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FOREWORD

When Maxim Gorky had finished writing
that wonderful series of tramp stories which
astonished by their force and originality the
outside world no less than the native, when it
became evident that his contact with the eivi-
lized world and his entry into the political
arena had not served to add to his literary
prestige, there appeared on the scene a youmg
man, by the name of Leonidas Andreiyeff, with
a small volume of tales, fittingly dedicated to
the author of ** Chelkash.”

It was one of those peculiarly timed events,
which occur oceasionally in the domain of lit-
erature no less in that of history, when a man
of genius appears in our midst—in the nick of
titne, as it were—to carry on some unfinished
work, and to hammer the next link in the chain
of prevailing circumstances. Since this initial
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final syllables, and her good plump face was
distorted with a grimace of pain and exaspera-
tion, as if in this manner she wished to express
what stern people they were—her husband and
daughter. '

Father Ignatius smiled and arose. Closing
his book, he removed his spectacles, placed
them in the case and meditated. His long,
black beard, inwoven with silver threads, lay
dignified on his breast, and it slowly heaved at
every deep breath,

“Well, let us go!” said he,

Olga Stepanovna quickly arose and entreated
in an appealing, timid voice:

“ Only don’t revile her, father! You know
the sort she 1s.”

Vera's chamber was in the attic, and the
narrow, wooden stair bent and creaked under
the heavy tread of Father Ignatius. Tall and
ponderous, he lowered his head to avoid strik-
ing the floor of the upper story, and frowned
disdainfully when the white jacket of his wife
brushed his face. Well he knew that nothing
would come of their talk with Vera.

“Why do you come? " asked Vera, raising
a bared arm to her eyes. The other arm lay
on top of a white summer blanket hardly dis-
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tinguishable from the fabric, so white, trans-
lucent and cold was its aspect.

“Verochka!” began her mother, but sob-
bing, she grew silent.

“Vera!l” said her father, making an effort
to soften his dry and hard voice. “ Vera, tell
us, what troubles you?

Vera was silent.

~“Vera, do not we, your mother and I, de-
serve your confidence? Do we not love you?
And is there some ¢one nearer to you than we?
Tell us about your sorrow, and believe me
you'll feel better for it. And we tco. Look
at your aged mother, how much she suffers!”

*“Verochka! ™ .

“And I . . .” The dry voice trembled,
truly something had broken in it, “And I...
do you think I find it easy? As if T did not
see that some sorrow is gnawing at you—and
what is it? And I, your father, do not know
what it is. [s it right that it should be so? "

Vera was silent. Father Ignatius very cau-
tiously stroked his beard, as if afraid that his
fingers would enmesh themselves involuntarily
in it, and continued :

“Against my wish you went to St. Peters-
burg—did I pronounce a curse upon you, you
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who disobeyed me? Or did I not give you
money? Or, you'll say, I have not been kind?
Well, why then are you silent? There, you've
had your St. Petersburg!”

Father Ignatius became silent, and an itmage
arose before him of something huge, of granite,
and terrible, full of invisible dangers and
strange and indifferent people. And there,
alone and weak, was his Vera and there they
had lost her. An awful hatred against that
terrible and mysterious city grew in the soul of
Father Ignatius, and an anger against his
daughter who was silent, obstinately silent.

“ St. Petersburg has nothing to do with it,”
said Vera, morosely, and closed her eyes. “And
nothing is the matter with me. Better go to
bed, it is late.”

“ Verochka,” whimpered her mother. * Lit-
tle daughter, do confess to me.”

“Akh, mammal” impatiently Vera inter-
rupted her.

Father Ignatius sat down on a chair and
laughed. )

* Well, then it's nothing ? ' he inquired, iron-
1cally,

“ Father,” sharply put in Vera, raising her-
self from the pillow, * you know that I love you
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and mother. Well, I do feel a little weary.
But that will pass. Do go to sleep, and I also
wish to sleep. And to-morrow, or some other
time, we’ll have a chat,”

Father Ignatius impetuously arose so that
the chair hit the wall, and took his wife’s hand.

““Let us go.”

“Verochkal™

“Let us go, I tell you!” shovted Father

Ignatins., “If she has forgotten God, shall
we . . .
Almost foreibly he led Olga Stepanovna out
of the room, and when they descended the
stairs, his wife, decreasing her gait, said in a
harsh whisper:

“ It was you, priest, who have made her such.
From vou she learnt her ways. And you'll an-
swer for it. Akh, unhappy creature that I
am!"”

And she wept, and, as her eyves filled with
tears, her foot, missing a step, would descend
with a sudden jolt, as if she were eager to fall
into some existent abyss below.

From that day Father Ignatms ceased to
speak with his daughter, but she seemed not to
notice it. As before she lay in her room, or
walked about, continually wiping her eyes with
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the palms of her hands as if they contained
some irritating foreign substance. And
crushed between these two silent people, the
jolly, fun-loving wife of the priest quailed and
seemed lost, not knowing what to say or do.

Occasionally Vera took a stroll. A week fol-
lowing the interview she went out in the even-
ing, as was her habit. She was not seen alive
again, as on this evening she threw herself
under the train, which cut her in two.

Father Ignatius himself directed the funeral,
His wife was not present in church, as at the.
news of Vera's death she was prostrated by a
stroke, She lost control of her feet, hands and
tongue, and she lay motionless n the semi-
darkened room when the church bells rang out.
She heard the people, as they issued out of
church and passed the house, intone the chants,
and she made an effort to raise her hand, and
to make a sign of the cross, but her hand re-
fused to obey; she wished to say: “ Farewell,
Vera!” but the tongue lay in her mouth huge
and heavy. And her attitude was so calm,
that it gave one an impression of restfulness
or sleep. Only her eves rematned open.

At the funeral, in church, were many people
who knew Father Ignatius and many stran-
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