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B.I' KOPOJIEHKO

JEC IIYMHUT
(ompwl8oK)

B sToMm necy Bcerna ctosii myMm — pOBHBIH, MIPO-
TSDKHBIM, KaK OTTOJIOCOK JANbHETO 3BOHA, CIIOKOW-
HBI U CMYTHBIH, KaKk TUXas TecHs 0e3 CIIOB, KaK He-
SICHOE BOCIIOMWHAaHME O mpourenmemM. B Hem Bceraa
CTOSIJT IIyM, IOTOMY 4YTO 3TO OBLI CTapbld, IpeMy-
quii 60p, KOTOPOTO HE KAaCAIHCh €IIe MUIa U TOIOop
JIECHOTO OapbIlIHUKA. BBICOKHE CTOJIETHUE COCHBI C
KPaCHbIMH MOTYYHUMH CTBOJaMH CTOSUIM XMYPOIO
paThio, TUIOTHO COMKHYBUIMCH BBEPXY 3€JICHBIMHU
BepuiMHaMu. BHHM3Yy OBIO THXO, Maxjio CMOJOW;
CKBO3b IIOJIOT COCHOBBIX HWIOJI, KOTOPHIMH Oblia
yChIIaHa MO0YBa, NPOOWINCH SIPKHUE MAOPOTHHKH,
MBIITHO PACKUHYBIIHECS MPUIYAITUBOIO 0aXpoMoil
CTOSIBIIME HEJIBMKHMMO, HE WICJIOXHYB JUCTOM. B
CBIPBIX YTOJIKaxX TSHYJIHCHh BBICOKUMHU CTEOISIMU 3e-
JICHBIE TPaBbI; Oellasi Kallka CKIOHSJIACH OTSKEIIEB-
IIMMHU TOJIOBKaMH, Kak OyaTO B TUXOM HCTOME. A
BBEpXY, 0€3 KOHIIA U MepepbiBa, TSHYI JICCHOU IIyM,
TOYHO CMYTHBIE B3JJOXH CTaporo 6opa.

Ho Temepp 3TH B3J0XM CTAaHOBHIIUCH BCE TITy0-
XKe, CHIIbHee. S exay JIECHOI TPOTOoH, U, XOTsA Heba
MHE He OBIJIO BHJIHO, HO IO TOMY, KaK XMYpPHIICS
Jiec, s 9YyBCTBOBAN, YTO HAJ HUM THUXO MOJBIMAETCS
TsDKenas Tyda. Bpems Obu1o HEe paHHee.

Mexy CTBOJIOB KOe-TI/ie NMpoOWBajCs eme KO-
COM Jy4 3aKkaTa, HO B 4YallaX pacloJI3aINCh YKe

V. KOROLENKO

THE FOREST SOUGHS
(excerpt)
Translated by Aline Delano

The forest soughed. . . . The forest always soughed,
now with a murmur calm and prolonged, like the echo
of distant ringing, and again soft and gentle, like a
song without words or a dim memory of the past. It
always soughed, for it was an old and mighty forest,
still untouched by the saw or the axe of woodman or
trader. The tall, centennial pines, with their vast trunks,
stood like threatening warriors, and their green tops
formed a massive wall. Everything below was still; the
air was filled with an odor of resin. Ferns of vivid hues
pushed their way through the carpet of pine-needles
with which the ground was strewn, expanding luxuri-
antly and resting thereon, like a soft fringe, without
stirring a leaf. In the damp corners the green grass shot
up its tall and slender stems, and the white clover,
heavy with bloom, drooped its languid head; while
over all soughed the forest, with long-drawn, indistin-
guishable sighs.

Now the sighs were growing deeper and louder; and
as I rode along the forest path, although I could not see
the sky, I judged by the moaning of the trees that
heavy clouds were slowly rising above it. It was late in
the afternoon. Here and there a sunbeam made its way,
but in the dense woods the twilight was spreading rap-
idly. Evidently a storm was brewing.

