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THis volume is divided into seven parts.

First we have Tales for Children, published about the year
1872, and reminding us of the time when Tolstoy was
absorbed in efforts to educate the peasant children. This
section of the book contains the two stories which of all that
he has written Tolstoy likes best. In What is Art? he claims
no place among examples of good art for any of his own
productions ‘'except for the story God sees the Truth, but
Waits, which seeks a place in the first class (religious art),
and A Prisoner in the Caucasus, which belongs to the second
(universal art).' In the first of these the subject (a favourite
one with Tolstoy) is the forgiveness of injuries. The second
deals with the simplest feelings common to all men: fear
and courage, pity, endurance, &c., expressed with that
individuality, clearness, and sincerity, which Tolstoy says are
the signs of true art.

Part Il contains a series of stories written for the people;
and among them What Men Live By, probably the most
widely circulated of all Tolstoy's tales. It is founded on the
oft-repeated legend of an angel sent by God to live for a
while among men.



Part Ill consists of a Fairy Tale, Ivan the Fool, which
contains in popular form Tolstoy's indictment of militarism
and commercialism.

Part IV contains three short stories written to help the
sale of cheap reproductions of some good drawings; Tolstoy
having for many years been anxious by all means in his
power to further the circulation, at a cheap price, of good
works of pictorial as well as literary art.

In Part V we have a series of Russian Folk-Tales. The
gems of this collection are the temperance story, The Imp
and the Crust, the anti-war story, The Empty Drum, and
another story, How Much Land does a Man Need? which
deals with a peasant's greed for land. A Grain as big as a
Hen's Egg and The Godson are highly characteristic of the
spirit of the Russian peasantry, and supply a glimpse of the
sources from whence Tolstoy imbibed many of his own
spiritual sympathies and antipathies.

Part VI gives two adaptations from the French which have
appeared in no previous English edition of Tolstoy's works.
They are not merely translations, for to some extent Tolstoy
when translating them, modified them and made them his
own.

Part VIl consists of stories Tolstoy contributed in aid of
the Jews left destitute after the massacres and outrages in
Kishinéf and elsewhere in Russia in 1903,—outrages which
were forerunners of the yet more terrible Jewish massacres
of 1905.

The importance Tolstoy attributes to literature of the kind
contained in this volume, is shown by the following passage
in What is Art?—



‘The artist of the future will understand that to compose
a fairy tale, a little song which will touch, a lullaby or a
riddle which will entertain, a jest which will amuse, or to
draw a sketch such as will delight dozens of generations or
millions of children and adults, is incomparably more
important and more fruitful than to compose a novel, or a
symphony, or paint a picture, of the kind which diverts some
members of the wealthy classes for a short time and is then
for ever forgotten. The region of this art of the simplest
feelings accessible to all is enormous, and it is as yet almost
untouched.’

The sections of the book have been arranged in
chronological order. The date when each story was
published is given. The translations are new ones; and for
the footnotes | am responsible.

AYLMER MAUDE.

GREAT Babbpow,

CHELMSFORD.
February 1, 1906.
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IN the town of Vladimir lived a young merchant named
lvan Dmitritch Aksyénof. He had two shops and a house of
his own.

Aksyonof was a handsome, fair-haired, curly-headed
fellow, full of fun, and very fond of singing. When quite a
young man he had been given to drink, and was riotous
when he had had too much; but after he married he gave up
drinking, except now and then.

One summer Aksyonof was going to the Nizhny Fair, and
as he bade good-bye to his family his wife said to him, 'lvan
Dmitritch, do not start to-day; | have had a bad dream about
you.'

Aksyoénof laughed, and said, 'You are afraid that when |
get to the fair | shall go on the spree.’

His wife replied: 'l do not know what | am afraid of; all |
know is that | had a bad dream. | dreamt you returned from
the town, and when you took off your cap | saw that your
hair was quite grey.'

Aksyoénof laughed. 'That's a lucky sign,' said he. 'See if |
don't sell out all my goods, and bring you some presents
from the fair.'

So he said good-bye to his family, and drove away.



