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THE FAVORITE.

Marox 31, 1874

yTO NIGHT.
How oft, O Night, my upward glance
18 turned toward thy wide expanse ;
Calmness and beauty round me shine,
Yet tumult stirs this heart of mine.

Yesstars, who know my secret paln,

Nor hear, unmoved, the mournful strain ;
The coldest heart on earth must gaze
Enchanted on your beaming rays !

Yes ; you can love, and you can know
When tears from distant eyes shall flow ;
And, hidden in your mantel, bear

Those tears for me, thelr griefs to share !

Thou, with thy thousand eyes, canst see,
The griefs, the tears, I trust to thee ;
And thou, a as ! a useless freight,

Bear to my love the gift, O Night !

i@~
THE TALES OF BELKIN.

FROM THBE RUSBIAN OF ALEXANDER SERGUE-
VITOH POUSHKIN.

III.—THE UNDERTAKER.

Bhe last of the goods and chattels of the un-
dertaker, Adrlan Prohoroff, were heaped into
the hearse, and a pair of lean horses dragged it
along for the forth time from the Basmaunsaja to
the Nikitskaja, for to the latter street the under-

. taker was removing with all his household.
Having close.d his old shop, he nailed a notice
to the door, to the effect that the premises were
to be sold or let, and started off on foot to his
new abode. He was surprised to find on ap-
proaching the little yellow house, which had so
long taken his fancy and which he had at last
bought for a considerable sum,that he did not feel
1n good spirits. Having crossed the new threshold
and finding his new abode in great confuslon,
he sighed at the recoljpction of the old hovel,
where during eighteen years everything had
been conducted with the strictest regularity, and
he scolded his danghters and the maid-of all-
work for their dilatoriness, and set to, assisting
them himself. Order was soon established;
the sacred image-case, the dresser with the
crockery, the table, sofa, and bed, occupied the
ocorners assigned to them in the back reom; In
the kitchen and the sitting-room was p'aced the
master’s handiwork, which cons'sted of coffins
of all sizes and colors, and the cupboards were
filled with mourning cloaks and torches. OQver
the gate appeared a sign-board, representing a
corpulent cupid holding a reversed torch, with
the inscription: HERE ARE SOLD AND ORNA-
MENTED PLAIN AND PAINTED COFFINS ALSO
LET OUT ON HIRE, AND OLD ONES REPAIRED,
The girls retired to their room, and Adrian hav-
ing inspected his dwelling, sat down by the
window, and ordered the samovar to be got
ready.

The enlightened reader is aware that both
Shakespeare and Walter Scott represented their
grave-diggers as cheerful and jocose persons, in
order to strfke our imagination more foreibly by
the contrast. Out of regard to truth, however,
we cannot follow their example, and are com-
pelled to admit that the disposition of our under-
taker fully corresponded with his mournful call.
ing. Adrian Prohoroff was habitually sullen
and thoughtful, His sllence mijght eccaslonally
be broken for the sole purpose of scolding his
daughters when he ehanced to find them idle,
gaaing out of the window at the passers-by, or
asking au exorbitant price for his goods, of
those wbo had the misfortune and sometimes
also the good fortune) to require them. Thus it
happened that Adrian, now slpping hisseventh
cup of tea, was as usual sunk in melancholy re.
fiections. He thought of the pouring rain
which fell at the very outset of the retired Bri-
gadler's funeral the previous week. Many
mourning cloaks had shrunk in consequence,
and many hats had been spoiled. He foresaw
unavoidable expenditure, for his old stock of
mourning attire had fallen into a pitiful con-
dition. He hoped to charge a good round sum
atlithe funeral of the merchant Truhin's old
wife, who had now been nearly a year atdeath’s
door. But the old woman lay dying at Ras-
goulal, and Prohoroff teared lest her heirs, not-
withstanding their promise, would neglect to
send for him all that distance, and would come
to terms with the nearest undertaker.

These meditations were unexpectedly dis-
turbed by three freemsason-like taps at the
door.

« Who is there **’ asked Prohoroff.

The door opened, and & manin whom the Ger-
man artisan was gnised at a gl , walked
An, and cheerfully approached the undertsker.

