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AU KYIIPUH

AHA®EMA
(ompwvi6okK)

— Orenl OBAKOH, MOJHO TeOE CBEYH JKE€Ub, HE
Hamaceubcsd, — CKasajga JbsSKoHHIA. — Bpewms
BCTaBaTh.

DOTa MajeHbKas, XyJEHbKas, >KEJITOJHIIas
JKEHIIIMHA, OBIBIIIAs emapXuajka, oOpaiaiach co
CBOUM MYX€M upe3BblyaiiHO cTporo. Korma ona
Oblla e€me B HWHCTUTYTE, TaM TOCIIOACTBOBAJIO
MHEHHE, YTO MY>KYUHBI — MOIC1Ibl, OOMAHIIIUKHU 1
THPaHbI, ¢ KOTOPHIMHU HAJ0 OBITH XKecTOKuMHU. Ho
MPOTOJBIKOH BOBCE HE Kazaycs TupaHoM. OH co-
BEpIICHHO MCKPEHHO OOSUICS CBOEH HEMHOTO HC-
TEPUYHOM, HEMHOIO IPUIATOYHON JbSKOHUIIBL.
Jleteit y HUX HE OBLIO, IbSIKOHHUIA OKa3angach Oec-
IUIOAHONW. B 1bsAKOHE ke OBLIO OKOJIO JIEBSITH C
MOJIOBUHOW MYJIOB YUCTOrO BECa, IPyJ/IHAS KJIETKa
— TOYHO KOPITYC aBTOMOOWJIS, CTPAIIHBINA TOJIOC, U
MpU 3TOM Ta HEXKHASI CHUCXOAUTEIBHOCTH, KOTO-
pas CBOWCTBEHHA TOJBKO YPE3BBIYAWHO CUJIbHBIM
JIFOJISIM TI0 OTHOILIEHHUIO K CJIA0BIM.

[Ipuxoaunoce MNPOTOABAKOHY OYEHb JOJITO
yCTpauBaTh royioc. ITO MPOTUBHOE, MYYUTEIbHO-
JIINTEIIbHOE 3aHSATHE, KOHEYHO, 3HAKOMO BCEM,
KOMY CIIYy49aJIOCh TIETh IyOJIMYHO: CMa3bIBaTh TOP-
710, TIOJIOCKATh €T0 PacTBOPOM OOPHOM KHCIIOTHI,
nplmaTe mapoM. Eime jexa B MHOCTENH, OTEIl

A.KUPRIN

ANATHEMA
(excerpt)
Translated by Leo Pavlovsky

“Father deacon, stop burning that candle. You
won't get far at this rate," said the archdeacon's
wife. "It's time to get up."

This little, thin, sallow-faced woman treated
her husband very sternly. When she was still at
school, the prevalent opinion there was that all
men are rascals, cheats, and tyrants. But the dea-
con was not a tyrant at all. He was really afraid of
his hysterical wife, who was subject to fits. They
had no children, as the wife was barren. The arch-
deacon was of immense stature, weighing over
three hundred pounds, with a chest that reminded
one of the body of an automobile. He was pos-
sessed of a powerful voice and, at the same time,
of that gentle condescension, which is so peculiar
to exceedingly strong men when they are dealing
with very weak persons.

It took the archdeacon a long time to get his
voice into proper shape. He had to go through the
whole of that painfully long and unpleasant proc-
ess which is so familiar to all public singers. He,
too, had to make local application with cocaine,
and with caustic, and gargle his throat with a solu-
tion of boric acid. While still in bed, Father
Olympy began to try out his voice :

A.KUPRIN

ANATHEMA
(excerpt)
Translated by Stephen Graham

"Father Deacon, you're wasting the candles,"
said the deacon's wife. " It's time to get up."

This small, thin, yellow-faced woman treated
her husband very harshly. In the school at which
she had been educated there had been an opinion
that men were scoundrels, deceivers, and tyrants.
But her husband, the deacon, was certainly not a
tyrant. He was absolutely in awe of his half-
hysterical, half-epileptic, childless wife. The dea-
con weighed about nine and a half poods' of solid
flesh; he had a broad chest like the body of a mo-
tor-car, an awful voice, and with it all that gentle
condescension of manner which often marks the
behaviour of extraordinarily strong people in their
relations towards the weak.

It always took the deacon a long time to get
his voice in order. This occupation — an unpleas-
ant, long-drawn-out torture — is, of course, well
known to all those who have to sing in public: the
rubbing with cocaine, the burning with caustic, the
gargling with boracic acid. And, still lying upon
his bed, Father Olympus began to try his voice.

"Via . .. kmm! Via-a-a! Alleluia, alleluia. . .
Oba-che, . . kmm Ma-ma. .. ."

"There's no sound in my voice," he said to
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Onumnuii mpo6oBai royioc.

— Via... kmm!.. Via-a-al.. Ammuryiis, amm-
ayid... Obaye... kMM!.. Ma-ma... Mam-Mma...