When he had travelled half-way, he met a merchant
whom he knew, and they put up at the same inn for the
night. They had some tea together, and then went to bed in
adjoining rooms.

It was not Aksydnof's habit to sleep late, and, wishing to
travel while it was still cool, he aroused his driver before
dawn, and told him to put in the horses.

Then he made his way across to the landlord of the inn
(who lived in a cottage at the back), paid his bill, and
continued his journey.

When he had gone about twenty-five miles, he stopped
for the horses to be fed. Aksyénof rested awhile in the
passage of the inn, then he stepped out into the porch, and,
ordering a samovéril! to be heated, got out his guitar and
began to play.

Suddenly a tréykal?! drove up with tinkling bells, and an
official alighted, followed by two soldiers. He came to
Aksyonof and began to question him, asking him who he
was and whence he came. Aksyénof answered him fully, and
said, 'Won't you have some tea with me?' But the official
went on cross-questioning him and asking him, 'Where did
you spend last night? Were you alone, or with a fellow-
merchant? Did you see the other merchant this morning?
Why did you leave the inn before dawn?'

Aksyonof wondered why he was asked all these
questions, but he described all that had happened, and then
added, 'Why do you cross-question me as if | were a thief or
a robber? | am travelling on business of my own, and there
is no need to question me.'



Then the official, calling the soldiers, said, 'l am the
police-officer of this district, and | question you because the
merchant with whom you spent last night has been found
with his throat cut. We must search your things.'

They entered the house. The soldiers and the police-
officer unstrapped Aksyénof's luggage and searched it.
Suddenly the officer drew a knife out of a bag, crying,
'‘Whose knife is this?"

Aksyonof looked, and seeing a blood-stained knife taken
from his bag, he was frightened.

'‘How is it there is blood on this knife?’

Aksydnof tried to answer, but could hardly utter a word,
and only stammered: 'Il—I don't know—not mine.'

Then the police-officer said, 'This morning the merchant
was found in bed with his throat cut. You are the only person
who could have done it. The house was locked from inside,
and no one else was there. Here is this bloodstained knife in
your bag, and your face and manner betray you! Tell me
how you killed him, and how much money you stole?’

Aksydnof swore he had not done it; that he had not seen
the merchant after they had had tea together; that he had
no money except eight thousand roubles!3! of his own, and
that the knife was not his. But his voice was broken, his face
pale, and he trembled with fear as though he were guilty.

The police-officer ordered the soldiers to bind Aksydnof
and to put him in the cart. As they tied his feet together and
flung him into the cart, Aksyénof crossed himself and wept.
His money and goods were taken from him, and he was sent
to the nearest town and imprisoned there. Enquiries as to
his character were made in Vladimir. The merchants and



other inhabitants of that town said that in former days he
used to drink and waste his time, but that he was a good
man. Then the trial came on: he was charged with
murdering a merchant from Ryazan, and robbing him of
twenty thousand roubles.

His wife was in despair, and did not know what to
believe. Her children were all quite small; one was a baby at
her breast. Taking them all with her, she went to the town
where her husband was in gaol. At first she was not allowed
to see him; but, after much begging, she obtained
permission from the officials, and was taken to him. When
she saw her husband in prison-dress and in chains, shut up
with thieves and criminals, she fell down, and did not come
to her senses for a long time. Then she drew her children to
her, and sat down near him. She told him of things at home,
and asked about what had happened to him. He told her all,
and she asked, 'What can we do now?"

'We must petition the Tsar not to let an innocent man
perish.’

His wife told him that she had sent a petition to the Tsar,
but that it had not been accepted.

Aksyoénof did not reply, but only looked downcast.

Then his wife said, 'lt was not for nothing | dreamt your
hair had turned grey. You remember? You should not have
started that day.' And passing her fingers through his hair,
she said: 'Vanya dearest, tell your wife the truth; was it not
you who did it?

'So you, too, suspect me!' said Aksyénof, and, hiding his
face in his hands, he began to weep. Then a soldier came to



say that the wife and children must go away; and Aksyénof
said good-bye to his family for the last time.

When they were gone, Aksyénof recalled what had been
said, and when he remembered that his wife also had
suspected him, he said to himself, 'lt seems that only God
can know the truth; it is to Him alone we must appeal, and
from Him alone expect mercy.’