All plans for hunting must be given up for to-day.
The storm might overtake me before I could find shel-

V. KOROLENKO

THE MURMURING FOREST
(excerpt)
Translated by Marian Fell

The forest was murmuring. There was always a
murmuring in this forest, longdrawn, monotonous, like
the undertones of a distant bell, like a faint song with-
out words, like vague memories of the past. There was
always a murmuring in the forest because it was a
dense wood of ancient pines, untouched as yet by the
axe and saw of the timber merchant. The tall, century-
old trees with their mighty red-brown trunks stood in
frowning ranks, proudly thrusting their green, interwo-
ven tops aloft. The air under them was still and sweet
with resin; bright ferns pierced the carpet of needles
with which the ground was clothed, and superbly dis-
played their motionless, fringed foliage. Tall, green
grass-blades had shot upward in the moist places, and
there, too, white clover-heads drooped heavily, as if
overcome with gentle languor. And always overhead,
without a pause and without an end, droned the voice
of the forest, the low sighing of the ancient pines.

But now these sighs had grown deeper and louder. I
was riding along a woodland path, and although the
sky was invisible, I knew, under the darkly frowning
trees, that a storm was gathering overhead. The hour
was late. A few last rays of sunlight were still filtering
in here and there between the tree-trunks, but misty
shadows had already begun to gather in the thickets. A
thunderstorm was brewing for the night. I was forced
to abandon all idea of continuing the chase that day,
and could only think of reaching a night's lodging be-
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MIIIHCTBIE cyMepkH. K Beuepy cobupanach rpo3sa.

Ha cerognss Hy»HO OBIJIO Y€ OTJIOXHTH BCS-
KYIO MBICITE 00 0XOT€; BIOPY OBIJIO TOJBKO J00paTh-
¢4 nepei rpo3oil 10 Houiera. Mol KOHb MOCTYKH-
BaJI KOMBITOM B OOHaXWBIIMECS KOPHH, Xpamen H
HAaCTOPaXXWBAJ YIIW, MPUCITYIINBASICh K TYJIKO IIe-
KaroniemMy jecHoMy 3xo0. OH caMm MpUOABIISUT Iary K
3HAKOMOU JIECHON CTOPOXKKE.

Sanasuia cobaka. MexJy MOpeNeBIIUMU CTBO-
JlaMH MEJNBKAaloT Ma3aHble CcTeHbl. CHHSS CTpyiika
JIbIMa BBETCS T10]] HABHUCIIICIO 3€JICHBI0; TOKOCHBIIIA-
scsi u30a ¢ JIOXMAaTOI KPBIIICH MPHIOTHIACH O[T
CTEHOW KpacCHBIX CTBOJIOB; OHA KakK OyATO BpacTaer
B 3E€MITI0, MEXIY TeM KaK CTPOMHBIE U TOPJIbIE COC-
HBI BBICOKO MMOKAYMBAIOT HAJ[ HEW CBOMMH TOJIOBa-
mu. [locpenvHe MONSHBI, TIOTHO TPUMKHYBIITUCH
JPYT K APYTY, CTOUT Ky4Ka MOJIOJbIX Jy0OO0B.

31ech KUBYT OOBIYHBIC CIyTHUKA MOMX OXOT-
HUYBUX IKCKYpcui — JecHukH 3axap U Makcum. Ho
Terepb, MOBUIUMOMY, 000UX HET JIoMa, TaK KaK HHU-
KTO HE BBIXOJUT HA JIail rpoMaaHoi oBYapku. Toib-
KO CTapblid A€, C JILICOIO FOJIOBOM U CEAbIMU YCaMHU,
CHUIUT Ha 3aBaJIMHKE W KOBBIPSET JIATIOTh. Y CHI Y Jie-
na OONTarTCAs 4YyTh HE JIO Tosica, TJa3a TIISIST
TYCKJIO, TOYHO J€I BCE BCIIOMHHAET YTO-TO WU HE
MOYET MPUTIOMHHUTb.

— 3npaBcTBYH, nen. EcTh kTo-HHOYAB ToMa?

— Ore! — motaet nen ronosoii.— Her Hu 3axapa,
HU Makcuma, 1a 1 Motpst moOpena B Jiec 3a KOpO-
Boii... KopoBa kyma-To ymina,— moxanyi, MeIBeH...
3aapand... Bor oHO Kak, HET HUKOTO!

