her; all is said in this. A human being always wants to bestow his love upon some one, although he may sometime choke or slander him; he may poison the life of his neighbour with his love, because, loving, he does not respect the beloved.  We had to love Tanya, for there was no one else we could love.

At times some one of us would suddenly begin to reason thus:

"And why do we make so much of the girl?  What's in her?  Eh?  We have too much to do with her."  We quickly and rudely checked the man who dared to say such words.  We had to love something.  We found it out and loved it, and the something which the twenty-six of us loved had to be inaccessible to each of us as our sanctity, and any one coming out against us in this matter was our enemy.  We loved, perhaps, not what was really good, but then we were twenty-six, and therefore we always wanted the thing dear to us to be sacred in the eyes of others. Our love is not less painful than hatred.  And perhaps this is why some haughty people claim that our hatred is more flattering than our love.  But why, then, don't they run from us, if that is true?

Aside from the biscuit department our proprietor had also a shop for white bread; it was in the same house, separated from our ditch by a wall; the bulochniks (white-bread bakers), there were four of them, kept aloof, considering their work cleaner than ours, and therefore considering themselves better than we were; they never came to our shop, laughed at us whenever they met us in the yard; nor did we go to them. The proprietor had forbidden this for fear lest we might steal loaves of white bread. We did not like the bulochniks, because we envied them. Their work was easier than ours, they were better paid, they were given better meals, theirs was a spacious, light workshop, and they were all so clean and healthy--repulsive to us; while we were all yellow, and gray, and sickly.  During holidays and whenever they were free from work they put on nice coats and creaking boots; two of them had harmonicas, and they all went to the city park; while we had on dirty rags and burst shoes, and the city police did not admit us into the park--could we love the bulochniks?

One day we learned that one of their bakers had taken to drink, that the proprietor had discharged him and hired another one in his place, and that the other one was a soldier, wearing a satin vest and a gold chain to his watch.  We were curious to see such a dandy, and in the hope of seeing him we, now and again, one by one, began to run out into the yard.
But he came himself to our workshop.  Kicking the door open with his foot, and leaving it open, he stood on the threshold, and smiling, said to us:

"God help you!  Hello, fellows!" The cold air, forcing itself in at the door in a thick, smoky cloud, was whirling around his feet; he stood on the threshold, looking down on us from above, and from under his fair, curled moustache, big, yellow teeth were flashing. His waistcoat was blue, embroidered with flowers; it was beaming, and the buttons were of some red stones.  And there was a chain too.  He was handsome, this soldier, tall, strong, with red cheeks, and his big, light eyes looked good--kind and clear.  On his head was a white, stiffly-starched cap, and from under his clean apron peeped out sharp toes of stylish, brightly shining boots.

Our baker respectfully requested him to close the door; he did it without haste, and began to question us about the proprietor. Vieing with one another, we told him that our "boss" was a rogue, a rascal, a villain, a tyrant, everything that could and ought to be said of our proprietor, but which cannot be repeated here.  The soldier listened, stirred his moustache and examined us with a soft, light look.

"And are there many girls here?" he asked, suddenly.

Some of us began to laugh respectfully, others made soft grimaces; some one explained to the soldier that there were nine girls.

"Do you take advantage?" . . . asked the soldier, winking his eye.

Again we burst out laughing, not very loud, and with a confused laughter. Many of us wished to appear before the soldier just as clever as he was, but not one was able to do it.  Some one confessed, saying in a low voice:

"It is not for us." . . .

"Yes, it is hard for you!" said the soldier with confidence, examining us fixedly. "You haven't the bearing for it . . . the figure--you haven't the appearance, I mean! And a woman likes a good appearance in a man. To her it must be perfect, everything perfect! And then she respects strength. . . .  A hand should be like this!" The soldier pulled his right hand out of his pocket. The shirt sleeve was rolled up to his elbow. He showed his hand to us. . . . It was white, strong, covered with glossy, golden hair.

"A leg, a chest, in everything there must be firmness.  And then, again, the man must be dressed according to style. . . .  As the beauty of things requires it. I, for instance, I am loved by women. I don't call them, I don't lure them, they come to me of themselves."
He seated himself on a bag of flour and told us how the women loved him and how he handled them boldly. Then he went away, and when the door closed behind him with a creak, we were silent for a long time, thinking of him and of his stories.  And then suddenly we all began to speak, and it became clear at once that he pleased every one of us. Such a kind and plain fellow.  He came, sat awhile and talked. Nobody came to us before, nobody ever spoke to us like this; so friendly. . . . And we all spoke of him and of his future successes with the embroidery girls, who either passed us by, closing their lips insultingly, when they met us in the yard, or went straight on as if we had not been in their way at all.  And we always admired them, meeting them in the yard, or when they went past our windows--in winter dressed in some particular hats and in fur coats, in summer in hats with flowers, with colored parasols in their hands. But thereafter among ourselves, we spoke of these girls so that had they heard it, they would have gone mad for shame and insult.