And Aksydnof wrote no more petitions; gave up all hope,
and only prayed to God.

Aksyénof was condemned to be flogged and sent to the
mines. So he was flogged with a knout, and when the
wounds made by the knout were healed, he was driven to
Siberia with other convicts.

For twenty-six years Aksyénof lived as a convict in
Siberia. His hair turned white as snow, and his beard grew
long, thin, and grey. All his mirth went; he stooped; he
walked slowly, spoke little, and never laughed, but he often
prayed.

In prison Aksydnof learnt to make boots, and earned a
little money, with which he bought The Lives of the Saints.
He read this book when there was light enough in the
prison; and on Sundays in the prison-church he read the
lessons and sang in the choir; for his voice was still good.

The prison authorities liked Aksyénof for his meekness,
and his fellow-prisoners respected him: they called him
‘Grandfather,' and 'The Saint.' When they wanted to petition
the prison authorities about anything, they always made
Aksyonof their spokesman, and when there were quarrels
among the prisoners they came to him to put things right,
and to judge the matter.



No news reached Aksyodnof from his home, and he did not
even know if his wife and children were still alive.

One day a fresh gang of convicts came to the prison. In
the evening the old prisoners collected round the new ones
and asked them what towns or villages they came from, and
what they were sentenced for. Among the rest Aksydénof sat
down near the new-comers, and listened with downcast air
to what was said.

One of the new convicts, a tall, strong man of sixty, with
a closely-cropped grey beard, was telling the others what he
had been arrested for.

'‘Well, friends,' he said, 'l only took a horse that was tied
to a sledge, and | was arrested and accused of stealing. |
said | had only taken it to get home quicker, and had then
let it go; besides, the driver was a personal friend of mine.
So | said, "It's all right." "No," said they, "you stole it." But
how or where | stole it they could not say. | once really did
something wrong, and ought by rights to have come here
long ago, but that time | was not found out. Now | have
been sent here for nothing at all. . . . Eh, but it's lies I'm
telling you; I've been to Siberia before, but | did not stay
long.'

'‘Where are you from?' asked some one.

'From Vladimir. My family are of that town. My name is
Makar, and they also call me Semyénitch.'

Aksydnof raised his head and said: 'Tell me, Semydnitch,
do you know anything of the merchants Aksyénof, of
Vladimir? Are they still alive?"

'Know them? Of course | do. The Aksyonofs are rich,
though their father is in Siberia: a sinner like ourselves, it



seems! As for you, Gran'dad, how did you come here?"

Aksyénof did not like to speak of his misfortune. He only
sighed, and said, 'For my sins | have been in prison these
twenty-six years.'

'What sins?' asked Makar Semyénitch.

But Aksyénof only said, 'Well, well—I must have deserved
it!" He would have said no more, but his companions told
the new-comer how Aksyénof came to be in Siberia: how
some one had killed a merchant, and had put a knife among
Aksyénof's things, and Aksyénof had been unjustly
condemned.

When Makar Semyédnitch heard this, he looked at
Aksyoénof, slapped his own knee, and exclaimed, 'Well, this
is wonderful! Really wonderful! But how old you've grown,
Gran'dad!"

The others asked him why he was so surprised, and
where he had seen Aksyénof before; but Makar Semyédnitch
did not reply. He only said: 'lIt's wonderful that we should
meet here, lads!’

These words made Aksyénof wonder whether this man
knew who had killed the merchant; so he said, 'Perhaps,
Semyoénitch, you have heard of that affair, or maybe you've
seen me before?"

‘How could | help hearing? The world's full of rumours.
But it's long ago, and I've forgotten what | heard.’

'‘Perhaps you heard who killed the merchant?' asked
Aksyonof.

Makdr Semyédnitch laughed, and replied, 'lt must have
been him in whose bag the knife was found! If some one
else hid the knife there, "He's not a thief till he's caught," as



the saying is. How could any one put a knife into your bag
while it was under your head? It would surely have woke you
up?’