— Hy, Huuero. 5 ¢ To60# ocxky, 000Xk 1y.

— O00x)aM, 000XKIW,— KHBAET e, W IOKa s

ter for the night. My horse snorted and pricked up his
ears, when, striking his hoofs against the naked roots,
he heard the sharp sound of the forest echo, and he
quickened his pace as he drew near a familiar hut.

A dog barked, and whitewashed walls glimmered
through the trees. A bluish ribbon of smoke curled
above the overhanging foliage; and the crooked hut,
with its shaggy roof, came in sight, nestling against the
trunks of the trees. It seemed as though it grew out of
the earth, while the tall, slender pines tossed their
heads above it; beyond, in the middle of the clearing,
rose a clump of young oaks, clustering together.

Here lived the constant companions of my hunting
expeditions, the forest guards, Maxim and Zakhar, who
were evidently not at home, since the barking of the
large shepherd dog brought no one to meet me. The
grandfather, with his bald head and long beard, sat
alone on the bench making bast shoes. His beard
reached almost to his waist, and his eyes looked dim,
as though he were vainly trying to recollect something.

"Hallo, grandfather! Is any one at home?"

" Ehé" * muttered the old man, shaking his head;
neither Zakhar nor Maxim is in, and Motrya has also
gone into the woods to fetch the cow ... for she has
strayed away . . . may be the bears have got her. . . .
So, you see, no one is at home."

"Never mind; [ will wait and keep you company."

"That's right," he replied, nodding, and, as I fastened
my horse to an oak branch, he peered at me with his
bleared eyes. The old man was getting feeble. He could
scarcely see, and his hands shook.

"And who may you be, my lad?" he asked, when I
joined him on the bench.

He asked the same question every time I came.

fore the storm broke. My horse struck his hoof against
a bare root, snorted, and pricked his ears, harkening to
the muffled impacts of the forest echo. Then of his
own accord he turned his steps into the well-known
path that led to the hut of the forest guard.

A dog barked. White plastered walls gleamed
among the thinning tree-trunks, a blue wisp of smoke
appeared, curling upward under the overshadowing
branches, and a lop-sided cottage with a dilapidated
roof stood before me, sheltering under a wall of ruddy
tree-trunks. It seemed to have sunk down upon the
ground, while the proud graceful pines nodded their
heads, high, high above it. In the centre of the clearing
stood two oak trees, huddling close to one another.

Here lived the foresters Zakhar and Maksim, the in-
variable companions of my hunting expeditions. But
now they were evidently away from home, for no one
came out of the house at the barking of the great collie.
Only their old grandfather with his bald head and his
grey whiskers was sitting on a bench outside the door,
braiding shoes of bast. The old man's beard swept al-
most to his belt; his eyes were vague as if he were try-
ing in vain to remember something.

"Good evening, daddy! Is any one at home?"

"Eh, hey," mumbled the old man, shaking his head;
"neither Zakhar nor Maksim is here and Motria has
gone into the wood for the cow. The cow has run
away; perhaps the bears have eaten her. And so there is
no one in the cottage."

"Well, well, never mind. I'll sit here with you and
wait."

"Yes, sit down and wait!" the old man nodded, and
watched me with dim, watery eyes as I tied my horse
to the branch of one of the oaks. The old man was fail-
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MOABS3BIBAIO JIOMIAIb K BETBU Ay0a, OH BCMaTpHBa-
eTCsl -B MEHA cIa0bIMU M MYyTHBIMHU Tiazamu. [1mox
YK CTapblil Ae: TJ1a3a He BUAAT U PYKHU TPSICYTCA.

— A KTO X THI TaKOH, XJIOMMUE? — CIIPAITABAET OH,
KOT/a sl MOJCA)KUBAIOCh HA 3aBAJIMHKE.

OTOT BOIPOC 5 CIBIIY B KaXKJI0€ CBOE IOCEIIe-
HUE.