«He 3ByuHT romoc», — moaymai oH.

— Bna-np1-k0-011a-ro-cno-Bu-u-u... Km...

CoBepIlIeHHO TaK k€, Kak 3HAMEHUTHIE MEBIIbI,
OH OBUI TOABEPKEH MHUTEIBHOCTH. I3BecTHO,
YTO aKTephbl OJEAHEIOT U KPECTSITCS Mepel] BhIXO-
nom Ha cueny. Oreny OnuMiuii, BCTymas B Xpam,
KpecTwiicsa Mo 4yumy u no obsryaro. Ho Hepenxo,
TBOPSI KPECTHOE 3HAMEHHE, OH TakKe OJIeAHEN OT
BOJIHEHUS U AyMall: «AX, He copBarbes Obl!» Of-
HaKO TOJIbKO OJIMH OH BO BCEM TOPOJIE, & MOXET
ObITh, U BO Bcell Poccuu, Mor OblI 3aCTaBUTH B TO-
He pe-(uc-nis 3By4aTh CTAPUHHBIN, TEMHBIH, C 30-
JIOTOM U MO3aUYHBIMH TPaBKaMHU CTApUHHBINA CO-
6op. OH oAMH yMeJ HAIOJIHUTH CBOUM MOIIHBIM
3BEPUHBIM T'OJIOCOM BCE 3aKOYJIKU CTApPOro 3/1aHUS
Y 3aCTaBUTh JPOXKATh U 3BEHETh B TOH XPYyCTaJb-
HbIE CTEKJISIIKY Ha MaHUKaIujIax.

KemanHast Kucnas AbSKOHHIIA TIPUHECTA €My
KHUJKOTO Yal C JIMMOHOM M, Kak BCerja mo BOC-
KpeceHbsIM, cTakaH Bogku. OMuMIui emie pas mo-
poOoBa roioc:

— Mu... Mu... da... Mu-po-HO-CUIIBL... OH,
MaTh, — KpUKHYJI OH B APYTYI0 KOMHATY JbSIKOHH-
1e, — J1ail MHe pe Ha (PUCTapMOHUH.

Xena npoTsHyIa JIMHHYIO, YHBUIYIO HOTY.

— Kwm... KM... KoJecHHIIe-TOHUTENO (hapaoHy...
Her, xoneuno, cnan ronoc. Jla u 4ept noacyHymn
MHE 3TOr'0 IMcaTeis, Kak ero?

"Via...hmm! ... Via-a-a! ... Halleluja, hal-
leluja. .. maa-ma..."

"Don't seem to sound well, God bless me. Hm,
..."" thought he to himself.

Just like famous singers, he never trusted his
own powers. It is a well-known fact that actors
become pale and make the sign of the cross just
before coming out. Father Olympy was the same
way. And yet, there was not another man in the
city, perhaps not in all Russia, who could make
the dark, ancient church, with its gilt mosaics, re-
sound to his low notes. He alone could fill every
nook and corner of the old building with his
mighty voice, and make the cut-glass ornaments
on the incense-bowls tinkle in unison.

His wife brought him a glass of weak tea with
lemon and, as usual on Sundays, a small glass of
vodka. Olympy tested his voice again. "Mi, mi, fa.

"Strike that D, mother," said he.

His wife struck a prolonged, melancholy note.

"Hm . . . Pharaoh, driving his chariot. . . . No;
doesn't work. The devil take that writer, what's his
name.”

Father Olympy was a great lover of books. He
read them one after another, in any order, never
interesting himself much in the writer's name. His
education in the seminary, based mostly on learn-
ing things "by heart," and consisting almost exclu-
sively of memorizing church canons and quota-
tions from the Fathers of the Church, had devel-

himself. "Vla-di-ko bla-go-slo-ve-e-e. . . . Km. ..."

Like all famous singers, he was given to be
anxious about his voice. It is well known that ac-
tors grow pale and cross themselves before they
go on to the stage. And Father Olympus suffered
from this vice of fear. Yet he was the only man in
the town, and possibly in all Russia, who could
make his voice resound in the old dark cathedral
church, gleaming with ancient gold and mosaic.

He alone could fill all the corners of the old
building with his powerful voice, and when he in-
toned the funeral service every crystal lustre in the
candelabras trembled and jingled with the sound.

His prim wife brought him in a glass of weak
tea with lemon in it, and, as usual on Sunday
mornings, a glass of vodka. Olympus tried his
voice once more: "Mi ... mi ... fa. ... Mi-ro-no-
citsi. . . . Here. mother," called he to his wife,
“give me re on the harmonium."

His wife sounded a long melancholy note.

"Km . .. km. ... Pharaoh and his chariots. ., .
No, no, I can't do it, my voice has gone. The devil
must have got into me from that writer, what's his
name ? ..."

