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ONE fine evening, a no less fine
government clerk called Ivan
Dmitritch Tchervyakov was sitting
in the second row of the stalls,
gazing through an opera glass at
the Cloches de Corneville.

He gazed and felt at the acme of
bliss.

But suddenly.... In stories one so
often meets with this "But
suddenly."

The authors are right: life is so
full of surprises!

But suddenly his face puckered
up, his eyes disappeared, his
breathing was arrested... he took

the opera glass from his eyes, bent
over and...

"Aptchee!!"
he sneezed as you perceive.

It is not reprehensible for anyone
to sneeze anywhere.

Peasants sneeze and so do police
superintendents, and sometimes
even privy councillors.

All men sneeze.

B oauH npekpacHbIM Bedep He
MeHee IIPEeKPaCHBbIN 9K3€KYyTOD,
VBaH [IMmutpuy YepBAKOB, CUZEI
BO BTOPOM Py Kpecesl U IJIALE
B OMHOKJIb Ha «KOpHEBUIbCKUE
KOJIOKOJIa».

OH 1JIsAZieNT ¥ YyBCTBOBAJI cebs Ha
BepXy OylaKeHCTBa.

Ho Bapyr... B pacckasax 4acro
BCTPEYAETCA 3TO «HO BAPYI™.

ABTODBHI TIpaBhl: KM3Hb TaK IIOJHA
BHe3aITHoCTel!

Ho Bapyr sunio ero
TIOMOPIIWIOCH, IJIa3a
IIOJKATW/INCh, AbIXaHUe
OCTAaHOBWJIOCH... OH OTBEJI OT I'Jia3
OWHOKJIb, HATHYJICA H....

armuxu!!!
HuxHys1, KaK BUJUTE.

YuxaTh HUKOMY U HUIEe He
BO30paHsIeTC.

YuxaoT U MY>XKUKH, U
IIOJINIEMEeNCTEePHI, 1 UHOTAa
fake Y TalHble COBETHUKM.

Bce yuxaror.



Tchervyakov was not in the least
confused, he wiped his face with
his handkerchief, and like a polite

man, looked round to see whether

he had disturbed any one by his
sneezing.

But then he was overcome with
confusion.

He saw that an old gentleman
sitting in front of him in the first
row of the stalls was carefully
wiping his bald head and his neck
with his glove and muttering
something to himself.

In the old gentleman,
Tchervyakov recognised
Brizzhalov, a civilian general
serving in the Department of
Transport.

"I have spattered him," thought
Tchervyakov,

"he is not the head of my
department, but still it is
awkward.

[ must apologise."

Tchervyakov gave a cough, bent
his whole person forward, and
whispered in the general’s ear.

"Pardon, your Excellency, I
spattered you accidentally...."

YepBAKOB HUCKOJIBKO HE
CKOH]Y3WICs, yTepcs IUIATOYKOM
1, KaK BEXKJIMBBIN YeJIOBEK,
IIOIJISIZIENT BOKPYT ceOsl: He
06eCTIOKOWI JI1 OH KOT0o-HUOYIb
CBOUM YHMXaHbEM?

Ho TyT y> IpULLIOCH
CKOH]Y3UTbHCS.

OH yBHUzeJ, YTO CTaAPUYOK,
CHUZEBIINU BIIepeJUu Hero, B
IIEpBOM PAAY Kpecel,
CTapaTeJbHO BEITUPAJ CBOIO
JIBICUHY U IIIel0 epYaTKOMN U
60pMOTAaJ YTO-TO.

B crapuuke YepBAKOB y3HaI
CTATCKOI'0 I'eHepasia bpusxanosa,
CJIY2KAIlero Mo BeJOMCTBY ITyTeu
COOOIIeHUS.

«f1 ero obpsI3ran! — moayman
YepBAKOB.

— He Mol Havya/JIbHUK, 4y>KOH, HO
Bce-TaKH1 HEeJIOBKO.

VI3BUHUTBHCS HAZO».

YepBSIKOB KalLISHYJ, ITOJAJICS
TYJIOBUII[EM BIlepe U 3allleITal
reHepagy Ha yxo:

— VI3BUHMTeE, Ballle —CTBO, 5 Bac
OOpBI3rall... 1 HeYasHHO...



"Never mind, never mind."

"For goodness sake excuse me, I...
I did not mean to."

"Oh, please, sit down!

let me listen!"

Tchervyakov was embarrassed, he
smiled stupidly and fell to gazing
at the stage.

He gazed at it but was no longer
feeling bliss.

He began to be troubled by
uneasiness.

In the interval, he went up to
Brizzhalov, walked beside him,
and overcoming his shyness,
muttered:

"I spattered you, your Excellency,
forgive me... you see... I didn’t do
itto...."

"Oh, that’s enough... I'd forgotten
it, and you keep on about it!"

said the general, moving his lower
lip impatiently.

"He has forgotten, but there is a
fiendish light in his eye," thought
Tchervyakov, looking suspiciously
at the general.

"And he doesn’t want to talk.

— Hwuuero, Huuero...

— Pagu 6ora, U3BMHUTE.

A Beas... g4 He xemain!

