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XX1

THE sky was overcast with low clouds, and
although it was not perfectly dark, and in
front the cart-ruts could be distinguished stand-
ing out on the road, to right and left, every-
thing was in shadow, and the outlines of
separate objects fell topether into big con-
fused patches of darkness. It was a dim,
treacherous night ; the wind blew in gusty,
damp squalls, bringing with it the scent of
rain and of broad fields of wheat., When
they had passed the oak bushes which served
as a landmark, and had to turn ofi’ into the
by-road, driving was still maore difficult ;: the
narrow track was quite lost at times. . . . The
coachman drove more slowly.

‘I hope we're not going to lose our way,
observed Nezhdanov, who had been silent till
then,

‘No; we shan't lose our way!’ answered
Markelov. *Tweo misfortunes don’t come in
one day.’
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VIRGIN SOIL

*Why, what was the first misfortune?’
‘What? why, we've wasted our day for
nothing—don’t you reckon that as anything 2’

*Yes ... ofcourse. . . . That awful Golush-
kin! We oughtn't to have drunk so much
wine, My head aches now . . . fearfully.’

"1 wasn't speaking of Golushkin; he at any
rate gave Us Some money, so that was at least
something gained by cur visit!’

“Surely you don't regret Paklin’s having
taken us to his ..., what was it he called
them—paoll-parrots 27

*There’s nothing to regret in it . . . and
there’s nothing to rejoice at either. 1’'m not
one of those who take interest in such trifles
. .. 1 was not referring to that misfortune,’

‘VWhat, then ?’

Markelov make no reply, he simply turned
a little in his comrner, as though he were
wrapping himself up. Nezhdanov could not
quite make out his face; only his moustaches
stood out in a black transverse line: but ever
since the morning he had been conscious of
something in Markelov it was better not to
touch upon—some ohscure, secret irritation.

“Tell me, Sergei Mihalovitch, he began
after a long paose, ‘are you in earnest in
admiring Mr. Kislyakov's letters, that you

gave me to read this morning? You know—
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excuse the crudity of the expression—it's all
perfect rubbish |

Markelov drew himself up.

‘In the first place, he began in a wrathiul
voice, ‘[ don't at all share your opinion about
those letters. I think them wvery remarkable . . .
and conscientious! And secondly, Kislyakov
toils and slaves, and, what's more, he believes ;
he believes in our cause, he believes in revolu-
tion! [ must tell you one thing, Alexey Dmi-
trievitch, I notice that yos—you are very luke-
warm in our cause ; you don’t believe in it!°

“What makes you think that?' Nezhdanov
articulated slowly,

“What? Why, every word you say, vour
whole behaviour! To-day at Gelushkin's, who
was it said he didn't see what elements we
could depend on? You! Who asked us to point
toany? You! And when that friend of yours,
that grinning ape and buffoon, Mr. Paklin, began
declaring, with eyes upturned to heaven, that
not one of us was capable of sacrifice, who was
it backed him up, who was it nodded his head
in approval ? Wasn’t that you? Say what you
please of yourself, and think of yourself what
you know . .. that's your affair. .. but [ know
of people who are capable of renouncing every-
thing that makes life sweet, even the bliss of
love, to be true to their convictions, not to betray
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them ! Oh, to-day, rex are not capable of that,
of course !’

"To-day? And why to-day?’

‘Come, no humbug, for God's sake, you
happy Doa Juan, you myrtle-crowned lover!’
shouted Markelow, totally oblivious of the coach-
man, who, though he did not turn round on the
box, could hear everything perfectly distinctly.
It is true the coachman was at that instant
far more interested in the road than in any
wrangling on the part of the gentlemen sitting
behind him, and he cautiously and rather timor-
ously urged on the centre horse, who shook
his head and backed, letting the coach slide
down a sort of rocky prominence, which cer-
tainly ought not to have been there at all,

‘Excuse me, I don’t quite understand you,’
said Nezhdanov.

Markelov gave a forced, vindictive chuckle.

“You don't understand me! Ha! ha! ha!
I know all about it, my fine gentleman! I know
whem you had a lave-scene with yesterday; |1
know who it is you've fascinated with your
good looks and your fine talk ; I know who lets
you into her room .., after ten o'clock at

night !’
‘ Master!' the coachman suddenly addressed
Markelov, ‘take the reins ... I'll et down

and have a look. , . . I think we've got off the
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