When Aksyodnof heard these words, he felt sure this was
the man who had killed the merchant. He rose and went
away. All that night Aksyonof lay awake. He felt terribly
unhappy, and all sorts of images rose in his mind. There was
the image of his wife as she was when he parted from her to
go to the fair. He saw her as if she were present; her face
and her eyes rose before him; he heard her speak and
laugh. Then he saw his children, quite little, as they were at
that time: one with a little cloak on, another at his mother's
breast. And then he remembered himself as he used to be—
young and merry. He remembered how he sat playing the
guitar in the porch of the inn where he was arrested, and
how free from care he had been. He saw, in his mind, the
place where he was flogged, the executioner, and the
people standing around; the chains, the convicts, all the
twenty-six years of his prison life, and his premature old
age. The thought of it all made him so wretched that he was
ready to kill himself.

'And it's all that villain's doing!' thought Aksyénof. And
his anger was so great against Makar Semyédnitch that he
longed for vengeance, even if he himself should perish for
it. He kept repeating prayers all night, but could get no
peace. During the day he did not go near Makar
Semyodnitch, nor even look at him.

A fortnight passed in this way. Aksyénof could not sleep
at nights, and was so miserable that he did not know what
to do.



One night as he was walking about the prison he noticed
some earth that came rolling out from under one of the
shelves on which the prisoners slept. He stopped to see
what it was. Suddenly Makar Semyodnitch crept out from
under the shelf, and looked up at Aksyonof with frightened
face. Aksyonof tried to pass without looking at him, but
Makar seized his hand and told him that he had dug a hole
under the wall, getting rid of the earth by putting it into his
high-boots, and emptying it out every day on the road when
the prisoners were driven to their work.

'Just you keep quiet, old man, and you shall get out too. If
you blab they'll flog the life out of me, but | will kill you first.'

Aksyoénof trembled with anger as he looked at his enemy.
He drew his hand away, saying, 'l have no wish to escape,
and you have no need to kill me; you killed me long ago! As
to telling of you—I may do so or not, as God shall direct."

Next day, when the convicts were led out to work, the
convoy soldiers noticed that one or other of the prisoners
emptied some earth out of his boots. The prison was
searched, and the tunnel found. The Governor came and
questioned all the prisoners to find out who had dug the
hole. They all denied any knowledge of it. Those who knew,
would not betray Makar Semyénitch, knowing he would be
flogged almost to death. At last the Governor turned to
Aksyonof, whom he knew to be a just man, and said:

‘You are a truthful old man; tell me, before God, who dug
the hole?"

Makdr Semyédnitch stood as iif he were quite
unconcerned, looking at the Governor and not so much as
glancing at Aksydnof. Aksyénof's lips and hands trembled,



and for a long time he could not utter a word. He thought,
'‘Why should | screen him who ruined my life? Let him pay
for what | have suffered. But if | tell, they will probably flog
the life out of him, and maybe | suspect him wrongly. And,
after all, what good would it be to me?*

'‘Well, old man,' repeated the Governor, 'tell us the truth:
who has been digging under the wall?'

Aksyénof glanced at Makar Semyodnitch, and said, 'l
cannot say, your honour. It is not God's will that | should tell!
Do what you like with me; | am in your hands.'

However much the Governor tried, Aksyonof would say
no more, and so the matter had to be left.

That night, when Aksydnof was lying on his bed and just
beginning to doze, some one came quietly and sat down on
his bed. He peered through the darkness and recognized
Makar.

'What more do you want of me?' asked Aksyénof. 'Why
have you come here?'

Makar Semydnitch was silent. So Aksydnof sat up and
said, 'What do you want? Go away, or | will call the guard!"

Makar Semyénitch bent close over Aksydénof, and
whispered, 'lvan Dmitritch, forgive me!'

'What for?' asked Aksyénof.

'It was | who killed the merchant and hid the knife among
your things. | meant to kill you too, but I heard a noise
outside; so | hid the knife in your bag and escaped out of
the window.'

Aksydnof was silent, and did not know what to say. Makar
Semyodnitch slid off the bed-shelf and knelt upon the ground.
'l'van Dmitritch,' said he, 'forgive me! For the love of God,



forgive me! | will confess that it was | who killed the
merchant, and you will be released and can go to your
home.'