— Ax, cuauTe, noxamyucra!
JlaitTe caymars!

YepBSIKOB CKOHPY3UICS, TIYTIO
yABIOHYJICS 1 Havasl IJIA/1eTh Ha

CIIEHY.

['isen oH, HO YK OsIaKeHCTBa
OoJIbIlle HE YYBCTBOBAJI.

Ero Havajao moMy4uBaTh
OeCIIOKOUCTRBO.

B aHTpaKTe OH I1oZoLIes K
bpu3xasoBy, IIOXOAWI BO3JI€ HETO
1, TOOOPOBITH poOOCTb,
Ipob6opMoOTAa:

— ¢ Bac o6prbI3ras, Barie —
CTBO... [IpocTure... 4 Beb... HE TO
YTOOBI...

— AX, nosiHOTe... {I y>K 3a0bL1, a
BBI BCE O TOM Xe!

— CKazaJ reHepa u
HETEePIIETNBO IIeBETbHY/T HIKHEH
Ty0OOii.

«3abbl1, a Y caMOr'o eX1/ICTBO B
rjasax, — noaymasn YepBsaKoOB,
IIOI03PUTENBHO TIOT/ISABIBASA Ha
reHepaia.

— U I'OBOPHUTDb HE XOYET.



I ought to explain to him... that I
really didn’t intend... that it is the
law of nature or else he will think
[ meant to spit on him.

He doesn’t think so now, but he
will think so later!"

On getting home, Tchervyakov
told his wife of his breach of good
manners.

It struck him that his wife took
too frivolous a view of the
incident; she was a little
frightened, but when she learned
that Brizzhalov was in a different
department, she was reassured.

"Still, you had better go and
apologise," she said,

"or he will think you don’t know
how to behave in public."

"That’s just it!

I did apologise, but he took it
somehow queerly... he didn’t say a
word of sense.

There wasn’t time to talk
properly."

Hazo 661 eMy 0OBSCHUTD, 9TO

BOBCE He JKeJIaJl... YTO 3TO 3aKOH
IIPUPOJHI, a TO ITIOAYMAET, UTO

IUTFOHYTDb XOTEJI.

Teriepp He IIOZ[yMaeT, TaK I10CJIe
rogymMaert!..»

[Tpuzasa gromou, YepBAKOB
pacckasas KeHe O CBOEM
HEBEXKECTBeE.

’Kena, Kak moKasajioch emy,
CJIUIIKOM JIEIKOMBICJIEHHO
OTHEWIACh K IIPOUCIIEAIIEeMY; OHA
TOJIBKO HCIIyTrajach, a IOTOM,
KOr/zia y3Hasa, 4To bpusxanoB
«qyXXOM», YCIIOKOWJIACh.

— A BCe-TaKH ThI CXO/H,
M3BUHHCh, — CKa3ajia OHa.

— INoaymaert, 9TO THI ce6s B
myOJIvKe epKaTh He yMeellb!

— To-To BOT U ecTh!

A n3BUHAJCA, A OH KaK-TO
cTpaHHoO... Hu ogHOrO ciosa
IIyTHOT'O HE CKasaJl.

Jla 1 Hexorza ObLIO
pasroBapuBaTh.



Next day Tchervyakov put on a
new uniform, had his hair cut and
went to Brizzhalov’s to explain;
going into the general’s reception
room he saw there a number of
petitioners and among them the
general himself, who was
beginning to interview them.

After questioning several
petitioners the general raised his
eyes and looked at Tchervyakov.

"Yesterday at the Arcadia, if you
recollect, your Excellency," the
latter began, "I sneezed and...
accidentally spattered... Exc...."

"What nonsense.... It’s beyond
anything!

What can I do for you," said the
general addressing the next
petitioner.

"He won’t speak," thought
Tchervyakov, turning pale;

"that means that he is angry.... No,
it can’t be left like this....

[ will explain to him."

Ha gpyroit feHb YepBAKOB HaZel
HOBBIA BULIMYH/JUD, IOJCTPUTCA U
noures K bpusxanoBy
OOBACHUTD... Bolig B IpUEMHYTO
reHepasa, OH yBUZEJA TaM MHOTO
IIPOCUTEJIEN, a MEXKIY
MIPOCUTEIAMM M CaMOr'0 reHepasia,
KOTODHIU YK€ Hadasl IpueM
IIPOILEHUH.

OnpoCHUB HECKOJIBKO ITPOCUTEJIEH,
reHepa’l IoAHA IJla3a U Ha
YepBakosa.

— Buepa B «Apkaguun», exxenau
IIPUIIOMHUTE, Ballle —CTBO, —
Ha4vaJl JOKJIaJbIBAaTh 3K3E€KYyTOD,
— A YUXHYJ-C U... HEYadHHO
oOpmIzrai... M3B...

— Kakue nycraku... bor 3Haet
yTO!

Bam uTO yrogHo? — obpartuics
reHepas K CaeAyoIleMy
IIPOCUTEJTIO.

«['oBOpUTH HE X04eT! — moayMal
YepBAKoB, OeHes.