— OJre, 3HaI TeENephb, 3HAIO,— FOBOPUT CTAPHUK,
MPUHUMASACh OMSATH 3a Janotb.BoT crapas ronosa,
KaK peIleTo, HUYEro He JEpPKHUT. TeX, 4TO AaBHO
yMepJv, TIOMHIO,— O¥, XOpOoIo MOMHIO0! A HOBBIX
JO7IeH Bce 3a0BIBat0... 3)KUIICS HA CBETE.

— A [aBHO 1U ThI, €/, KUBEIIb B 3TOM JieCy?

— Ore, naBHeHbKO! DpaHIy3 NpUXOAWUI B LaAp-
CKYTO 3€MITIO, 5 YK€ OBLI.

— MHoro e Tbl Ha CBOE€M BeKy BuAel. Yail, ecTh
YEero paccKasathb.

Jen cMOTpUT Ha MEHSI C YAUBJICHUEM.

— A d4r10 Xe MHE BHIETH, xjomue? Jlec BHaENL...
[lymut nec, mryMuT U AHEM, U HOYBIO, 3UMOIO IIY-
MUT U JIETOM... U 51, KaKk Ta IepeBrHa, BEK MPOXKUI B
Jiecy W He 3aMeTui... BOT u B Moruiy mopa, a nmomy-
Maro MHOHU pa3, XJIOM4e, TO U CaM CMEKHYTh HE MOTY:
JKHII SI HAa CBETE WJIM HET... Ore, BOT kak! MoxeT, u
BOBCE HE XUIL...

Kpaii TemMHOI Ty4yu BBIABUHYJICS H3-3a TYCTBIX
BEpILIMH HaJ JIECHOIO TOJISIHOM; BETBU 3aMBIKABIINX
MOJISIHY COCEH 3aKadyalliCh MOJ JAYHOBEHHUEM BETpa,
U JIECHOW IIYM MpOHECCS IIyOOKMM YCHJIMBILIHUMCS
akkopJoM. [leq mogHsI rOIOBY M MPUCTYILAJICS.

— Bbyps upmer,— ckazan oH yepe3 MUHYTY.— OTO
BOT s 3Hato. OW-0Oi, 3apeBeT HOYBIO Oyps, COCHBI
OyIer JjoMarh, C KOPHEM BBIBOPAYMBATH CTaHeT!..

"Ehé! I know now," he said, as he resumed his work.
"My head is like an old sieve; it holds nothing. Those
who are long since dead I remember very well, — but I
forget the younger people. . . . The fact is, I have lived
too long."

"And how long have you lived in this forest, grand-
father?"

"A long time! I was living here when the Frenchman
invaded the land of the Tsar."

"You must have seen a good deal in your lifetime;
you could relate many a tale."

The old man looked up in surprise.

"What could I see, my lad? The forest. . . . The forest
soughs night and day, summer and winter, and I, like
that tree yonder, have spent my life in these woods,
and have never had a chance to see. ... It is time to die,
and sometimes, when I try to think, I cannot under-
stand clearly whether or no I Aave lived in this world. .
.. Ehé! So it goes! It may be that I have not lived. . . ."

The edge of the dark cloud appeared above the high
tree-tops of the clearing. The branches of the pines
which encircled it swayed, as they were blown by the
wind, and a prolonged murmur passed like a crescendo
chord. The grandfather raised his head and listened.

"The storm is coming nearer," he remarked a mo-
ment later. "I know it. What a battle there will be to-
night! It will break down the pines and uproot them. . .
. The Spirit of the Forest will have full sway, . ." he
added, in an undertone.

"What makes you think so, grandfather?"

"Ehé! I am sure of it! I know the language of the
trees. . . . They too are afraid, my lad. . . . The aspen is
a cursed tree; always whispering; it shakes when there
is no wind. When the day is fair, the pine sings at its

ing fast. He was nearly blind and his hands trembled.

"And who are you, lad?" he asked, as I sat down on
the bench.

I was accustomed to hearing this question at every
visit.

"Eh, hey; now I know, now I know," said the old
man, resuming his work on the shoe. "My old head is
like a sieve; nothing stays in it now. I remember people
who died a long time ago, oh, I remember them well!
But I forget new people. I have lived in this world a
long time."

"Have you lived in this forest long, daddy?"

"Eh, hey; a long time! When the Frenchmen came
into the Tsar's country I was here."