'It is easy for you to talk,' said Aksyénof, 'but | have
suffered for you these twenty-six years. Where could | go to
now? ... My wife is dead, and my children have forgotten
me. | have nowhere to go. ...

Makdar Semydnitch did not rise, but beat his head on the
floor. 'lvan Dmitritch, forgive me!" he cried. 'When they
flogged me with the knout it was not so hard to bear as it is
to see you now ... yet you had pity on me, and did not tell.
For Christ's sake forgive me, wretch that | am!" And he
began to sob.

When Aksyénof heard him sobbing he, too, began to
weep.

'‘God will forgive you!' said he. 'Maybe | am a hundred
times worse than you.' And at these words his heart grew
light, and the longing for home left him. He no longer had
any desire to leave the prison, but only hoped for his last
hour to come.

In spite of what Aksydénof had said, Makar Semydnitch
confessed his guilt. But when the order for his release came,
Aksyonof was already dead.

(Written in 1872.)

1. T The samovar ('self-boiler') is an urn in which water can be heated and
kept on the boil.

2. T A three-horse conveyance.

3. T The value of the rouble has varied at different times from more than
three shillings to less than two shillings. For the purposes of ready
calculation it may be taken as two shillings. In reading these stories to
children, the word 'florin' can be substituted for 'rouble’ if prefered.
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AN officer named Zhilin was serving in the army in the
Caucasus.

One day he received a letter from home. It was from his
mother, who wrote: 'I| am getting old, and should like to see
my dear son once more before | die. Come and say good-
bye to me and bury me, and then, if God pleases, return to
service again with my blessing. But | have found a girl for
you, who is sensible and good and has some property. If you
can love her, you might marry her and remain at home.'

Zhilin thought it over. It was quite true, the old lady was
failing fast and he might not have another chance to see her
alive. He had better go, and, if the girl was nice, why not
marry her?

So he went to his Colonel, obtained leave of absence,
said good-bye to his comrades, stood the soldiers four
pailfuls of vddkalll as a farewell treat, and got ready to go.

It was a time of war in the Caucasus. The roads were not
safe by night or day. If ever a Russian ventured to ride or
walk any distance away from his fort, the Tartars killed him
or carried him off to the hills. So it had been arranged that



twice every week a body of soldiers should march from one
fortress to the next to convoy travellers from point to point.

It was summer. At daybreak the baggage-train got ready
under shelter of the fortress; the soldiers marched out; and
all started along the road. Zhilin was on horseback, and a
cart with his things went with the baggage-train. They had
sixteen miles to go. The baggage-train moved slowly;
sometimes the soldiers stopped, or perhaps a wheel would
come off one of the carts, or a horse refuse to go on, and
then everybody had to wait.

When by the sun it was already past noon, they had not
gone half the way. It was dusty and hot, the sun was
scorching and there was no shelter anywhere: a bare plain
all round—not a tree, not a bush, by the road.

Zhilin rode on in front, and stopped, waiting for the
baggage to overtake him. Then he heard the signal-horn
sounded behind him: the company had again stopped. So
he began to think: 'Hadn't | better ride on by myself? My
horse is a good one: if the Tartars do attack me, | can gallop
away. Perhaps, however, it would be wiser to wait.’

As he sat considering, Kostilin, an officer carrying a gun,
rode up to him and said:

'Come along, Zhilin, let's go on by ourselves. It's
dreadful; | am famished, and the heat is terrible. My shirt is
wringing wet.'

Kostilin was a stout, heavy man, and the perspiration was
running down his red face. Zhilin thought awhile, and then
asked: 'ls your gun loaded?"

Yes it is.'



'‘Well, then, let's go, but on condition that we keep
together.’

So they rode forward along the road across the plain,
talking, but keeping a look-out on both sides. They could see
afar all round. But after crossing the plain the road ran
through a valley between two hills, and Zhilin said: 'We had
better climb that hill and have a look round, or the Tartars
may be on us before we know it.'

But Kostilin answered: 'What's the use? Let us go on.'

Zhilin, however, would not agree.

