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POLINKA (JEHE)

IT is one o’clock in the afternoon. Shopping is at its height at the “NouveautA©’s de Paris,” a
drapery establishment in one of the Arcades. —

TF—=, BEENERFR, —XOHEE—FHEE, ERWYNSIENZ, —

There is a monotonous hum of shopmen’s voices, the hum one hears at school when the
teacher sets the boys to learn something by heart. —

B KITHITNES BIRISEEE, MEEFREZIMLBEZITERFAAR —HNEFE, —

This regular sound is not interrupted by the laughter of lady customers nor the slam of the glass
door, nor the scurrying of the boys.
EMENEELEREMENRSE, KB RIREAX LRSS AR B RTT#R,

Polinka, a thin fair little person whose mother is the head of a dressmaking establishment, is
standing in the middle of the shop looking about for some one. —

BWE, —MEENEA/NER, BNSFER—RKAEENER, IHEEENGKESESIHEN
Ao -

A dark-browed boy runs up to her and asks, looking at her very gravely:
—MNEERENS TR, INEitE)E:

“What is your pleasure, madam?”

B, KA, EGBITLE?

“Nikolay Timofeitch always takes my order,” answers Polinka.

‘B ERIET L/ NIRERS, RHMTEEE,

Nikolay Timofeitch, a graceful dark young man, fashionably dressed, with frizzled hair and a big
pin in his cravat, has already cleared a place on the counter and is craning forward, looking at
Polinka with a smile.

ERl- REIEST, —IMFENE, LLEN. BRRIE—RAITGEINHRIEREBFEAN, B
ZEEEEBET MY, MEEHEM TR,

“Morning, Pelagea Sergeevna!” he cries in a pleasant, hearty baritone voice. —
"By, XASHW ! MEARR RAENSPREREIRE. —

“What can | do for you?”

“FEE NG ?

“Good-morning!” says Polinka, going up to him. —

“BEYF | IR RELRIR, —



POLINKA (JEHE)

“You see, I'm back again... . Show me some gimp, please.”

“11]\%, ﬁR%T ...... 1%23?‘2%_%2%?0 ?

“Gimp—for what purpose?”

“BF-FRME A2

“For a bodice trimming—to trim a whole dress, in fact.”

“FASRA LR IG-SEPR LR ARG — BB 1Y,

“Certainly.”
“HIAETLA,

Nickolay Timofeitch lays several kinds of gimp before Polinka; —

EhEhl-REFSFERMTEENE TLMET,; —

she looks at the trimmings languidly and begins bargaining over them.

gt EERm, FRiTMEm,

“Oh, come, a rouble’s not dear,” says the shopman persuasively, with a condescending smile.

B, RIE, —FHAR ERRFERENHERD, FEFE - 2ABIMR, —

“It's a French trimming, pure silk... . We have a commoner sort, if you like, heavier. —

XAV, L. .. QD%UEM BIEBE—MELE, BE—%, —

That'’s forty-five kopecks a yard; of course, it's nothing like the same quality.”

EEENTAXIL; A, RETWZXNT,

“I want a bead corselet, too, with gimp buttons,” says Polinka, bending over the gimp and

sighing for some reason. —

"BEBE - NEETHNFIREIFN, SRMRHE, TTEEEEH, ATMNAANRTAS,

“And have you any bead motifs to match?”

B ERIKIGEIZED ?

“YeS.”

I,

Polinka bends still lower over the counter and asks softly:

BEMEEESREWEE:



POLINKA (JEHE)

“And why did you leave us so early on Thursday, Nikolay Timofeitch?”
‘BHh-REFST, A2 LAMNBABIAR?”

“Hm! It's queer you noticed it,” says the shopman, with a smirk. —
B HEEAERRT, BRFRIEATESENRTZRE, —

“You were so taken up with that fine student that . . —

“URARBT RIABUANEZFEET, FUMRESRT | " —

. it's queer you noticed it!”