"You have seen much in your day. You must have
many stories to tell."

The old man looked at me with surprise.

"And what would I have seen, lad? I have seen the
forest. The forest murmurs night and day, winter and
summer. One hundred years have I lived in this forest
like that tree there without heeding the passage of time.
And now I must go to my grave, and sometimes I can't
tell, myself, whether I have lived in this world or not.
Eh, hey; yes, yes. Perhaps, after all, I have not lived at
all."

A corner of the dark cloud moved out over the clear-
ing from behind the close-growing tree-tops, and the
pines that stood about the clearing rocked in the first
gusts of wind. The murmur of the forest swelled into a
great resonant chord. The old man raised his head and
listened.

"A storm is coming," he said after a pause. "I know.
0i, oi! A storm will howl to-night, and will break the
pines and tear them up by the roots. The Master of the
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3aurpaer JecHOU X035MH...— J00aBUJI OH THILE.

— Ilouemy xe TbI 3Haewb, gen?

— Ore, 910 5 3Hat0! XOpouo 3HaI0, KaK JEPEBO
roBopur... JlepeBo, xmomde, Toxke Ooutcs... Bor
OCHHA, IPOKIIATOE JEPEBO, BCE YTO-TO JIOMOYET,— U
BETpY HET, a oHa TpsaceTcs. CocHa Ha OOPY B SCHBIN
JE€Hb UTPAET-3BEHUT, a YyTh MOABIMETCS BETEp, OHA
3aryAUT U 3aCTOHET. JTO elle HHUYero... A Tbl BOT
ciaymai tenmeps. I XOTh Ia3aMu IUIOXO BHIKY, a
YXOM cIbIIry: ny0 3amrymen, mnyda yxe Tporaer Ha
MoJsiHe... DTO K Oype.

JlelicTBUTENBHO, Ky4a HEBBICOKUX KOPSKUCTBIX
IyOOB, CTOSIBIIMX TOCPEIUHE TOJISTHBI M 3alUIICH-
HBIX BBICOKOIO CTEHOIO OOpa, MmoMaxuBaja KpemKh-
MU BETBSIMH, U OT HUX HEcCs TIyXOH WIyM, JIETKO
OTJINYAEMBIN OT TYJIKOTO 3BOHA COCEH.

— Ore! cHBIIUIIG T, XJTOMYe? — TOBOPUT JE1 C
JeTCKU-TTyKaBOW YJIBIOKOM.— S yke 3Haro: TPOHYIIO
9TaK BOT Ay0a, 3HAYUT XO3IMH HOYBIO IMOMIET, JO-
Math Oyxer... Jla Her, He cimomaet! Jly0 — nmepeBo
KpEIIKOe, HE MO/ CUJTY Ja)Ke XO3iHHY... BOT Kak!

— Kaxkoit xe xo3suH, geny? Cam xe Thl TOBO-
puIIb: Oyps JIOMaeT.

Jlen 3akuBaJ TONIOBOM € JIYKaBBIM BHJIOM.

— Ore, 4 x 310 3Hato!.. HeiHue, roBopsr, Takue
JIOJIM TIOLUIM, YTO YK€ HMYEMY He BepAT. Bor oHo
Kak! A o ke ero BUJEN, BOT Kak TeOs Terneph, a TO
elle Jiydiie, IOTOMY YTO TENeph y MEHs IJla3a cTa-
psie, a Toraa OpuTH MoJosie. Oi-0H, Kak ele Buie-
JIA MOH TJ1a3a CMOJIOAy!..

— Kax e 161 ero Buzen, nemy, CKaxxu-ka?

— A BOT, Bce paBHO, KaK M TeNeph: CHayajga coc-
Ha 3acTOHET Ha Oopy... To 3BEHHT, a TO CTOHATh

play; let the wind rise, and it begins to sough and
moan. But this is nothing. Hark! Though my eyes are
dim, my ears are still good. I can hear the oaks stirring
on the clearing. . . . That is a sign of a storm."

And, in fact, the group of sturdy oaks standing in the
middle of the meadow, protected by the woods as by a
wall, waved their strong branches, rustling loudly, with
a sound unlike the murmuring of the pines.