'‘No,' he said; 'you can wait here if you like, but I'll go and
look round.' And he turned his horse to the left, up the hill.
Zhilin's horse was a hunter, and carried him up the hillside
as if it had wings. (He had bought it for a hundred roubles as
a colt out of a herd, and had broken it in himself.) Hardly
had he reached the top of the hill, when he saw some thirty
Tartars not much more than a hundred yards ahead of him.
As soon as he caught sight of them he turned round, but the
Tartars had also seen him, and rushed after him at full
gallop, getting their guns out as they went. Down galloped
Zhilin as fast as the horse's legs could go, shouting to
Kostilin: 'Get your gun ready!'

And, in thought, he said to his horse: 'Get me well out of
this, my pet; don't stumble, for if you do it's all up. Once |
reach the gun, they shan't take me prisoner.'

But, instead of waiting, Kostilin, as soon as he caught
sight of the Tartars, turned back towards the fortress at full
speed, whipping his horse now on one side now on the
other, and its switching tail was all that could be seen of him
in the dust.



Zhilin saw it was a bad look-out; the gun was gone, and
what could he do with nothing but his sword? He turned his
horse towards the escort, thinking to escape, but there were
six Tartars rushing to cut him off. His horse was a good one,
but theirs were still better; and besides, they were across
his path. He tried to rein in his horse and to turn another
way, but it was going so fast it could not stop, and dashed
on straight towards the Tartars. He saw a red-bearded Tartar
on a grey horse, with his gun raised, come at him, yelling
and showing his teeth.

'Ah,' thought Zhilin, 'l know you, devils that you are. If
you take me alive, you'll put me in a pit and flog me. | will
not be taken alive!"

Zhilin, though not a big fellow, was brave. He drew his
sword and dashed at the red-bearded Tartar, thinking:
‘Either I'll ride him down, or disable him with my sword.'

He was still a horse's length away from him, when he was
fired at from behind, and his horse was hit. It fell to the
ground with all its weight, pinning Zhilin to the earth.

He tried to rise, but two ill-savoured Tartars were already
sitting on him and binding his hands behind his back. He
made an effort and flung them off, but three others jumped
from their horses and began beating his head with the butts
of their guns. His eyes grew dim, and he fell back. The
Tartars seized him, and, taking spare girths from their
saddles, twisted his hands behind him and tied them with a
Tartar knot. They knocked his cap off, pulled off his boots,
searched him all over, tore his clothes, and took his money
and his watch.



Zhilin looked round at his horse. There it lay on its side,
poor thing, just as it had fallen; struggling, its legs in the air,
unable to touch the ground. There was a hole in its head,
and black blood was pouring out, turning the dust to mud
for a couple of feet around.

One of the Tartars went up to the horse and began taking
the saddle off, it still kicked, so he drew a dagger and cut its
windpipe. A whistling sound came from its throat, the horse
gave one plunge, and all was over.

The Tartars took the saddle and trappings. The red-
bearded Tartar mounted his horse, and the others lifted
Zhilin into the saddle behind him. To prevent his falling off,
they strapped him to the Tartar's girdle; and then they all
rode away to the hills.

So there sat Zhilin, swaying from side to side, his head
striking against the Tartar's stinking back. He could see
nothing but that muscular back and sinewy neck, with its
closely shaven, bluish nape. Zhilin's head was wounded: the
blood had dried over his eyes, and he could neither shift his
position on the saddle nor wipe the blood off. His arms were
bound so tightly that his collar-bones ached.

They rode up and down hills for a long way. Then they
reached a river which they forded, and came to a hard road
leading across a valley.

Zhilin tried to see where they were going, but his eyelids
were stuck together with blood, and he could not turn.

Twilight began to fall; they crossed another river, and
rode up a stony hillside. There was a smell of smoke here,
and dogs were barking. They had reached an Aoul (a Tartar
village). The Tartars got off their horses; Tartar children



came and stood round Zhilin, shrieking with pleasure and
throwing stones at him.

The Tartar drove the children away, took Zhilin off the
horse, and called his man. A Nogay!?! with high cheek-
bones, and nothing on but a shirt (and that so torn that his
breast was all bare), answered the call. The Tartar gave him
an order. He went and fetched shackles: two blocks of oak
with iron rings attached, and a clasp and lock fixed to one of
the rings.