BT TRE, RIFITIR,

Polinka flushes crimson and remains mute. —
[ERFEERIEEFE L, ELENMGE(EE—K, —

With a nervous quiver in his fingers the shopman closes the boxes, and for no sort of object
piles them one on the top of another. —

WFEFIREEXEYE, EREA—MIAKNEPNFEERER, —

A moment of silence follows.
— BT ERRE Z T K.
“l want some bead lace, too,” says Polinka, lifting her eyes guiltily to the shopman.

"B BE - EIRED, IR B ERRI R EIREYE R,

“What sort? Black or coloured? Bead lace on tulle is the most fashionable trimming.”
‘2R ? BEERFE ? AREAFAE LRI E RN,

“And how much is it?”

u%//'\%% ? ”

“The black’s from eighty kopecks and the coloured from two and a half roubles. —

‘REMMANTXIE, ReABNFAHiE, —

| shall never come and see you again,” Nikolay Timofeitch adds in an undertone.

Ehfl-REFFRENRE: "BBHUASKEMRT.

HWhy?”
tta?

“Why? It's very simple. You must understand that yourself. Why should | distress myself? —

Pt 42 XRER, RECNZBE. Bt 2B IERALREEE ? —



POLINKA (JEHE)

It's a queer business! Do you suppose it's a pleasure to me to see that student carrying on with
you? —

XHEREAFET | WERINABBSHBRBNFENRIT/ AL ? —

| see it all and | understand. Ever since autumn he’s been hanging about you and you go for a

walk with him almost every day; —

HERT 1), AT, AKXFE, tHm—EES(R, F/LFESXEMMEEE; —

and when he is with you, you gaze at him as though he were an angel. You are in love with
him; —

SfthFRE—2hY, (REJEME, HHthEXRE—1F, RELTH,; —

there’s no one to beat him in your eyes. —

EIREIRFIZ ABELLIS L, —

Well, all right, then, it's no good talking.”
B, 177, BT AR,

Polinka remains dumb and moves her finger on the counter in embarrassment.

B ERFTTA, WS EBHNFIE,

“| see it all,” the shopman goes on. “What inducement have | to come and see you? —

"BEET ), ERHEERE, "BETANREMRE? —

I've got some pride. It's not every one likes to play gooseberry. —

BERTH. ATRENABERG MR, —

What was it you asked for?”

UEDVAS F

“Mamma told me to get a lot of things, but I've forgotten. | want some feather trimming too.”
BB H RS HRA, BRET. HEBE— LR,

“What kind would you like?”
REEM AR 2

“The best, something fashionable.”

“BRFRY, EERIZRAE,

“The most fashionable now are real bird feathers. —

‘WMERNENMEESHE, —



POLINKA (JEHE)

If you want the most fashionable colour, it's heliotrope or kanak—that is, claret with a yellow
shade in it. —

MRABEENENEE, BRELRLESNkanak - B ZRFEEETHEERIE, —

We have an immense choice. And what all this affair is going to lead to, | really don’t
understand. —

BINBRZSER, I—tAEESERT2, RENTER, —

Here you are in love, and how is it to end?”

fMIBZE T, XRFUFILERE ?”

Patches of red come into Nikolay Timofeitch’s face round his eyes. —
ERfifR FTRERMESHIRBARZEILR. —

He crushes the soft feather trimming in his hand and goes on muttering:

IERRMPERIBREFH, HEMEEEIE:

“Do you imagine he’ll marry you—is that it? You’'d better drop any such fancies. —

“REA Dt ZERIRLEIEND ? BX M ? RERIFFXFIZIE, —

Students are forbidden to marry. And do you suppose he comes to see you with honourable
intentions? —

FHERWEILLEN, EEMRUDMRERRE TARNEEL? —

A Iiker idea! Why, these fine students don’t look on us as human beings ... —

BERAAIRIEE | ZERBHZEIBRAESMAMS...... —

they only go to see shopkeepers and dressmakers to laugh at their ignorance and to drink. —

N RARZERRIABRREEERBAINNTN, TEEE, —

They’re ashamed to drink at home and in good houses, but with simple uneducated people like
us they don’t care what any one thinks; —

i IEEMISRAR, NEERITFEFER, BEGHRINIXHFNERTHIATR, WIIRE
SAANEE;, —

they’d be ready to stand on their heads. Yes! Well, which feather trimming will you take? —