«Pardon me, my dear neighbour,” said he,
in that Russian dialect which we canuot listen
to without a smile. «Pardon my inirudiog
upon you—I was anxious to make your ao-
quaintance. I am boot-maker, my name is
Gottbell Schulz, and I live across the street, in
the little house facing your windows. To-
morrow I celebrate my silver wedding, and I
came to ask you and your daughters to dine
with us in a friendly way.”

The invitation was accepted with good will.
Phe undertaker asked the bootmaker to sit
down and take a cup of tea, and thanks td the
cordial disposition of Gottlieb Schuls, their oon-
versation soon became friendly.

«How doss your {rade prosper?” asked
Adnan,

« Ah——he—he!” answered Schulz, 80, so, I
oannot complain, although my goods are of
course different from yours: & live man can do

without boots, but & dead man cannot do with-
out a cofin.”

#Very true,” remarked Adrian; * however,
if the live man has not got wherewith to pay
for his boots, one cannot take it amiss in him
if h~ goes barefooted, but a dead beggar has a
ooffin gratis.”

In this manner they conversed for some time.
At 1ast the bontmaker rose, and taking leave of
the undertaker, renewed his invitation.

The next day at twelve o’clock precisely, the
undertaker and his daughters passed through
the wicke?! of the newly bought house on their
way to nelghbor Schulz. I shall not describe
either the Russian caftan® of Adrian Prohoroff,
or the European.attire of Akulina and Darla,
departing in this respect from the now so pre-
valent custom among novellsts. I do not how-
ever, consider 1t superfluous to remark, that
both young ladies wore yellow bonnets and red
shoes ; this they did only on grand occasions.

The small dwelling of the bootmaker was
filled with guests, who chiefly consisted of Ger-
man artisans, their wives, and their workmen;
of Russian employés there was but one, the
Estbonian, Yoorko the watcbman, who had, in
spite of his lowly calling, managed to secnre the
special good-will of his host. He had served in
this capacity for five-and-twenty years, faith-
fully and houestly, like the postman { of Poga-
relsy. The fire of 1812, which destroyed the
chief capital, annihilated also his yellow watch-
box. But as soon as the enemy was expelled, a
new one appeared in its stead; it was grey,
with small white Doric pillars, and Yoorko in
grey cloth armour and axe! was again seen

pacing before {t. Almost all the Germans who-

lived in the vicinity of the Nikitsky gates knew
him, and some had even ochanced to spend

‘the night of Sunday to Monday morning ander

hisroof. Adrian hastened to make his acquain-
tance as he would that of & man of whom he
might stand in need, sooner or later, and when
the guests took their seats at dinner, they sat
next to each other. Monsieur and Madame
Schulz and their daughter Lotochen, who had
seen but seventeen summers, whilst dining with
and entertaining thelr guests, agsisted the cook
to wait upon them. Beer flowed. Yoorko ate
for four; Adrian did not cede to him; his
daughters,however, stood on ceremony. The oon-
versation kept up in the German language, was
becoming louderjand louder. Suddenly the host
begged for afew moments’ attention, and draw-
ing the cork of a dealed boitle, exclaimed in a
loud voice, in Russian: « The health of my good
Louisa!” The so-called champagne sparkled.
The host tenderly kissed the fresh face of his
forty-year-old bhelpmate, and the guests drank
noisily to the health of the good Louisa, ¢ The
health of my amiable gues:s?” exclaimed the
host, opening a second bottle. And his guests
thanked him, and again drained their giasses.
Here toast followed upon toast; the health of
each guest was drunk separately; they toasted
Moscow and an entire dozen of little German
towns, all corporations in general, and each one
in particular; they drank to masters, and they
drank to forsmen. Adrian drank sedulously,
and was so elated that he himself proposed
some jooular toast. Suddenly, one of the guests,
a fat baker, raised his glass, and exclaimed:
#To the health of those we work for uuserer
Rundlute!” This proposal, like all the others,
was joyously and unanimously applauded. The
guests saluted each other, the tallor bow-
ed to the bootmaker, the bootmaker to the
tailor, the baker to both ; all to the baker, and
so on. Yoorko, in the midst of these mutual
;a:’lutauons, exclalmed, turning to his neigh-

ur t—

 What, now ? drink, sir, to the health of thy
dead ones.” .