Father Olympus was very fond of reading; he
read much and indiscriminately, but paid very lit-
tle attention to the names of the authors. His semi-
nary education, based chiefly on learning by heart,
on reading " rubrics," on learning indispensable
quotations from the fathers of the Church, had de-
veloped his memory to an unusual degree. In or-
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Orenr Onmumnuit ObUT  OOMNBINON JTFOOUTEH
YTEHUSI, YATAJT MHOTO M 0e3 pa3bopa, a pamums-
MU aBTOpPOB peako MHTepecoBajcs. CeMuHapckoe
o0Opa3oBaHHe, OCHOBAaHHOE TJIaBHBIM 00pa3oM Ha
3yOpexKe, Ha YUTKE «yCTaBa», Ha HEOOXOIMMBIX
LMTaTaxX U3 OTIOB LIEPKBHU, Pa3BHIIO €T0 MaMATh JI0
HEOOBIKHOBEHHBIX pa3MepoB. J[s Toro uToObI 3a-
YUUTh HaU3yCTh LENYIO0 CTPAHUILYy U3 TAKUX CIOXK-
HBIX MHcaTeNei-Ka3yucToB, Kak biaxeHHbIl AB-
ryctuH, Teprymnuan, Opuren AnamManToBbIN, Ba-
cunuii Benukuit u Moann 3naroyct, emy jgocra-
TOYHO OBUIO TOJBKO MPOOEXKaTh IJla3aMU CTPOKH,
9YTOOBI MX 3allOMHUTH Hau3ycTb. KHuramum cHao-
dKajl ero CcrylaeHT wu3 BudaHckol akaaemMuun
CMHpHOB, M Kak pa3 nepej 3TOM HOYbIO OH MpH-
HEC eMy MIpPEeJIECTHYIO MIOBECTh O TOM, Kak Ha Kas-
Ka3e KWIH COJJIAThI, Ka3aKu, YCUCHIIbI, KaK yOu-
BaJIM APYT Ipyra, MUJIA BUHO, KEHUIIUCh U OXOTH-
JINCh Ha 3BEPEN.

DTO 4YTeHHE B30YIOPAXKHIO CTUXHHUHYIO TPO-
TOABSKOHCKYIO ayury. Tpu paza moapsi npounTan
OH TOBECTh U YacTO BO BpeMs YTEHHMs IJIaKald U
CMEsJICSL OT BOCTOpPra, CKMMall KyJakKh U BOpPO-
qajcsi ¢ 00Ky Ha OOK CBOMM OTPOMHBIM TEJIOM.
Koneuno, my4imie 651 eMy ObUIO OBITH OXOTHUKOM,
BOMHOM, DPBIOOJIOBOM, IMaxapeM, a BOBCE HE Y-
XOBHBIM JIULIOM.

B cobop oH Bcerja npuxoauia HEMHOTO TO3/-
Hee, 4eM Iojarajoch. Tak ke, KaKk 3HAMEHHUTHIN
O6aputoH B TeaTp. [Ipoxos B 10’HbIE IBEPH aiTa-
psi, OH B MOCJIEIHUN pa3, OTKAILIUBAICH, MOMPO-

oped his memory wonderfully. In order to memo-
rize a whole page of the complicated works of
such dialecticians as Augustine, Tertullian,

Origen, and Basil the Great, all he had to do
was to read the lines, and they would become
firmly fixed in his memory. Books for reading
were supplied by his friend Smirnov, a student at
the Academy. The book he had just read was a
beautiful story of life in the Caucasus, where sol-
diers, Cossacks, and Chechens killed each other,
drank wine, married, and hunted wild beasts.

The book aroused the archdeacon's adventur-
ous soul. He read it over three times, and during
each reading he cried and laughed with joy, dou-
bled his fists, and turned his huge body from side
to side. Of course, it would have been much better
if he were a hunter, a fisherman, a horseman; cer-
tainly, his place was not in the clergy.

He always came to the church a little later than
was necessary; just like the famous barytone at the
opera. Approaching the southern gate of the altar,
he tested his voice for the last time.

"Hm, hm. . . . Sounds like D, and that rascal of
a regent will be sure to strike C-sharp. But I don't
care. I'll get the choir to sing my tone, anyway."

The pride of the popular favorite awoke in
him. He knew that the whole city adored him, and
that even boys in the streets gathered in crowds to
gaze at him, as they did upon the gaping mouth of
the enormous trumpet in the military orchestra
that played in the public square.

der to get by heart a whole page of complicated
casuistical reasoning. such as that of St
Augustine, Tertullian, Origen, Basil the Great or
St. John Chrysostom, it was quite sufficient for
him to run his eye over the hues, and he would
remember them. It was a student from the Bethany
Academy who brought him books to read, and
only the evening before he had given him a de-
lightful romance, a picture of life in the Caucasus,
of soldiers, Cossacks, Tchetchenians, and how
they lived there and fought one another, drank
wine, married, hunted.