NEZEEER., 7 | (REMMPIERT? —

And if he hangs about and carries on with you, we know what he is after... . —

NRMAERB DA, RFFTREMR, BIMNEMNBHZRTA...... —



POLINKA (JEHE)

When he’s a doctor or a lawyer he’ll remember you: —

Sfthpl h EE R IMA, mESBER: —

‘Ah,” he’ll say, ‘I used to have a pretty fair little thing! | wonder where she is now?’ —

W, i, FHEEE—MESRNENNGRE | AAERINEERE 2 —

Even now | bet you he boasts among his friends that he’s got his eye on a little dressmaker.”

BIEIRE, FITHEMAERRIEaIS BRI —NMIEEER,

Polinka sits down and gazes pensively at the pile of white boxes.

BRFRTR, BUE—BEHET

“No, | won't take the feather trimming,” she sighs. “Mamma had better choose it for herself; —
, BAZBNPERN, WX T OSKHE, BERIFECERE; '—

| may get the wrong one. | want six yards of fringe for an overcoat, at forty kopecks the yard. —
‘FAJRERIEH, BREAEIINERS, SO+, —

For the same coat | want cocoa-nut buttons, perforated, so they can be sown on firmly... .”

EMFRIARR, BREMFZAHN, 2R/, FUFEELLELE. ...

Nikolay Timofeitch wraps up the fringe and the buttons. —
[Ehfl- ZREFESF I RAMNAN, —

She looks at him guiltily and evidently expects him to go on talking, but he remains sullenly

silent while he tidies up the feather trimming.

wE—-MEENEOM, EAFEMABLEETE, BMTERANE, —ABEPEKIM,

“I mustn’t forget some buttons for a dressing-gown ...” —
‘HARETIC— R4, ...

she says after an interval of silence, wiping her pale lips with a handkerchief.
iR, AFEENEEANEE,
“What kind?”

ARy 2?7

“It's for a shopkeeper’s wife, so give me something rather striking.”

BAE—MNEENEF, IUAERSMBHSIAEFENERA,

“Yes, if it's for a shopkeeper’s wife, you'd better have something bright. Here are some buttons.

‘B, MRBLH—NEENEF, RIFE—LEHERN, XEE L4,



POLINKA (JEHE)

A combination of colours-red, blue, and the fashionable gold shade. Very glaring. —

—MEEnEs-Ae. EeMiEgnEeil, FERR, —

The more refined prefer dull black with a bright border. But | don’t understand. —

BIMEHMIAENREREERHERNG, BRABEE, —

Can’t you see for yourself? What can these ... walks lead to?”

RIEEBNHR ? XL EMESHTA?

“I don’t know,” whispers Polinka, and she bends over the buttons; —

“BAE, EMERERE, ETTRESAN; —

“I don’t know myself what's come to me, Nikolay Timofeitch.”
‘BECHEANEEALT, EEN-FRIEST.

A solid shopman with whiskers forces his way behind Nikolay Timofeitch’s back, squeezing him
to the counter, and beaming with the choicest gallantry, shouts:

— NBERANEXNESMNELH TRIFFNERH TR, KiFEIESR], AEXEH
A EHE

“Be so kind, madam, as to step into this department. We have three kinds of jerseys: —
“BREIXANXE, BAME=MAAWEK: RN, FAMAREIKIGN | BREMIER
/j_<o T —

plain, braided, and trimmed with beads! Which may | have the pleasure of showing you?”

S5ItERE, — NEMBENTIMEMEELEL, BRBMRINES, LFRBRE:

At the same time a stout lady passes by Polinka, pronouncing in a rich, deep voice, almost a
bass:

eI, FTHEEMEELE, &

“They must be seamless, with the trade mark stamped in them, please.”

EhEhl-FRFESFE TENE RN THEXERFTE.