— CepauTtcAa, 3Ha4uT... HeT, aTOrO
HeJb351 TaK OCTaBUTh...

A eMy 0OBsICHIO...»



When the general had finished his
conversation with the last of the
petitioners and was turning
towards his inner apartments,
Tchervyakov took a step towards
him and muttered: "Your
Excellency!

If I venture to trouble your
Excellency, it is simply from a
feeling I may say of regret!...

It was not intentional if you will
graciously believe me."

The general made a lachrymose
face, and waved his hand.

"Why, you are simply making fun
of me, sir,"

he said as he closed the door
behind him.

"Where’s the making fun in it?"
thought Tchervyakov,

"there is nothing of the sort!

He is a general, but he can’t
understand.

If that is how it is I am not going
to apologise to that fanfaron any
more!

The devil take him.

Korza rexnepasn KoHUYHI Oecefy C
MOCJIEAHUM ITPOCUTEIEM U
HaIlpaBWICS BO BHYTpEeHHUE
arrapTaMeHThI, YepBSIKOB IIarHyJI
3a HUM U 3a60pMOTAaUI:

— Barie —cTBO!

Exxesn 1 ocMeInBaroCh
O0eCIIOKOUTH Ballle —CTBO, TO
VIMEHHO U3 YyBCTBa, MOTY
CKa3aThb, packadHus!..

He Hapo4HO, caMu U3BOJIUTE
3HaTh-C!

['eHepaJ COCTPOWII IUIAKCUBOE
JIUIIO U MaxXHYJ PyKOM.

— /la BBI IIPOCTO CMEETECH,
MUJIOCTUCAAPD!

— CKasaJl OH, CKPBIBAsCH 3a
/IBEPBIO.

«Kakue Ke TyT HaCMeIlIKU?
— noayMas YepBAKOB.

— BoBce TyT HET HUKaKUX
HacMmelek!

I'eHepasi, a He MOXKeT IOHATH!

Korza Tak, He cTaHY e 5 OoJblile
WU3BUHATHCSA TI€pe]] STUM
dbandpapoHom!

YepT ¢ HUM!



I'll write a letter to him, but I
won’t go.

By Jove, I won’t."

So thought Tchervyakov as he
walked home;

he did not write a letter to the
general,

he pondered and pondered and
could not make up that letter.

He had to go next day to explain
in person.

"I ventured to disturb your
Excellency yesterday," he
muttered, when the general lifted
enquiring eyes upon him, "not to
make fun as you were pleased to
say.

I was apologising for having

spattered you in sneezing.... And I

did not dream of making fun of
you.

Should I dare to make fun of you,

if we should take to making fun,
then there would be no respect
for persons, there would be...."

"Be off!"

yelled the general, turning
suddenly purple, and shaking all
over.

Hamuiry emy nmmMcbMo, a XOAUTH
He CTaHYy!

Eii-6ory, He cTaHy!»

Tak gyman YepBAKOB, UJA JOMOM.

IIncpMa reHepasy OH He HaIllKCal.

Jymas, fymasi, 1 HUKakK He
BBIZYMaJI 3TOr'O IMUCbMa.

[Ipuniock Ha APyrou AeHb UATU
caMmoMy OOBSCHATb.

— ¢ Buepa npuxoama 6eCIIOKOUTH
Ballle —CTBO, — 3abopMoOTa OH,
KOT/Ia TeHepaJI ITOJHST Ha HETO
BOIIPOIIIAIOIIYeE TJ1a3a, — He s
TOT'0, YTOOBI CMEATHCSA, KaK BbI
M3BOJIMIN CKa3aTh.

Sl U3BMHAIICA 3a TO, YTO, YHXasd,
OPBI3HYJI-C...,  CMEATHCA S U HE
AyMaJl.

CMero I 91 cMesAThCA?

Exxeti MBI OyzieM CMesIThCS, TaK
HUKAKOI'0 TOIZa, 3HAYUT, U
YBaO)KEHUS K ITIepCOHAM... He
Oyzer...

— Ilomien BoH!!

— TapKHYJ BAPYT IIOCUHEBIINU U
3aTPSACIINKICA reHepall.



"What?"

asked Tchervyakov, in a whisper
turning numb with horror.

"Be off!"

repeated the general, stamping.

Something seemed to give way in

Tchervyakov’s stomach.

Seeing nothing and hearing
nothing he reeled to the door,

went out into the street, and went

staggering along....

Reaching home mechanically;,

without taking off his uniform, he

lay down on the sofa and died.

— Yro-C?
— CIIPOCWJI LIETIOTOM YepBAKOB,
Miied OT yxKaca.

— Ilomen Bou!!

— IIOBTOPWJI I'€HEPaJI, 3aTOIIaB
HOI'aMH.

B xxuBoTe y HepBAKOBa YTO-TO
OTOPBAJIOCh.

Huyero He BU/JA, HUYEro HE
CJIbIlIa, OH IIOIIATHWJICA K ABEPH,
BBIIIEJI HA YJINLY U ITIOIVICJICA...

[Tpuga MaluHaJIbHO IOMOM, He
CHMMAas BUIIMYHAMPA, OH JIeT Ha
UBaH ... IoMep.