The reading of this tale had disturbed the
elementary soul of the deacon. He had read it
three times over, and often during the reading had
laughed and wept emotionally, clenching his fists
and turning his huge body from one side to the
other in his chair. He continually asked himself,
"Would it not have been better to have been a
hunter, a trapper, a fisherman, a horseman, any-
thing rather than a clergyman?" He was always a
little later in coming into the cathedral than he
ought to have been. Just like a famous baritone at
a theatre. As he came through the south door into
the sanctuary, on this Sunday morning, he tried his
voice for the last time. "Km . . . km. ... | can sing
re," he thought. "But that scoundrel will certainly
give me the tone on doh. Never mind, I must
change it to my note, and the choir will be obliged
to follow."

There awoke in him that pride which always




Hozlﬁoplca OHyﬁﬂHKOBaHa Ha caiiTe 0 nmepeBoae U Jisl NepeBoAINKOB «ﬂyMaTb BCJIIYX»

http://www.thinkaloud.ru/parallelak.html

6oBan ronoc. «Km, KM... 3By4uT B pe, — MOAyMall
OH. — A 3TOT TOJUIel] HEMPEMEHHO 33JacT B J0-
nues. Bee paBHO 51 mepeBey Xop Ha CBOM TOH».

B Hem mpocHynack HacTosIas ropAoCTh JIO-
Ooumia myOonuku, OANOBHS BCETO TOPO/a, HA KOTO-
poro Jake MaJbYUIIKH COOMpANNCh TNIa3eTh C Ta-
KHUM e OJaroroBeHueM, ¢ KaKUM OHHU CMOTPST B
PacKpBITYIO IACTh MEIHOTO T'eIMKOHA B BOGHHOM
OpKecTpe Ha OyJbBape.

Bomen apxuenuckon U TOPKECTBEHHO OBLI
BOJIBOPEH Ha CBOE MecTo. MuTpa y Hero Oblia Ha-
JieTa HEMHOro Ha JieBblil Ook. [IBa umoauakoHa
CTOSUTM 110 OOKaM ¢ KaJwiaMd ¥ B TakT Opsuanu
uMHU. CBSILIEHCTBO B CBETJIBIX MPa3JHUYHBIX PH-
3aX OKpYyXaJIOo apxuepeirickoe mecto. J[Ba cBs-
IICHHUKA BBIHECIIA U3 alTapsi UKOHBI CIIACUTENs U
00TOpOAUIIBI U TIOJIOKUIIM UX HA aHAJIOH.

Cobop ObLT Ha OKHBIA 00paser, U B HEM, Ha-
1nojo0re KaTOJWYECKUX LEPKBEH, ObLIa yCTpOeHA
nyOoBasi pe3Has Kadenpa, NpUICNUBILASACA B yIIIY
Xpama, C BAHTOBBIM X0/IOM BBEpX.

MennieHHo, OIIyNbIBas CTYNEHbKY 3a CTY-
MIEHBKOW M OEpeKHO Tporasi pykaMmu 1yOOBBIE IO-
pYYHH — OH Bcerza Oosuics, Kak Obl HE CIOMaTh
4ero-HuOy/lb M0 HEYasHHOCTH, — MOJHSUIICA TpPO-
TOJBSKOH Ha Kadeapy, OTKalUIsuIcs, TOTIHYI U3
HOCa B POT, IUTIOHYJ 4epe3 Oapbep, YIIUIHYI Ka-
MEpPTOH, MeperIesn OT A0 K pe U Haval:

— brarocnosu, npeoCcBsAIIEHHENIINNA BJIaIbIKO.

«Her, momyieny pereHt, — mogyman OH, — Thl
IIPU BJIAJbIKE HE MMOCMEEIIb EPEBECTH MHE TOHY.

The archbishop came in and was solemnly led
to his place. His mitre was tilted a little to the left.
Two subdeacons were standing on each side,
swaying the censers rhythmically. The clergy, in
bright holiday vestments, surrounded the
archbishop's seat. Two clergymen brought the im-
ages of the Saviour and the Virgin Mary from the
altar.

The church was an old one, and, like Catholic
churches, it had a little elevated platform in one
corner, with a carved-oak railing around it, and a
flight of narrow, winding steps leading up to it.

Slowly, feeling each step and carefully sup-
porting himself by the hand-rail, as he was always
afraid to break something through his awkward-
ness, the archdeacon mounted the platform,
coughed, spit over the railing, touched his tuning-
fork, went from C to D, and began the service.

"Bless me, your most gracious Eminence!"

"Oh, no, Mr. Regent. You won't dare to
change the pitch as long as the bishop is here," he
thought. He felt with pleasure at that moment that
his voice sounded better than ever, went easily
from note to note, and made the air of the whole
church tremble with its soft, deep sighs.

It was Quadragesima Sunday, in the first week
of Lent. At first there was very little work for Fa-
ther Olympy. The reader monotonously mumbled
the psalms; the deacon, an academician and future
professor of homiletics, spoke rapidly through his
nose.

slumbers in the breast of a public favourite, for he
was spoilt by the whole town; even the street-boys
used to collect together to stare at him with a simi-
lar veneration to that with which they gazed into
the immense mouth of the brass hehcon in the
military band on the boulevard.