They untied Zhilin's arms, fastened the shackles on his
leg, and dragged him to a barn, where they pushed him in
and locked the door.

Zhilin fell on a heap of manure. He lay still awhile then
groped about to find a soft place, and settled down.

Il

That night Zhilin hardly slept at all. It was the time of
year when the nights are short, and daylight soon showed
itself through a chink in the wall. He rose, scratched to make
the chink bigger, and peeped out.

Through the hole he saw a road leading down-hill; to the
right was a Tartar hut with two trees near it, a black dog lay
on the threshold, and a goat and kids were moving about
wagging their tails. Then he saw a young Tartar woman in a
long, loose, bright-coloured gown, with trousers and high
boots showing from under it. She had a coat thrown over
her head, on which she carried a large metal jug filled with
water. She was leading by the hand a small, closely-shaven
Tartar boy, who wore nothing but a shirt; and as she went
along balancing herself, the muscles of her back quivered.
This woman carried the water into the hut, and, soon after,



the red-bearded Tartar of yesterday came out dressed in a
silk tunic, with a silver-hilted dagger hanging by his side,
shoes on his bare feet, and a tall black sheepskin cap set far
back on his head. He came out, stretched himself, and
stroked his red beard. He stood awhile, gave an order to his
servant, and went away.

Then two lads rode past from watering their horses. The
horses' noses were wet. Some other closely-shaven boys ran
out, without any trousers, and wearing nothing but their
shirts. They crowded together, came to the barn, picked up
a twig, and began pushing it in at the chink. Zhilin gave a
shout, and the boys shrieked and scampered off, their little
bare knees gleaming as they ran.

Zhilin was very thirsty: his throat was parched, and he
thought: 'If only they would come and so much as look at
me!'

Then he heard some one unlocking the barn. The red-
bearded Tartar entered, and with him was another, a smaller
man, dark, with bright black eyes, red cheeks, and a short
beard. He had a merry face, and was always laughing. This
man was even more richly dressed than the other. He wore
a blue silk tunic trimmed with gold, a large silver dagger in
his belt, red morocco slippers worked with silver, and over
these a pair of thick shoes, and he had a white sheepskin
cap on his head.

The red-bearded Tartar entered, muttered something as if
he were annoyed, and stood leaning against the doorpost,
playing with his dagger, and glaring askance at Zhilin, like a
wolf. The dark one, quick and lively, and moving as if on
springs, came straight up to Zhilin, squatted down in front of



him, slapped him on the shoulder, and began to talk very
fast in his own language. His teeth showed, and he kept
winking, clicking his tongue, and repeating, 'Good Russ,
good Russ.'

Zhilin could not understand a word, but said, 'Drink! give
me water to drink!'

The dark man only laughed. 'Good Russ,' he said, and
went on talking in his own tongue.

Zhilin made signs with lips and hands that he wanted
something to drink.

The dark man understood, and laughed. Then he looked
out of the door, and called to some one: 'Dina!"

A little girl came running in: she was about thirteen,
slight, thin, and like the dark Tartar in face. Evidently she
was his daughter. She, too, had clear black eyes, and her
face was good-looking. She had on a long blue gown with
wide sleeves, and no girdle. The hem of her gown, the front,
and the sleeves, were trimmed with red. She wore trousers
and slippers, and over the slippers stouter shoes with high
heels. Round her neck she had a necklace made of Russian
silver coins. She was bareheaded, and her black hair was
plaited with a ribbon and ornamented with qilt braid and
silver coins.

Her father gave an order, and she ran away and returned
with a metal jug. She handed the water to Zhilin and sat
down, crouching so that her knees were as high as her
head; and there she sat with wide open eyes watching Zhilin
drink, as though he were a wild animal.

When Zhilin handed the empty jug back to her, she gave
such a sudden jump back, like a wild goat, that it made her



father laugh. He sent her away for something else. She took
the jug, ran out, and brought back some unleavened bread
on a round board, and once more sat down, crouching, and
looking on with staring eyes.