“Pretend to be looking at the things,” Nikolay Timofeitch whispers, bending down to Polinka
with a forced smile. —

“SRER, (MBEERTEHMES; (FEE T, MIBMAEN, MAFSIE - /RS | —

“Dear me, you do look pale and ill; you are quite changed. He’'ll throw you over, Pelagea
Sergeevna! —

REMRMENE TR, BAZRLTFEMRLETINE,; MESRIFNEHIBER —



POLINKA (JEHE)

Or if he does marry you, it won't be for love but from hunger; he’ll be tempted by your money.

“Pretend to be looking at the things,” Nikolay Timofeitch whispers, bending down to Polinka

with a forced smile. —

He’ll furnish himself a nice home with your dowry, and then be ashamed of you. —

AR MBI TE—NERNKR, AR REEIE, —

He’'ll keep you out of sight of his friends and visitors, because you're uneducated. —

fESILRZBMHARIEAN, BAMEERIHNE. —

He’'ll call you ‘my dummy of a wife.” You wouldn’t know how to behave in a doctor’s or lawyer’s

circle. —

SR A BB BENE S, FAMENAEEESEIINEFERE. —

To them you're a dressmaker, an ignorant creature.”

MR, REEEE, —NTAREY,

“Nikolay Timofeitch!” somebody shouts from the other end of the shop. —

‘EHhF RREEFRES | " BANGHS —REE, —

“The young lady here wants three yards of ribbon with a metal stripe. Have we any?”

“XMNAB =BT REEBRFRUMET, BBE?”

Nikolay Timofeitch turns in that direction, smirks and shouts:

ELhFE REERFRSFEOBILE, BERERE

“Yes, we have! Ribbon with a metal stripe, ottoman with a satin stripe, and satin with a moirA©
stripe!”

‘B, BB | TEEBFUMRT, HRFLHIEETS ULHEKSFNNET |

“Oh, by the way, | mustn’t forget, Olga asked me to get her a pair of stays!” says Polinka.

‘B, WY, HESTT, RRIMNMERABI BRI | IR,

“There are tears in your eyes,” says Nikolay Timofeitch in dismay. “What'’s that for? —
“RIVIREBEEAHRK, "Eehil- REBIESRIGR, “BAT ?”

Come to the corset department, I'll screen you —it looks awkward.”

SREREKRENE, BB REE—IFBERRED.

With a forced smile and exaggeratedly free and easy manner, the shopman rapidly conducts

Polinka to the corset department and conceals her from the public eye behind a high pyramid



POLINKA (JHE)

of boxes.
[EGREEIIRSS, BakitiZMitduEIEEMTHRIRE K, HE— I ETFeeEElE GFIEtkE
fal ek, BRiEAAE N,

“What sort of corset may | show you?” he asks aloud, whispering immediately: “Wipe your
eyes!”

‘BEEEMTABNREBNKE ? AXRCE, M2I1EFR: FRIRE 7

“Il'want ... | want ... size forty-eight centimetres. Only she wanted one, lined ... —

“BEE.CREE. . OT/N\EXRNRY, RARMEE—4, EEEWREN...... —

with real whalebone ... | must talk to you, Nikolay Timofeitch. Come to-day!”
WEEBBN... SKEENFUE, BEA-RERMES, SKMK !

“Talk? What about? There’s nothing to talk about.”
“WIE ? KT 4 2 8 4 F %, "

“You are the only person who ... cares about me, and I've no one to talk to but you.”

“REME—... EFRIA, BRBEMARIURIF,

“These are not reed or steel, but real whalebone... . What is there for us to talk about? —
GXLERZRFEFERN, MeEIEMERE...... BB LF®RN 2?27 —

It's no use talking... . You are going for a walk with him to-day, | suppose?”
KA. RS RNIZENfth— AT 2

“Yes; I ... lam.”

=1 O 5 A - 1

“Then what's the use of talking? Talk won’t help... . You are in love, aren’t you?”
“BRRIEBTARAE ? EALHTTE..... MRTET, EE?”"

“Yes ...” Polinka whispers hesitatingly, and big tears gush from her eyes.

“BE.IRIRRIABIRAE, KERBBLR,

“What is there to say?” mutters Nikolay Timofeitch, shrugging his shoulders nervously and

turning pale. —

‘EHA-ERIESFLTSUN, HEfikitBgBE, Retsa. "—

“There’s no need of talk... . Wipe your eyes, that’s all. —
‘TRZE.... . BERBAMT. "—

10
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| ... 1 ask for nothing.”