The bishop entered and was solemnly in-
stalled in his seat. He wore his mitre a little on one
side. Two sub-deacons stood beside him with cen-
sers, swinging them harmoniously. The clergy, in
bright festival robes, stood around. Two priests
brought forward from the altar the ikons of the
Saviour and the Virgin-Mother, and placed them
on a stand before the people.

The cathedral was an ancient building, and
had a pulpit of carved oak like that of a Catholic
church. It stood close up to the wall, and was
reached by a winding staircase. This was the dea-
con's place.

Slowly, trying each step as he went, and
carefully resting his hands on the balustrade — he
was always afraid of breaking something acciden-
tally — the deacon went up into the pulpit. Then,
clearing his throat and nose and expectorating, he
struck the tuning-fork, passed deliberately from
doh to re, and began:

"Bless us, most reverend Father."

"Now, you scoundrel," he thought to himself,
apostrophising the leader of the choir; "you won't
dare to change the tone in the presence of the
bishop."
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C yIOBOJILCTBUEM OH B 3Ty MUHYTY MOYYBCTBO-
BaJl, YTO €ro rojioC 3BYUUT ropaslio Jydylle, 4eMm
OOBIKHOBEHHO, TEPEXOJUT CBOOOIHO W3 TOHA B
TOH U COTPSACAET MATKUMHU TITYOOKHMMH B310XaMH
BECh BO3yX cobopa.

[len yuH npaBocnaBus B MEPBYIO HENETIO Be-
mukoro mocta. [loka oty Onummuio ObUTO He-
MHOTO paboTel. Ytery OyOHWI HEpa3OOPUYUBO
TICAJIMBI, THYCABUJI JbSIKOH U3 aKaJeMUKOB — Oy-
oyl mpogeccop rOMUIIETUKH.

[IpoTonbsikoH BpeMsi OT BPEMEHH pbIYa:
«Boumemp»... «['ocnony nomonumcs». CTosim OH
Ha CBOEM BO3BBIIICHHH OTPOMHBIN, B 30J0TOM,
MapuoBOM, HETHYBLIEMCSI CTUXape, C YEPHBIMH C
CEIMHOMN BOJIOCAMU, TIOXOXXUMH HA JTHBUHYIO TPHU-
BY, U BpeMs OT BPEMEHU IOCTOSHHO MpoOoBa
ronoc. llepkoBb Oblma Bcs HaOWTa KAaKUMH-TO
CIIE3JIUBBIMU CTapyILIOHKAMU M CeI000POIbIMU
TOJICTOITY3bIMH CTapUYKaMH, MIOXOXUMH HE TO Ha
PBIOHBIX TOPTrOBLIEB, HE TO HA POCTOBIINKOB.

«CtpanHo, — Bpyr nogyman Oaumnui, — oT-
4Yero 9TO y BCEX JKEHILWH JIMLA, eClu TJSAETh B
npouiIb, MOXOXKHU JHO0 HAa PHIOBI0 MOPAY, JIUOO
Ha KypUHYIO TOJIOBY... BOT 1 IbsiKOHUIIA TOXKE...»

Onnako mnpodeccuoHanbHas MpPUBBIYKA 3a-
CTaBJIsJIa €r0 BCE BpeMs CIEAUTH 3a CIY:KO0M 1Mo
tpeOuuky XVII cronerus. IlcamoMiuk KOHUYWI
MonuTBy: «BceBbinuii boxe, Bianpiko u Co3s-
JaTelto Bees TBapu». HakoHen — aMHHb.

Havanoch yTBepxaeHue npaBociaBusl.

«KT10 bor Benukwuii, sxo bor nant; Tw ecu bor,

From time to time the archdeacon roared, "We
shall attend," or, "We shall pray to the Lord." His
huge body, in a surplice embroidered with gold,
towered over the crowd. He stood there shaking
his black, silvering hair, that was like a lion's
mane, and testing his voice from time to time. The
church was filled with old women and gray-
bearded little old men who reminded one of fish-
traders, or money-lenders.

"It's funny," thought Olympy, "that all
women's profiles remind you either of a fish or of
a hen's head! . . . There's my wife, too. ..."

But his professional habits compelled him to
follow closely the service, which was in accor-
dance with the seventeenth-century mass-book.
Finally, the psalm-reader finished his part, con-
cluding it with the words: "The Most High Lord,
our Master and Creator, Amen."

Then began the rite of the affirmation of Or-
thodoxy.

"Who is more supreme than our Lord? Thou,
O Lord, art supreme above all, thou, alone, per-
formest miracles."