"Ehé! Don't you hear it, my lad?" said the grandfa-
ther, smiling in his innocent, childlike way. "I know
what it means when the oaks rustle. The Master of the
Forest will come at night and make sad havoc. . . . But
even he cannot break them! The oak is a strong tree;
the Master himself cannot break it. . . . That is the
truth!"

"What do you mean by the Master, grandfather? You
said, just now, it was the storm that broke them."

The old man nodded with a knowing air.

"Ehé! I know something. . . . The world is full of
people nowadays who believe in nothing. That is the
trouble. But I have seen him as I see you now, and
perhaps even better; for now my eyes are dim, but in
my young days, I tell you, they were keen!"

"I wish you would tell me how you saw him, grand-
father."

"It was a day very like this: the pines began to moan.
. . . Generally they murmur, but before a storm they
always moan . . . 000 . . . 000 . . . then silence for a
while . . . and then again the moaning, faster and faster
and more pitiful. Ehé! That's because they know the
Master means to lay many of them low in the night.
Later the oaks begin to murmur, louder and louder, and
by night comes the havoc; the Master runs to and fro,
laughs and cries, whirls and dances, trying to uproot

forest will come out."

"How do you know that, daddy?"

"Eh, hey; I know it! I know what the trees are say-
ing. Trees know what fear is as well as we do. There's
the aspen, a worthless tree that's always getting broken
to pieces. It trembles even when there is no wind. The
pines in the forest sing and play, but if the wind rises
ever so little they raise their voices and groan. This is
nothing yet. There, listen to that! Although my eyes
see badly, my ears can hear: that was an oak tree rus-
tling. The oaks have been touched in the clearing. The
storm is coming."

And, as a matter of fact, the pair of low, gnarled oak
trees that stood in the centre of the clearing, protected
by the high wall of the forest, now waved their strong
branches and gave forth a muffled rustling easily dis-
tinguishable from the clear, resonant notes of the pines.

"Eh, hey; do you hear that, lad?" asked the old man
with a childishly cunning smile. "When the oak trees
mutter like that, it means that the Master is coming out
at night to break them. But no, he won't break them!
The oak is a strong tree, too strong even for the Master.
Yes indeed!"

"What Master, daddy? You say yourself it is the
storm that breaks them."

The old man nodded his head with a crafty look.
"Eh, hey; I know that! They tell me there are some
people in the world these days who don't believe in
anything. Yes indeed! But I have seen him as plainly
as I see you now, and better, because my eyes are old
now, and they were young then. Oi, oi! How well I
could see when I was young!"

"When did you see him, daddy? Tell me, do!"

"It was an evening just like this. The pines began to
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HAYHET: 0'-0X-X0-0... 0'-X0-0! — M 3aTHUXHET, a IOTOM
OIISITh, IOTOM OIIATh, J]a Yallle, /1a >KaJoCTHee. Jre,
MMOTOMY YTO MHOTO €€ MOBAJIHUT XO3IMH HOYBIO. A
nmoToM 1y0 3aroBoput. A K Beuepy Bce Ooiblie, a
HOYBIO M MONAET KPyTUTh: O€TaeT 1Mo Jiecy, CMEETCs
U TUIa4YeT, BEPTUTCA, TUISIILIET U Bce Ha Ay0a Halera-
€T, BCE XOUETCS BBIPBaTh... A 51 pa3 OCEHBbIO U IO-
CMOTpEN B OKOHIIE; BOT €My 3TO M HE IO CEpALY:
nmoadexan K OKHY, Tap-pax B HEr0 COCHOBOIO KOpsi-
roii; 4yTh MHE BCE€ JIMIO HE HCKAJeduy, 4ToO eMmy
OBLJIO TIYCTO; 12 51 HEe AypaK OTCKOYMI. Jre, XJIomye,
BOT OH KaKOM CepIuTHIi!..

— A KakoB € OH C BUY?