"However, see that he doesn't spoil Tanushka, too!" said the baker, suddenly, with anxiety. 
	M.GORKY 

TWENTY-SIX MEN AND A GIRL
(excerpt)
Translated by Emily Jakowleff and Dora B. Montefiore (first publ. Duckworth & Co., London, 1902)
But we had something else good, besides the singing–something we loved, that perhaps took the place of the sunshine. 

In the second story of our house there was established a gold-embroiderer's shop, and there, living among the other embroidery girls, was Tanya, a little maid-servant of sixteen. Every morning there peeped in through the glass door a rosy little face, with merry blue eyes; while a ringing, tender voice called out to us:

"Little prisoners! Have you any pretzels, please, for me?" 
At that clear sound, we knew so well, we all used to turn round, gazing with good-natured joy at the pure girlish face which smiled at us so sweetly. The sight of the little nose pressed against the windowpane, and of the small white teeth gleaming between the half-open lips, had become for us a daily pleasure. Tumbling over each other we used to jump up to open the door, and she would step in, bright and cheerful, holding out her apron, with her head bent to one side, and a smile on her lips. Her thick, long chestnut braid fell her shoulder and across her breast. We, ugly, dirty and misshapen as we were, looked up at her–the door was four steps above the floor–looked up at her with heads thrown back, wishing her good-morning, and speaking strange, unaccustomed words, which we kept for her only. Our voices became softer when we spoke to her, our jests were lighter. For her–everything was different with us. The baker took from his oven a shovelful of the best and the brownest pretzels, and threw them deftly into Tanya's apron.
"Be off with you now, or the boss will catch you!" we warned her each time. She laughed roguishly, called out cheerfully: "Good-bye, poor prisoners!" and slipped away as quick as a mouse. 

That was all. But long after she had gone we talked about her to one another with pleasure. It was always the same thing as we had said yesterday and the day before, because everything about us, including ourselves and her, remained the same–as yesterday–and as always.
Painful and terrible it is when a man goes on living, while nothing changes around him; and when such an existence does not finally kill his soul, then the monotony becomes with time, even more and more painful. Generally we spoke about women in such a way, that sometimes it was loathsome to us ourselves to hear our rude, shameless talk. The women whom we knew deserved perhaps nothing better. But about Tanya we never let fall an evil word; none of us ever ventured so much as to lay a hand on her, even too free a jest she never heard from us. Maybe this was so because she never remained with us for long; she flashed on our eyes like a star falling from the sky, and vanished; and maybe because she was little and very beautiful, and everything beautiful calls forth respect, even in coarse people. And besides–though our life of drudgery had made us dull beasts, oxen, we were still men, and, like all men, could not live without worshipping something or other. Better than her we had none, and none but her took any notice of us, living in the basement– no one, though there were dozens of people in the house. And then, too–most likely, this was the chief thing–we all regarded her as something of our own, something existing as it were only by virtue of our pretzels. We took on ourselves in turns the duty of providing her with hot pretzels, and this became for us like a daily sacrifice to our idol, it became almost a sacred rite, and every day it bound us more closely to her. Besides pretzels, we gave Tanya a great deal of advice–to wear warmer clothes, not to run upstairs too quickly, not to carry heavy bundles of wood. She listened to all our counsels with a smile, answered them by a laugh, and never took our advice, but we were not offended at that; all we wanted was to show how concerned we were for her welfare.
Often she would apply to us with different requests, she asked us, for instance; to open the heavy door into the cellar, to chop wood: with delight and a sort of pride, we did this for her, and everything else she wanted.
But when one of us asked her to mend his solitary shirt for him, she said, with a laugh of contempt: 
"What next! A likely idea!"
We made great fun of the queer fellow who could entertain such an idea, and–never asked her to do anything else. We loved her–all is said in that. Man always wants to lay his love on someone, though sometimes he crushes, sometimes he sullies, with it; he may poison another life because he loves without respecting the beloved. We were bound to love Tanya, for we had no one else to love.
 
At times one of us would suddenly begin to reason like this: 

"And why do we make so much of the wench? What is there in her? eh? What a to-do we make about her!"