The melody was slow, and not very distinct.
The service for Quadragesima Sunday and the rite
of anathematization may be varied at will. For ex-
ample, the Holy Church knows anathemas written
for special occasions, e. g., anathemas against
Ivashka Mazepa, Stenka Razin, the heretic Arius,
the iconoclasts, the Archpriest Habakkuk, etc., etc.

But something peculiar happened to the arch-

At that moment he felt, with pleasure, that
his voice sounded much better than usual; it was
quite easy to pass from one note to another, and its
soft depth of tone caused all the air in the cathe-
dral to vibrate.

It was the Orthodox service for the first week
in Lent, and, at first, Father Olympus had not
much work. The reader trumpeted out the psalms
indistinctly; he was a deacon from the academy, a
future professor of homiletics, and he snuffled.

Father Olympus roared out from time to
time, "Let us pray." He stood there on his raised
platform, immense, in his stiff vestment of gilt
brocade, his mane of grey-black hair hanging on
his shoulders, and every now and then he tried his
voice quietly. The church was full to the doors
with sentimental old peasant women and sturdy
grey-bearded peasants.

"Strange," thought Olympus to himself sud-
denly," but every one of these women's heads, if |
look at it from the side, reminds me inevitably ei-
ther of the head of a fish or of a hen's head. Even
the deaconess, my wife. ..."

His attention, however, was not diverted
from the service. He followed it all along in his
seventeenth-century missal. The prayers came to
an end:

"Almighty God, Master and Creator of all
living." And at last, "Amen."

Then began the affirmation of Orthodoxy.
"Who is as great as the Lord, as our God? Thou art
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TBOPSIN 4yJieca eIuH».

PacrieB ObuT KprOKOBO#, HE OCOOCHHO SICHBIN.
Boo06mie nocnegoBanie B HEAENO MPAaBOCTABUS U
yiuH aHadeMaTCTBOBAHUS MOXHO BHJIOU3MEHSTH
KaK yrojHoO. YK€ TOro JIOCTaTOYHO, YTO CBATas
LIEPKOBH 3HACT aHa(heMaTCTBOBaHUS, HAMMCAHHBIC
M0 CHelHUalbHBIM TOBOAAM: mpokiaTue HMBaiike
Masene, Crenbke Pa3uny, epetukam: Aputo, HKO-
HOOOpIIaM, MPOTONONY ABBaKYMYy M Tak Jajiee U
TaK Janee.

Ho ¢ mnpoToAbSKOHOM CIy4YWJIOCH CErOAHS
YTO-TO CTPaHHOE, Yero C HUM eIlle HUKOIJIa He
obiBasio. [IpaBna, ero HEMHOro pa3Be3J10 OT TOU
BOJIKH, KOTOPYIO €My YTPOM MOJHECIIA )KEHa.

[Toyemy-TO €ro MbICIU HUKAK HE MOTJIM OTBSI-
3aTbCsl OT TOW IOBECTHU, KOTOPYIO OH 4YMTald B
IIPOLIE/IIYIO HOUb, U IIOCTOSIHHO B €0 YME, C He-
00BbIUalHOM SIPKOCTHIO, BCILIBIBAIU MPOCTHIE, Mpe-
JIeCTHBIE U OECKOHEYHO YBJIEKaTeJIbHBIE O0pasbl.
Ho, 6e3ommbouyHO cieays NpHUBBIUKE, OH YKe
OKOHYMJI CUMBOJI BEpbl, CKa3ajl «aMUHb)» MU IO
JPEBHEMY KIIIOUEBOMY pacrieBy Bosriacuil: «Cus
BEpa arocToJIbCKas, CUsl Bepa OTedecKasi, CUsl Bepa
MpaBoOCJIaBHas, CHUs Bepa BCEIICHHYIO YTBEPAMY.

Apxuenuckon OblT 00JBIION (hopMaNuCT, Ie-
JMaHT U Kanpu3HUK. OH HUKOTJA HE MO3BOJISII
MIPOITYCKaTh HU OJHOIO TEKCTAa HU U3 KaHOHA IIpe-
OJIayKeHHOTO OTIIa M TacTeips Auapes Kpurckoro,
HU W3 YMHA NOTpeOeHus, HU U3 Apyrux ciayxo. U
otery OnuMIMi, pPaBHOAYIIHO COTpsicasi CBOUM
JTHLBUHBIM PEBOM COOOp W 3aCTaBIisisi TOHKUM Jpe-

deacon that morning, something that had never
happened before. Perhaps it was the whiskey that
his wife gave him with his tea.

Somehow his thoughts could not become de-
tached from the story he had read the night before.
Simple, beautiful, fascinating pictures rose in his
mind with unusual clearness and distinctness. But,
through sheer force of habit, he completed this
part of the service, pronounced the word "Amen,"
and concluded:

"This apostolic faith, this paternal faith, this
Orthodox faith, this universal faith, affirm."