— A c BUAy OH BCE paBHO, KaKk cTapas Bepoa, 4To
crout Ha Oomore. O4yeHp moxox!.. M1 BOJIOCH — Kak
cyxasi OMeJa, 4TO BBIPAcTaeT Ha IEPEeBbsX, U Oopoaa
TOXe€, a HOC — KaK 3J0POBEHHBIN CYK, a MOpJia KOpsi-
Bas, TOYHO MOpOcia gumasmMu. Tedy, Kakoi HeKpa-
cuBblii! He maif sxe Oor HU OHOMY KpeUIeHOMY Ha
HEro MmoxoauTk... Ei-6ory! S-taku B npyroii pas Ha
Oonorte ero Buuen, OMM3KO... A XOdYellb, MPUXOIU
3UMOM, Tak M caM yBUAWIIb €ro. B3oiiau Tyzaa, Ha
ropy,— JIeCOM Ta ropa mopocia,— U Iosie3ail Ha ca-
MO€ BBICOKOE JepeBO, Ha BepxXywky. Bor orryna
WHOW JIeHb W MOXHO €T0 YBHIATh: UACT OH OCIbIM
CTOJIOOM TOBEPX JIeCy, TaK M BEPTUTCA CaM, C TOPHI
B 10JUHY ciyckaetcs. [1o6exur, mo6exuT, a moTom
B Jiecy u mponafeT. Jrel.. A rae npoiaeT, TaM ciex
OesibIM CHEeTOM ycTuiaeT... He Bepuib crapomy ue-
JIOBEKY, TaK KOTJa-HUOYIb CaM MMOCMOTPH.

the oaks. . . . Once, in the autumn, I spied him from the
window. That angered him; running up to the window,
he gave it a blow with a branch, that came very near
disfiguring me, may the Evil One take him! But I am
not a fool; I jumped back! Ehé, my lad, he is a cross
one!"

"What does he look like?"

"He looks like an old, dried-up willow in the swamp.
Very much like one! . . . His hair is like the mistletoe,
that grows on trees, and his beard the same . . . his nose
is like a big twig . . . and his face is covered with pim-
ples. Fu! what a fright he is I Heaven preserve any
Christian from looking like him, to be sure! Another
time I was very near him in the swamp. ... If you come
here in winter, you may see him yourself. Go up that
hill, the wooded one, and climb to the top of the high-
est tree. You may see him from there some day. . . . He
soars like a white cloud above the trees, whirling as he
descends from the hill into the woods. . . . He travels
rapidly and vanishes in the forest! Ehé! And wherever
he passes he leaves a white trail. If you don't believe
me, you may see for yourself some time."

* An exclamation common in Little Russia.

groan in the forest. First they sang and then they
groaned: oh-ah-o-oh-a-h! And then they stopped, and
then they began again louder and more pitifully than
ever. Eh, hey; they groaned because they knew that the
Master would throw down many of them that night!
And then the oak trees began to talk. And toward even-
ing things grew worse until ke came whirling along
with the night. He ran through the forest laughing and
crying, dancing and spinning, and always swooping
down on those oak trees and trying to tear them up by
the roots. And once in the Autumn I looked out of the
window, and he didn't like that. He came rushing up to
the window and, bang-bang, he broke it with a pine
knot. He nearly hit my face, bad luck to him! But I'm
no fool. I jumped back. Eh, hey; lad, that's the sort of a
quarrelsome fellow he is!"

"But what does he look like?"

"He looks exactly like an old willow tree in a marsh.
Just exactly! His hair is like dry mistletoe on a tree,
and his beard too; but his nose is like a big fat pine
knot and his mouth is as twisted as if it were all over-
grown with lichen. Bah, how ugly he is! God pity any
Christian that looks like him! Yes indeed! I saw him
once quite close, in a swamp. If you'll come here in the
winter you can see him for yourself. You must go in
that direction, up that hill it is covered with woods and
climb to the very top of the highest tree. He can some-
times be seen from there racing along over the tree-
tops, carrying a white staff in his hand, and whirling,
whirling until he whirls down the hill into the valley.
Then he runs away and disappears into the forest. Eh,
hey! And wherever he steps he leaves a foot-print of
white snow. If you don't believe an old man come and
see for yourself."




Ioa6opka ony6JMKOBaHa HA caiiTe 0 MepeBoe U IS MePeBOTUYMKOB «yMaTh BCIyx»
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