All laughed, but the undertaker cousidering
himself affronted became sullen. Nobody no-
ticed him ; the party continued its carouse, and
the bells had already rung for vespers when all
rose from table.

The guests dispersed at a late hour, and most
of them were elevated. The fat baker and the
bookblnder, whose face appeared asif bound in
red morecco, led Yoorko between them to his
box, carrying out in this case the Russian pro-
verb: A debt 18 rendered honorable by pay-
ment, The undertaker returned home tipsy
and wratbful. ¢ Why, indeed,” reasoned he
aloud : ¢ why is my oraft worse than any other?
Is an undertaker, then, brother to an execu.
tioner * What had the heathens to laugh at ?
Is an undertaker a Christmas harlequin? I
meant to have asked them to a-house-warming,
to have given them a feast ; but let them wait
till they get it. And I shall now invite instead-
those for whom I work, my orthodox dead.”’

4 What, sir * " said the maid, who was pull-
ing off his boots, ** what dost thou talk about ?
Make the sign of the cross! To ask the dead to
a house.warming! What horror! "

« By ——I shall ask them,” continued Adrian ;
# 1 shall ask them at ounce, for to-morrow.
Pray come, my benefactors, come to feast with
me to-morrow evening ; I shall entertain you
with what God has given me.” 8o saylng, the
undertaker tumbled into bed, and soon began
to snore.

It wae still dark when Adrian was roused.
The merchant Truhin’s wife had died that very
night, and a special messenger had been sent
on horseback with this intelligence. The un.
dertaker gave him & ten-oopeck piece for a
vodka, |l dressed in haste, took o droshky, and
drove to Rasgoulal. The police were already

® A long coat worn by the lower classes.—TR.
tIn «Grandmother’s Cat,"—-TR.

{ Ismalloff’s fables.—TR. : .

tt A glass of spirits.

stationed at the gates of the house where lay
the defunct ; tradea] eople were golng in and out,
like ravens at their prey. The corpse lay on &
table, yellow as wax, but not yet disfigured by
decom position. Relations, neighbors, and
friends crowded around. All the windows stood
open ; candles were burning ; priests were read-
ing prayers. Adrian went up to Truhin’s ne-
phew, a young merchant in a fashionable coat,
assured him that the coffin, candles, pall, and
other funeral furniture, would be delivered with
all punctuality and without fail. The hetr
thanked him absenily, saying that he would
not bargain about the e tpense, but should trust
impiioitly to his conscience. The undertaker, as
usual, swore that he would not overcharge ; ex-
changed a significant glance with his workmen,
and started off {0 make the necessary arrange-
ments. The whole day was speut driving toand
fro between Rasgoulal and the Nikiisky gates ;
towards evening, all being arranged, he settlcd
with his driver, and returned homewards on
foot. It was a moonlight night. The under-
taker had safely reached the Nikitsky gater. At
the Church of the Ascension, our frlend Yoorko
halled him, and on recognising the undertaker
wished bim good-night. It was geiting late.
The undertaker'was spproaching his house, when
he suddenly fancied he saw one nearing it, open
the wicket, pass through, and dicappear. ¥ What
can this mean?” thought Adrian : « Who is it
wants me again ? Can it be a thief ? Do lovers
perhaps visit my silly girls 2 It bodes evil 1”
And the undertaker was on the point of calling
his friend Yoorko to come to hisaid, Justthen
some other person approsched the wicket and
was about to enter, but, on becoming aware that
Adrian was nearing hurriedly, this person stop-
ped, and raised his cocked hat; Adrian fancied
he knew the face, but was not, in his haste,
able to examine it closely. ¢ You were coming
10 me,” sald Adrian, breathlessly ; * do me the
favor to step In.”

« No oersmonies, friend,” sald the stranger, in
a hollow volee ; ¢ walk on, show thy guests the
way!”