“F... BAKMTL, 7

At that moment a tall, lanky shopman comes up to the pyramid of boxes, and says to his

customer:

FAERRRY, — NSXERIRESRERIFEFHER], MNHEMEHE

“Let me show you some good elastic garters that do not impede the circulation, certified by
medical authority ...”

SERAERTEFNEMRT, N2ERMRER, 2EFINE.....

Nikolay Timofeitch screens Polinka, and, trying to conceal her emotion and his own, wrinkles
his face into a smile and says aloud:

‘FEERA-ERIESFHE TRMT, BH—MRRHRBIEBIRHESHER, KEiE: ”

“There are two kinds of lace, madam: cotton and silk! —

‘BLBRM, L] wig " —

Oriental, English, Valenciennes, crochet, torchon, are cotton. —

RN, RIE=XAE, REAEITXE, #WiaXEERIREY,

And rococo, soutache, Cambray, are silk..
‘MBS AR XS, FHXE, EZ‘E@HW%B%%E’J ......

For God'’s sake, wipe your eyes! They’re coming this way!”

KIET, BIEREIE ! kT !

And seeing that her tears are still gushing he goes on louder than ever:

BRI REBKINAEL, MU EERENARESEHE:

“Spanish, Rococo, soutache, Cambray ... stockings, thread, cotton, silk ...”
‘BRI XS, SRIRINAE, XS, RMENE.... KEWK, 2%, B, 249,

11



AT A SUMMER VILLA (FE—1NBZ512%F)

“I LOVE YOU. You are my life, my happiness—everything to me! —-
“BEMR, RERWES, BWERE—RmME—t]! —

Forgive the avowal, but | have not the strength to suffer and be silent. —-
BRIEHIER, BRESBNEZLBXZNNE, —

| ask not for love in return, but for sympathy. —-

BAZKEHRHE, AKEE. —

Be at the old arbour at eight o’clock this evening. . .. —-
SN\REESFFILEE. .. —

To sign my name is unnecessary | think, but do not be uneasy at my being anonymous. —-

ETHRNBFETVEN, BB, ERFTZEARERMED, —

| am young, nice-looking . . . what more do you want?”
HER, BRIRE. .. REBEFA?

When Pavel Ivanitch Vyhodtsev, a practical married man who was spending his holidays at a
summer villa, read this letter, he shrugged his shoulders and scratched his forehead in
perplexity.

HERPRISEIRGEES AHER - FRHESHEMBIERRXIZEXIMEN, hBEEBE, XAME

“What devilry is this?” he thought. “I'm a married man, and to send me such a queer . —-
‘XA ARIEI ? "8, ‘HENEBEIEA, NEFFIHE—IHENE —

.. silly letter! Who wrote it?”

ZHIT.. BENERESH?

Pavel Ivanitch turned the letter over and over before his eyes, read it through again, and spat
with disgust.
TRLE/R-RAESFIE TRIRE, BXIZT —BE, KRBT OEXK,

“l love you™ . . . he said jeeringly. “A nice boy she has pitched on! —-
“EEMRT .. UIKIE, “MERNX VAR —-

So I'm to run off to meet you in the arbour! . . . —-

FTAFSHRES FILRM! . .. —

| got over all such romances and fleurs d’'amour years ago, my girl. . . . Hm! —-
BZFRINER T XLEREMNERER, HNLZ. ... Bl —

12



AT A SUMMER VILLA (FE—1NBZ512%F)

She must be some reckless, immoral creature. . . . Well, these women are a set! —-
W—ERNEHE., NEEMA... B, XLTAEES—B —

What a whirligig—God forgive us!-—she must be to write a letter like that to a stranger, and a
married man, too! —-
—ERNMRBITEMA—MRIZFAN]T | —FRLE—IMEEAGZXF—IHME, MELRIEES
Al —

It's real demoralisation!”

“XEZIEAHS !

In the course of his eight years of married life Pavel Ivanitch had completely got over all
sentimental feeling, and he had received no letters from ladies except letters of congratulation,
and so, although he tried to carry it off with disdain, the letter quoted above greatly intrigued
and agitated him.