The archbishop was an extreme formalist and
pedant. He never permitted any omission in the
canons of the most blessed Father Andrew of
Crete, or the funeral rites, or any other service.
And Father Olympy, making the whole church
tremble with his mighty voice, and the glass or-
naments on the lustres tinkle in unison with it,
cursed, anathematized, and excommunicated the
following: all iconoclasts, all heretics, beginning
with Arius, all followers of the teachings of Italus,
the pseudo-monk Nile, Constantine and Irinika,
Varlaam and Akindina, Herontius and Isaac Ar-
gira, all Mohammedans, Jews, those who mock
the Holy Church, those who blaspheme the Day of
Annunciation, tavern-keepers who rob widows
and orphans, Old Believers, the traitors and rebels
Gregory Otrepiev, Timoshka Akundinov, Stenka
Razin, Ivashka Mazepa, Emelka Pugachev, and
also all who profess faith contrary to the Holy Or-

the God who alone doest wonders." The chant had
many turns in it, and was not particularly clear.
Generally during the first week in Lent there fol-
lows, at this point, the ritual of anathema, which
can be altered or omitted as may be thought fit by
the bishop. There is a list of persons to be anathe-
matised for special reasons, Mazeppa is cursed,
Stenka Razin, Arius the iconoclast, the old-
believer Avvakum,etc., etc.

But the deacon was not quite himself to-day.
Certainly he must have been a little upset by the
vodka his wife had given him that morning. For
some reason or other he could not get the story
which he had read the previous night out of his
mind. He kept seeing clear and vivid pictures of a
beautiful, simple, and boundlessly attractive life.
Almost mechanically he went through the Creed,
chanted the Amen, and proclaimed according to
an ancient custom to an old and solemn tone:
"This is the faith of the apostles, this is the faith of
our fathers, this is the Orthodox faith, this is the
universal faith, this faith is ours."

The archbishop was a great formalist, a ped-
ant, and a somewhat eccentric man. He never al-
lowed a word to be dropped out of the text of the
canon of our thrice-blessed Father Andrew of
Crete, or from the funeral service or from any
other rite. And Father Olympus, imperturbably
causing the cathedral to vibrate with his lion's
roar, and making the lustres of the candelabra jin-
gle and sound as they moved, cursed, anathema-
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0e3KaliM 3ByKOM 3BEHETh CTEKJIBIIIKH Ha JIFOCT-
pax, MpOKJIAN, aHaeMcTBOBal M OTJIYYHI OT
LIEPKBU: MKOHOOOPIIEB, BCEX APEBHUX EPETHUKOB,
HauuHas ¢ Apus, Bcex Aeprxanuxcs yueHus: Hra-
nma, HemoHaxa Hwna, Koncrantuna-bynrapuca u
HUpunuka, Bapnaama u AkuHauHa, ['epoHTUS U
Hcaaka Aprupa, NpokJsiii OOWASIIMX IIEPKOBB,
MaroMmeTraH, 0OTOMOJIOB, >KUIOBCTBYIOIIUX, IMPO-
KIS XYJSIIMX [pa3gHUK OsiaroBeleHusi, Kop-
YEeMHHKOB, OOMXKAIOIIUX BJOB U CHUPOT, PYCCKHX
PacKOJIbHUKOB, OYHTOBIIMKOB M W3MEHHHKOB!
I'pumky OtpenbeBa, Tumomky AKyHAMHOBA,
Crenbky Pasuna, MBamiky Maseny, Emenbky Ily-
rayeBa, a TaKXe€ BCEX IPUHUMAIOIIMX YYEHHE,
IIPOTUBHOE IPAaBOCIAaBHOM BEpE.

[loToM moIUIM MNPOKIATHS KATETOPUYECKHE:
HE MPHUEMJIIOIIMM OJaroaTH UCKYIJICHHUS, OTMe-
LIYIIMM BCE TAMHCTBA CBATHIC, OTBEPratOlIUM CO-
OOpBI CBATHIX OTIOB U MX MPEAaHUsI.

«IToMpIIUISIFOIUM, KO TPABOCIABHUM TOCY-
Japy BO3BOJATCS Ha IPECTOJIBI HE 110 0COOIMBOMY
oT HUX boxkuto 6;1aroBoJICHHIO, U TIPU TTOMa3aHUNA
napoBanusi Ceararo Jlyxa K MpOXO0KJIEHUIO BEJIU-
KOT'O CEro 3BaHUs B HUX HE M3JIIMBAKOTCS, U TAKO
Jiep3atollMM MPOTUBY UX Ha OyHT W U3MEHy. Py-
rarolUM U XYJISIIMM CBATbIE MKOHBI». 1 Ha Kkax-
JbI €ro BO3IJIaC XOP YHBUIO OTBEYaJ €My HEX-
HbIMH, CTOHYIIMMH, aHT€IbCKHUMH TOJOCAMM:
«AHnademay.

JlaBHO B TOJIIE HMCTEPUUYECKH BCXJIUIIBIBAIU
JKEHILUHBI.

thodox faith.