There was no time to stand on ceremony.
The wicket stood open, Adrian went up the
staircase, the person following him. Adrian
fancled that people were walking about his
rooms. “What devilry 18 this !” theught he,
and hurried in—but here his legs gave way. The
room was full of dead people. The moon shin-
ing through the windows, lit up their yellow and
blae faces, sunken mouths, dull half-closed eyes
and thin protruding noses. Adrian recognised
in them, with dread, people who had been
buried with his aid ; and in the guest whom he
had preceded, the Brigadier who had been in-
terred during the pouring rain, All the women
and men assembled, surrounded the under-
taker, bowing, and greeting him ; all except one
poor fellow, who had quite recently been
buried gratis, and who, shy and ashamed of his
tatters, did not venture to come forward, but
stood retired ¥ in & corner. The rest were res-
pectably dressed : the women wore caps with
ribbons ; those men who had served the State,
were in uniform, but their faces were unshaven;
merchants wore thelr holiday caftans. ¢ Seest
thou, Prohoroff,” said the Brigadier, in the name
of bis select company, ‘ how we have all risen
at thy invitation. Those alone have remained
at home who could not possibly come, who had
quite crnmbled to pieces, or who had no skin,
but only their bare bones left; but even thus,
one of them could not rest—so anxious was he
to see thee ! ”

At that moment a small skeleton pushed bis
way through the crowd, and approached Adrian.
His skull smiled affectionately at the under-
taker. Bits of light green and red cloth, and of
old linen, hung here and there about him, as
upon a pole, whilst the bones of his feet rattled
in his Heasian boots, like a pestle in a mortar.
« Thou dost not recognise me, Prohoroff,” said
the skeleton. * Dost thou remember the re.
tired sergeant of the Guards, Plotr Petrovitch
Kurilkin, the same for whom thou soldest thy
first coffin, in the year 17989 — and one of pine
too, for one of oak ! 8o saying, the corpse ex-
tended his bony arms towards him ; but Adrian,
mustering all his strength, cried out, and p

ot

feast at the German’s all day, and coming homé
tipsy, didst throw thyself on thy bed, and didst
sleep until this very hour, when the bells bave
already rung for mass.”

« Indeed 1” sald the rejoiced undertaker.

« Of course,” answered Aksinia,

“ Well, ifthat is the case, let us have hé
samovar quickly, and call my daughters.” -

Iv,
THE STATION-MASTAHR.

Is there anybody who has not cursed the sta-
tion-masters, who bas not abused them ? I8
there anybody who has not demanded of themt
the fatal book in an angry moment, so as to en-
ter therein the unavailing complaint against de-
lays, incivility, and Inexactitude ? Is there any-
body who does not look upon them as being the
scum of the human race, like the late Govern-
ment Clerks,®* or at the least like the Mou-
romsky brigands ? t Let us, however, be just ;
let us realise the position, and perhaps we shall
Judge them with some leniency, What is 8
station-master? The veritable martyr of the
tourteenth class, whose rank serves only to save
him from blows, and not so even at all times
(I appeal to the conscience of my readers.)
What is the duty of those dictators, as Prince
Viazemky humorously styles them ? Is it nob
in truth hard labor ? No rest day or night. It
is him the traveller assails irritated by the ao-
cumulated vexations of a tiresome journey, I8
the weather atrocious; are the roads in a bad
state ; is the driver dogged ; do the horses re-
fuse to go ? — The fault is surely the station-
master's. On entering his poor dwelling, tho
wayfarer looks upon him as he would upon #
foe ; the station-master may cousider himsell
fortunate if he sucoseds in ridding himself of hi#
uninvited guest ; but should there be no horses !
Heavens ! what abuse, what threats! He 1§
about in the rain and sleet, and takes refuge i2t
the lobby in storms, and during the Epiphanisl
frosts, to escape, were it but for a moment, tb¢
complaints and assaults of the irritated travel*
lers. A general arrives : the trembling station®
master gives him his two last troikas, } includ-
ing the courler’s. The general is off, without
uttering 80 much as « Thank you.” Five min-
utes later—bells !-—and a state messenger throw$
his order for horses on the table! Let us eX-
amine these matters closely, and our heart®
will commiserate, rather than fill with indigns-
tion. A few words more. In the course O
twenty years, I have travelled through Russis
tn all directions; I know almost all the post-
roads, and I am acquainted with several geners-
tions of drivers : there are few station-masters
unknown to me by sight, and few with whom
have not had some intercourse. I hope to publish
at no distant period some interesting notes made
during my travels; I shall here merely, ob”
serve that the station.masters as a clags 8r¢
most falsely represented. These much calum*
piated station-masters are in a general way
quiet people, naturally obliging, sociably 1B~
clined, unassumicg, and not over money-lov"
ing. From their conversation (which traveller®
do wrong to scorn) one may learn much thatl$
interesting and instructive. I must own, tho¥
50 far as I myself am concerned, I much })ref°r
it to the tall talk of some employé of the sixtP
class, travelling on the service of the Crown.