FEMEEE/\FEFR, RER-FRESURER TAENSRER, HERTREREZS,
2B REIT L TRIRE, FI, REMINERANBRSEXRMBIT, LE5LRIEBHELERE
IR E BT SFHAE,

An hour after receiving it, he was lying on his sofa, thinking:

RIS —NEfE, fthEErR ERRE:

“Of course | am not a silly boy, and | am not going to rush off to this idiotic rendezvous; —-
“HR, BAR—MEZT, BASFEMAEZINBENISHS; —

but yet it would be interesting to know who wrote it! Hm. . . . —-
EXZ2REBEMNERESH ! B.... —

It is certainly a woman’s writing. . . . —-
X4 B LARIEE. ... —

The letter is written with genuine feeling, and so it can hardly be a joke. ... —-
EEREE, UARKNTERRENR.... —

Most likely it's some neurotic girl, or perhaps a widow . . . —-
RETGERENMEIELZ, E —IEA.... —

widows are frivolous and eccentric as a rule. —-
Br@EEiREmaR. —

Hm. ... Who could it be?”

... SiEE?”

13



AT A SUMMER VILLA (FE—1NBZ512%F)

What made it the more difficult to decide the question was that Pavel Ivanitch had not one
feminine acquaintance among all the summer visitors, except his wife.

XA EENELLRENZ, HER-FRHESEMBNERRES, HEBE—MHEAIR,
PR T ftEHIE T,

“Itis queer . ..” he mused. “I love you!. . . When did she manage to fall in love? —-

"XEEFIE.. mMka "REM ! .. MR ARBEIGEE R ? —

Amazing woman! To fall in love like this, apropos of nothing, without making any acquaintance
and finding out what sort of man | am. —-

AETBIHLZA | SEELEHME F—MA, REALZEMIEFTH, RERHRIMTLHEN
Ao I

. She must be extremely young and romantic if she is capable of falling in love after two or
three looks at me. —-

L EIREFEIRE, MREBTHAR=RZEMEE L, —

. But...whois she?”

Pavel Ivanitch suddenly recalled that when he had been walking among the summer villas the
day before, and the day before that, he had several times been met by a fair young lady with a
light blue hat and a turn-up nose. —-

B4/R-FRHEFRARBE, si—RMAIRMAESFAIERELN, JURERT —IMEEXER
lEF. REMEFHEMFELL, —

The fair charmer had kept looking at him, and when he sat down on a seat she had sat down
beside him. . ..

XM EMPARE —BIIEME, ShLERE LN, MthBEMmESa.....

“Can it be she?” Vyhodtsev wondered. “It can’t be! —-
‘SAREM ? HEERRXE, “AoJgEd | —

Could a delicate ephemeral creature like that fall in love with a worn-out old eel like me? —-

EFE—NMFSBNERIEVNSE E—MRIBZEEREG ? —

No, it's impossible!”
N, ZBAETEERY !

At dinner Pavel Ivanitch looked blankly at his wife while he meditated:

MRiRAES, BR-FRHESFHEAMESEESF, VEEE:

14



AT A SUMMER VILLA (FE—/EZ=3I%F)

“She writes that she is young and nice-looking. ... So she’snotold. ... Hm. ... —-
“MEEBCFRER..... Bt ARE.. L E. —

To tell the truth, honestly | am not so old and plain that no one could fall in love with me. —-

ERU, BRI, BRARRBLENEN, KEAZELHN., —

My wife loves me! Besides, love is blind, we all know. . . .”

BWEFEHR | ME, KA, EBELEE0....”

“What are you thinking about?” his wife asked him.