Then followed categorical anathemas against
those who refuse the blessing of redemption, who
deny the holy sacraments, who do not recognize
the councils of the Fathers of the Church and their
traditions.

"All those who dare to presume that the Or-
thodox rulers are not seated on their thrones by the
special race of God, and that at their anointing and
their elevation to that high station the blessings of
the Holy Ghost do not descend upon them, and
who dare, therefore, to rise in rebellion against
them and to betray them. . . . All those who blas-
pheme and mock the holy images. ..."

And after each exclamation the choir answered
him sadly, the gentle, angelic voices groaning the
word, "Anathema."

Hysterics began among the women.

The archdeacon had already finished the
"Long Life!" service to all the deceased zealots of
the church, when the psalm-reader mounted the
platform and handed him a short note from the
archpriest, in which he was instructed, by the or-
der of the archbishop, to anathematize the "boyard
Leo Tolstoy." NB” "See Chapt. L. of the mass-
book," was added in the note.

The archdeacon's throat was already tired after
its long exertions. Yet he cleared it again and be-
gan: "Bless me, your most gracious Eminence."
He scarcely heard the low whisper of the old
archbishop :

tised and excommunicated from the Church the
iconoclasts, all the ancient heretics from Arius
onward, all those accepting the teaching of Ital, of
the monk Nil, of Constantine Bulgaris and Irinik,
of Varlaam and Akindin, of Gerontius and Isaac
Agrir; cursed those who insulted the Church, all
Mahometans, Dissenters and Judaizers; cursed the
reproachers of the festival of the Annunciation,
smugglers, offenders of widows and orphans, the
Old-Believers, the rebels and traitors, Grishka,
Otrepief, Timoshka Akundinof, Stenka Razin,
Ivashka Mazeppa, Emelka Pugachof, as well as all
those who uphold any teaching contrary to that of
the Orthodox faith. Then the extent of the curse
was proclaimed: denial of the blessings of re-
demption, exclusion from the Holy Sacraments,
and expulsion from the assembly of the holy fa-
thers and their inheritance.

Curses were pronounced on those who do not
think that the Orthodox Tsar was raised to the
throne by the special will of God, when at his
anointing, at the commencement of his high call-
ing, the holy oil was poured out upon him ; also
on those daring to stir up sedition against him; on
those who abuse and blaspheme the holy ikons.
And to each of these proclamations the choir re-
sponded in a mournful wail, tender angelic voices
giving the response,

"Anathema."

The women had long been weeping hysteri-
cally.
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[IpoTONBSIKOH MOAXOAWIT YK€ K KOHILY, KaK K
HeMy Ha Kadenpy B300pascs MCaJOMIIUK C KpaT-
KOW 3aIllMCKOM OT OTLA MPOTOMEpes: IO pacrops-
KEHUIO IPEOCBSIEHHENIEro BiaJblKK aHadeM-
ctBoBarh OosispuHa JIbBa Toscroro. «Cwm. TpeO-
HUK, TJ1. J1.», — OBbLIO MPUIIMCAHO B 3aIUCKE.

Ot ponroro urenus y ota Onumnus yxe 60-
neno ropao. OHaKO OH OTKALUIAJICS U ONSTh Ha-
yan: «biiarocnoBu, MpeoCBSAIEHHEUIIINN BIIA/IbI-
ko». CKopee OH He pacclbllliall, a yrajgai ciaboe
OOpMOTaHUE CTAPEHBKOTO apXHUepes:

«IIpoTognakoHCcTBO TBOE Ja OJAarociIOBUT
I'ocnogs bor nami, anademcTBOBaTH O0TOXYIBHH-
Ka U OTCTYIIHHKa OT Bepbl XpPUCTOBOH, Oisiz10-
CJIOBHO OTBEPTarOLIEro CBATbIE TalHbI ['ocniomHu
oomnsipuna JIsBa Tosncroro. Bo ums Otua, u CeiHa,
u Casraro [dyxa».

"May our Lord God bless you, O archdeacon,
to anathematize the blasphemer and the apostate
from the faith of Christ, rejecting its holy sacra-
ments, the boyard Leo Tolstoy. In the name of Fa-
ther, and Son, and the Holy Ghost."

The deacon was about to end by singing the
"Eternal Memory" for all those departed this life
in the true faith, when the psalm-singer brought
him a little note from the priest, telling him that
his Eminence the archbishop had ordered that
Count Leo Tolstoy was to be anathematised.

The deacon's throat was sore from much
reading. But he cleared his throat by a cough, and
began once more: "Bless us, most reverend Fa-
ther." He guessed, rather than heard, the feeble
mutterings of the aged prelate:

"The proto-deacon will now, by the grace of
God, pronounce a curse upon a blasphemer and
apostate from the faith of Christ, and expel from
the Holy Sacraments of the Church Count Leo
Tolstoy. In the name of the Father, and of the Son,
and of the Holy Ghost."

'A pood is 40 Russian Ibs., about 36 Ibs. English.