The man who dared to utter such words we promptly and coarsely cut short–we wanted something to love: we had found it and loved it, and what we twenty-six loved must be for each of us unshakable, as a holy thing, and anyone who acted against us in this was our enemy. We loved, maybe, not what was really good, but you see there were twenty-six of us, and so we always wanted to see what was precious to us held sacred by the rest.
Our love is not less burdensome than hate, and maybe that is just why some proud souls maintain that our hate is more flattering than our love. But why do they not run away from us, if it is so?
Besides our department, our employer had also a bakery where they made rolls; it was in the same house, separated from our hole only by a wall; but the bakers–there were four of them–held aloof from us, considering their work superior to ours, and therefore themselves better than us; they never used to come into our workroom, and laughed contemptuously at us when they met us in the yard. We, too, did not go to see them; this was forbidden by our employer, from fear that we should steal the fancy rolls. We did not like the bakers, because we envied them; their work was lighter than ours, they were paid more, and were better fed; they had a light, spacious workroom, and they were all so clean and healthy—and that made them hateful to us. We all looked gray and yellow; three of us had syphilis, several suffered from skin diseases, one was completely crippled by rheumatism. On holidays and in their leisure time the bakers wore pea-jackets and creaking boots, two of them had accordions, and they all used to go for strolls in the public park—we wore filthy rags and torn leather shoes or bast slippers on our feet, the police would not let us into the public park —could we possibly like the bakers?

And one day we learned that one of their men had gone on a spree, the master had sacked him and had already taken on another, and that this other was an ex soldier, wore a satin waistcoat and a watch and gold chain. We were anxious to get a sight of such a dandy, and in the hope of catching a glimpse of him we kept running one after another out into the yard.

But he came of his own accord into our workroom. Kicking at the door, he pushed it open, and leaving it ajar, stood in the doorway smiling, and said to us:

“God help the work! Good-morning, mates!”

The frosty air, which streamed in through the open door, curled in streaks of vapor round his feet. He stood on the threshold, looked down upon us, and under his fair, twisted mustache gleamed big yellow teeth. His waistcoat was really something quite out of the common, blue-flowered, brilliant with shining little red stone buttons. He also wore a watch chain.

He was a fine fellow, this soldier; tall, healthy, rosy-cheeked, and his big, clear eyes had a friendly, cheerful glance. He wore on his head a white starched cap, and from under his spotlessly clean apron peeped the pointed toes of fashionable, well-blacked boots.

Our baker asked him politely to shut the door. The soldier did so without hurrying himself, and began to question us about the master. We explained to him, all speaking together, that our employer was a thorough-going brute, a crook, a knave, and a slave-driver; in a word, we repeated to him all that can and must be said about an employer, but cannot be repeated here. The soldier listened to us, twitched his mustache, and watched us with a friendly, open-hearted look.

“But haven’t you got a lot of girls here?” he asked suddenly.

Some of us began to laugh deferentially, others leered, and one of us explained to the soldier that there were nine girls here.

“You make the most of them?” asked the soldier, with a wink.

We laughed, but not so loudly, and with some embarrassment. Many of us would have liked to have shown the soldier that we also were tremendous fellows with the girls, but not one of us could do so; and one of our number confessed as much, when he said in a low voice:

“That sort of thing is not in our line.”

“Well, no; it wouldn’t quite do for you,” said the soldier with conviction, after having looked us over.

“There is something wanting about you all you don’t look the right sort. You’ve no sort of appearance; and the women, you see, they like a bold appearance, they will have a well set-up body. Everything has to be tip-top for them. That’s why they respect strength. They want an arm like that!”

The soldier drew his right hand, with its turned-up shirt sleeve, out of his pocket, and showed us his bare arm. It was white and strong, and covered with shining golden wool.

“Leg and chest, all must be strong. And then a man must be dressed in the latest fashion, so as to show off his looks to advantage. Yes, all the women take to me. I don’t call to them, I don’t beckon them, yet with one accord, five at a time, they throw themselves at my head.”

He sat down on a flour sack, and told at length all about the way women loved him, and how bold he was with them. Then he left, and after the door had creaked to behind him, we sat for a long time silent, and thought about him and his talk. Then we all suddenly broke silence together, and it became apparent that we were all equally pleased with him. He was such a nice, open-hearted fellow; he came to see us without any standoffishness, sat down and chatted. No one else had ever come to us like that, and no one else had talked to us in that friendly sort of way. And we continued to talk of him and his coming triumph among the embroidery girls, who passed us by with contemptuous sniffs when they saw us in the yard, or who looked straight through us as if we had been air. But we admired them always when we met them outside, or when they walked past our windows; in winter, in fur jackets and toques to match; in summer, in hats trimmed with flowers, and with colored parasols. Among ourselves, however, we talked about these girls in a way that would have made them mad with shame and rage, if they could have heard us.

“If only he does not get hold of little Tanya!” said the baker, suddenly, in an anxious tone of voice. 