YRTEREH 4R ? "EF 0,

“Oh. .. my head aches a little. . .” Pavel Ivanitch said, quite untruly.
B BERSE.CBER-FEREF I,

He made up his mind that it was stupid to pay attention to such a nonsensical thing as a love-
letter, and laughed at it and at its authoress, but—alas! —-

REN AR IZHEBEHRBENS, AMKEHENEFE, B—K! —

—powerful is the “dacha” enemy of mankind! —-

—% BB EE AT R KRB AEA | —

After dinner, Pavel lvanitch lay down on his bed, and instead of going to sleep, reflected:

MeikfE, BHR-FRESHERL, REAE, RE:

“But there, | daresay she is expecting me to come! What a silly! —-

“BR, BEUGMAIEEEEREHR ! S8R ! —

| can just imagine what a nervous fidget she’ll be in and how her tournure will quiver when she
does not find me in the arbour! —-

HEIMEREMERBEALNSE S AMME, HhERSFERAR N, NS OIEH !

| shan’t go, though. . . . Bother her!”
BE, HAEE..... 1L L E !

But, | repeat, powerful is the enemy of mankind.

BIEER, BREAEEA,

“Though | might, perhaps, just out of curiosity . . .” he was musing, half an hour later. —-

“BiF, BRELTES. MEEINNEEE, —
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“I might go and look from a distance what sort of a creature she is. ... —-

FRETASEL B BRI AT ... —

It would be interesting to have a look at her! It would be fun, and that's all! —-

B —IRZEEE | IZREW, MXHET ! —

After all, why shouldn’t I have a little fun since such a chance has turned up?”

ER, BABIFNINSIEN, ATARNERMEUR—TE ?

Pavel Ivanitch got up from his bed and began dressing. —-

®RR-BFRESFER, FRFK, —

“What are you getting yourself up so smartly for? —-
“RXLREHITIECS T4 ? —

" his wife asked, noticing that he was putting on a clean shirt and a fashionable tie.

bEIEFRE, EREMhR T — TR R RIS,

“Oh, nothing. . . . | must have a walk. . . . My head aches. ... Hm.

B, B4 BEBHEEE.... BE, B, ”

Pavel Ivanitch dressed in his best, and waiting till eight o’clock, went out of the house. —-

®R-FBRHESFFEMEFNKE, FH/N\S, EHTHRT, —

When the figures of gaily dressed summer visitors of both sexes began passing before his eyes
against the bright green background, his heart throbbed.
SPLREMRNS LRI ENSHERRNEZEERARFIELN, iSRRI,

“Which of them is it? . . .” he wondered, advancing irresolutely. “Come, what am | afraid of? —-

‘SR AATTREIME— AR ? L IR RTAE S, RIE, BESHAIA? —

Why, | am not going to the rendezvous! What . . . a fool! Go forward boldly! —-
P4, BXAREN= ! E.BIN ! XEBFifT! —

And what if | go into the arbour? Well, well . . . —-
MAMRBEEHREE ? I, B, —

there is no reason | should.”

FORBERIXEE, 7

Pavel Ivanitch’s heart beat still more violently. . . . —-

TH4E/R - B R eI DR E MEIZUERENE ... —

16



AT A SUMMER VILLA (FE—/EZ=3I%F)

Involuntarily, with no desire to do so, he suddenly pictured to himself the half- darkness of the
arbour. —-

=R, RBEEFARE, RALBERSFRBENIRR, —

.. A graceful fair girl with a little blue hat and a turn-up nose rose before his imagination. —-

L NABERENR, FE-TNEE/ WEHREES FHNER L ZHIMERNERF, —

He saw her, abashed by her love and trembling all over, timidly approach him, breathing
excitedly, and . —-

fERM, WEREFNERE, BiEtbEDM, HatEREs, H+.. —

suddenly clasping him in her arms.

RE SRR,

“If  weren't married it would be all right . . . —-

"MRBRBHEBNWERZR LS. —

" he mused, driving sinful ideas out of his head. “Though . . . —-

K 1&/”;&.\% ;EH:B/L.\QE IlillHLllﬁo "E% _

for once in my life, it would do no harm to have the experience, or else one will die without
knowing what. —-

AERE-RZIHENZHBEY, BU—MABIELHRTEE, —

. And my wife, what will it matter to her? —-

iﬁk%?%lﬁ"ﬁﬂ'/é\ﬂ‘ﬂﬂﬂﬁ% ? —

Thank God, for eight years I've never moved one step away from her. ... —-

B LW, \FRENRBF I —2.