Then the Tartars went away and again locked the door.

After a while the Nogdy came and said: 'Ayda, the
master, Ayda!

He, too, knew no Russian. All Zhilin could make out was
that he was told to go somewhere.

Zhilin followed the Noégay, but limped, for the shackles
dragged his feet so that he could hardly step at all. On
getting out of the barn he saw a Tartar village of about ten
houses, and a Tartar church with a small tower. Three horses
stood saddled before one of the houses; little boys were
holding them by the reins. The dark Tartar came out of this
house, beckoning with his hand for Zhilin to follow him. Then
he laughed, said something in his own language, and
returned into the house.

Zhilin entered. The room was a good one: the walls
smoothly plastered with clay. Near the front wall lay a pile of
bright-coloured feather beds; the side walls were covered
with rich carpets used as hangings, and on these were
fastened guns, pistols and swords, all inlaid with silver.
Close to one of the walls was a small stove on a level with
the earthen floor. The floor itself was as clean as a
thrashing-ground. A large space in one corner was spread
over with felt, on which were rugs, and on these rugs were
cushions stuffed with down. And on these cushions sat five
Tartars, the dark one, the red-haired one, and three guests.
They were wearing their indoor slippers, and each had a



cushion behind his back. Before them were standing millet
cakes on a round board, melted butter in a bowl, and a jug
of buza, or Tartar beer. They ate both cakes and butter with
their hands.

The dark man jumped up and ordered Zhilin to be placed
on one side, not on the carpet but on the bare ground, then
he sat down on the carpet again, and offered millet cakes
and buza to his guests. The servant made Zhilin sit down,
after which he took off his own overshoes, put them by the
door where the other shoes were standing, and sat down
nearer to his masters on the felt, watching them as they
ate, and licking his lips.

The Tartars ate as much as they wanted, and a woman
dressed in the same way as the girl—in a long gown and
trousers, with a kerchief on her head—came and took away
what was left, and brought a handsome basin, and an ewer
with a narrow spout. The Tartars washed their hands, folded
them, went down on their knees, blew to the four quarters,
and said their prayers. After they had talked for a while, one
of the guests turned to Zhilin and began to speak in
Russian.

'You were captured by Kazi-Mohammed,' he said, and
pointed at the red-bearded Tartar. 'And Kazi-Mohammed has
given you to Abdul Murat,' pointing at the dark one. 'Abdul
Murat is now your master.’

Zhilin was silent. Then Abdul Murat began to talk,
laughing, pointing to Zhilin, and repeating, 'Soldier Russ,
good Russ.'

The interpreter said, 'He orders you to write home and
tell them to send a ransom, and as soon as the money



comes he will set you free.'

Zhilin thought for a moment, and said, 'How much
ransom does he want?’

The Tartars talked awhile, and then the interpreter said,
‘Three thousand roubles.'

'No,' said Zhilin, 'l can't pay so much.’

Abdul jumped up and, waving his arms, talked to Zhilin,
thinking, as before, that he would understand. The
interpreter translated: 'How much will you give?"

Zhilin considered, and said, 'Five hundred roubles.' At this
the Tartars began speaking very quickly, all together. Abdul
began to shout at the red-bearded one, and jabbered so fast
that the spittle spurted out of his mouth. The red-bearded
one only screwed up his eyes and clicked his tongue.

They quietened down after a while, and the interpreter
said, 'Five hundred roubles is not enough for the master. He
paid two hundred for you himself. Kazi-Mohammed was in
debt to him, and he took you in payment. Three thousand
roubles! Less than that won't do. If you refuse to write, you
will be put into a pit and flogged with a whip!"

'Eh!" thought Zhilin, 'the more one fears them the worse
it will be.

So he sprang to his feet, and said, 'You tell that dog that
if he tries to frighten me | will not write at all, and he will get
nothing. | never was afraid of you dogs, and never will be!"

The interpreter translated, and again they all began to
talk at once.

They jabbered for a long time, and then the dark man
jumped up, came to Zhilin, and said: 'Dzhigit Russ, dzhigit
Russ!" (Dzhigit in their language means 'brave.') And he