It will be easily guessed that I have som®
friends amongst this respectable class of meD:
Indeed, the memory of one of them is preoio“'
tome. Circumstances had once brought us ¥°
gether, and it is of him I now intend to speak
my kind readers.

In May, 1818, I happened to be travelllné
through the government of * * % on a
which is now in disuse. My rank was insigh’
fieant ; I chahged oarriages at every stage,
ing post-rates for two horses. (Zk)::s»equen"ly
the station-masters did not treat me with
distinction, and I often had to obtam by for%
what skhould have been mine by right. Youns
and impetaous, [ used to vent my mdlgnﬂw
on the station-masters for their meanness and

him from him. Plotr Petrovitch tottered, fell,
and went to pieces.

A murmaur of indignation was heard amongst
the dead ; they stood up for the honor of their
fellow, threatening and upbraiding Adrian; the,
poor host, deafened by their cries, and almost
pressed to death, losing his presence of mind,
fell across the bones of the retired sergeant of
the Guards, and remained unconscious.

The sun-light had long been streaming aoross
the bed on which the undertaker was slesping.
At last he opened his eyes, and saw before him
the maid, blowing at the charcoal of the samo-
var. Adrian remembered with dread all the
events of the preceding day : Truhin, the Bri-
gadier, and the Sergeant appeared dimly before
him. He was silently expeocting the girl to be-
gion the oconversation, and to relate 10 him the
rasuxl:l of tl:‘e nlx‘:t.: adventures.

« Jlow thou t overslept thyself,
Prohorovitch, air,”sald AXainia, banding Lie ro
dressing-gown. ¢ Thy neighbors, the taflor and
the watchman, came to thee with the announce.
meant that is was the S8aint’s.day of the Com.-
migsary of Police, but thou wast pleased to
glo:m:l:e t"(:Id not Hke to awake thee.”

ey co!
Madame Trobins» o 0 2 fom the late
¢ Late ? Is she then dead?”

* Fool that thou art! didst not thou thyself

help me to arrange thi
w Haat theu mﬁ nge for her funeral ¢

fumes of last nlght.’:ly T e t or have the

drink not passed off yet ?
What faneral ::- there yosterday ¢ Thou didst

bsequio , when the troika to which I nsd
aright was given up for the carrisge of 808’
person of high rank. Equally did it take ® o
time to get accustomed to being passed over by
a discriminating serf at the Goverpor’s dinne’,
table. To-day, both these clrcumstances aPP"‘:
to me to be in the order of things. Indeed, W”g
would become of us, if the one very conv: by
maxim, Rank honors rank, were mpersed"dw
this other, Intellect honors intellect? W BO
differences of opinfon would arise; and W
would dependents walt upon first ¥ But 80 F&
taru to my tale. .

The day was hot. A few drops of rain
three versts from the station, but it soon mY
to pour, and I got wet through, On arrivah X1y
first care was to change my clothes as quic
a8 possible, my second to order tea. L5

¢ Here, Dunia ! ” shouted th >ta.uon-m“t:°;
“ got the samovar ready, and run and f®
some cream.” ap-

At these words, & girl of about rourwmw
peared from behind the partition, and rat
the lobby. I was struck by her beauty.

« I that thy duughter ? " asked 1 of U

tion-master, atls”
« Yes, it 18, answered he, with an alf of
thood

fell

he st#

* Anallusion to the corrupt patare of
fli-paid employés.—Tg. v

t Murom, a territory now included 1n the gu
ernment of Viadimir, where robbers form
infested 1te woods.—TR.

1 Of three horsges.