Eight years of irreproachable duty! Enough of her. ... —-
J\FELETHERRE | BT,

It's positively vexatious. . . . I'm ready to go to spite her!”

HibAmWX.. FESEMAT 71X !

Trembling all over and holding his breath, Pavel lvanitch went up to the arbour, wreathed with
ivy and wild vine, and peeped into it . —-

THLE/R-FREZEFEMPE, REFER, EQNEFEEERNTEENET, TEERYN. —

. A smell of dampness and mildew reached him. . . .

— IR R BRSIKRINA T BV E7L.

17



AT A SUMMER VILLA (FE—/EZ=3I%F)

“I believe there’s nobody . . .” he thought, going into the arbour, and at once saw a human

silhouette in the corner.

“BRESBA. . OEE, EHRT, MABI - MAEREREE.

The silhouette was that of a man. . . . Looking more closely, Pavel Ivanitch recognised his

wife’s brother, Mitya, a student, who was staying with them at the villa.

MPARR— L FHREER, HERFRESFALBRMEFHIES, EEMITHIESR
TITE'E"J%E%%*E.
“Oh, it's you . . .” he growled discontentedly, as he took off his hat and sat down.

‘B, 2R .. MAETLEES, BTIEFLT IR

“Yes, it's I” . . . answered Mitya.

Two minutes passed in silence.

PO THHINALET.

SR, fllEléE/J\-ﬁ*Eh'éﬁ, "REFIRI: Mxﬁa BELLRMAE? .. —

| am thinking over the dissertation for my degree and . . . —-

RIEERERMFEMLEX. .. —

and the presence of anybody else prevents my thinking.”

AANFESWMSTRIB L.

“You had better go somewhere in a dark avenue. . .” Pavel Ivanitch observed mildly. —-

“IRERIF R UARSRIMEEE. . 7 maz&m-ﬁmﬁ—m%nmwﬁ:; —

“It's easier to think in the open air, and, besides, ...er...—-

"EEIEEZEE, MAH, L—

| should like to have a little sleep here on this seat. . —-

HBEINMKEFEE—S/L, —

. It's not so hot here. .. .”

EXBEARSRIALKMK. ..

“You want to sleep, but it's a question of my dissertation . . . —-

“RABEESE, (BEXRXTHANEHIEIM. . . —
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” Mitya grumbled. “The dissertation is more important.”

K *E}ﬂlu\ ““SKEEEE "

Again there was a silence. Pavel Ivanitch, who had given the rein to his imagination and was
continually hearing footsteps, suddenly leaped up and said in a plaintive voice:

BRPENITIE,. BH/R-FRHEFTRIETHNER], THRILETCE, RAMER, ARKH
==h=al'H

“Come, | beg you, Mitya! You are younger and ought to considerme . ... —-

‘KK, BER! REFE, MiZEBE—TFHK. . . .. —

I am unwell and . . . | need sleep. ... Go away!”

BERATFR. . . BFERKE. . . EF!

“That’'s egoism. . . . Why must you be here and not I? | won’t go as a matter of principle.”

‘XFRBF. . . ITARBEXEMARZT ? HAZAEMNME.

“Come, | ask you to! Suppose | am an egoist, a despot and a fool . . . —-

SRIE, FHIEXMR ! mEREEF. TENBE. . . —

but | ask you to go! For once in my life | ask you a favour! —-

BIEBERFER | H—ERFE-—RBERGF—MRE | —

Show some consideration!”
L—mkiR !

Mitya shook his head.
KA TR,

“What a beast! . . .” thought Pavel Ivanitch. —-
92\5&&;\ . ” Eé&ﬁ\{ﬁﬁ)ﬁlﬁ'ﬁ?\o -

“That can’t be a rendezvous with him here! —-

“EEXE, AAgEMNmENR ! —

It's impossible with him here!”

e X ERATEE !~

“l say, Mitya,” he said, “I ask you for the last time. . . . —-

i, KX, "hid, “B&ER—RBEKRME. .. —

Show that you are a sensible, humane, and cultivated man!”

UEFRR2NBRE. ABHBEHFHIA LY
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