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A.C. IIVIIIKUH
[MUKOBASI JAMA

OnHaxapl Urpajil B KapThl y KOHHOTBapaenna
HapymoBa.  Jlomras 3uMHAS  HOYH  MIpOIIa
HE3aMEeTHO; CelH Y)XMHaTh B IATOM dYacy ytpa. Te,
KOTOPbIE OCTajJHMCh B BBIMTPHILIE, €M C OONBLIMM
anmeTuTOM; MPOYHe, B PACCESITHHOCTH, CHACIH Iepe
MyCcTBIMH CBOMMH mpubopamu. Ho mammanckoe
SIBUJIOCH, Pa3rOBOP OXHUBHJICS, U BCE MPUHSIIN B HEM
y4JacTHe.

—Yro TbI cenan, CypuH? — COpOCHI XO35IUH.

— Ipourpan, nmo oOwsikHOBeHMIO. HamoOHO
MPU3HATHCS, YTO 51 HECYACTIIUB: HIPA0 MUPAHIOJIEM,
HUKOTJ]a HE TOpSYyCh, HUYEM MEHS C TOJIKY HE
coOberb, a BCE MPOUTPHIBAIOCH!

— W 1B HU pa3y He coOna3HmiICA? HU pa3y HE
nocraBuwsl Ha pyte?.. TBepAOCTh TBOS s MEHS
YIAUBHUTETbHA.

— A xakoB ['epmann! — ckasas ouH U3 TOCTEH,
yKa3bIBasi HA MOJIOJIOTO HH)KEHepa: — OTpOoAy He Opan
OH KapThl B pPyKH, OTPOAY HE 3arHyl HH OIHOTO
MapoJiv, a 70 TSITH YacOB CUANT C HAMHU, U CMOTPUT
Ha Hauy urpy!

— Urpa 3aHMMaeT MEHsS CWIBHO, — CKazall
I'epManH: — HO S HE B COCTOSHHUU >XEPTBOBATH
HEOOXOJMMBIM B HAJICKIC IPUOOPECTH H3JIUIITHEE.

— I'epMaHH HEMeEIl: OH PacyeTIMB, BOT U BCE! —
3ameTis1 ToMckuil. — A ecid KTo ISl MEHsS He
MOHATEH, TaK 3TO Mos 0Oalyika, rpadguus AHHA
denoToBHA.

— Kak? 4to? — 3akpruyanu rocT.

— He Mory mnocTurHyTe, — NpPOAOIIKAI
Tomckmii: — kakum oOpasom Oalymika Mos He
MOHTHUpYET!

— Jla 9T0 X TYT YIWBHUTEIBHOTO, — CKa3al
HapymoB, — 4TO OcChbMHUIECATHIETHsS cTapyxa He
MOHTUpPYET?

— Tak Bbl HUYETO PO Hee He 3HaeTe?

A.S. PUSHKIN
THE QUEEN OF SPADES

Translated by T. Keane

There was a card party at the rooms of Naroumoff
of the Horse Guards. The long winter night passed
away imperceptibly, and it was five o’clock in the
morning before the company sat down to supper.
Those who had won, ate with a good appetite; the
others sat staring absently at their empty plates. When
the champagne appeared, however, the conversation
became more animated, and all too a part in it.

“And how did you fare, Sourin?” asked the host.

“Oh, lost as usual. I must confess that I am
unlucky: I play mirandole, I always keep cool, I never
allow anything to put me out, and yet I always lose!”

“And you did not once allow yourself to be
tempted to back the red?.. Your firmness astonishes
me.”

“But what do you think of Hermann?”’ said one of
the guests, pointing to a young Engineer: “he has never
had a card in his hand in his life, he has never in his
life laid a wager, yet he sits here till five o’clock in the
morning watching our play.”

“Play interests me very much,” said Hermann:
“but I am not in the position to sacrifice the necessary
in the hope of winning the superfluous.”

“Hermann is a German: he is economical — that is
all!” observed Tomsky. “But if there is one person that
I cannot understand, it is my grandmother, the
Countess Anna Fedorovna.”

“How so0?” inquired the guests.

“I cannot understand,” continued Tomsky, “how is
it that my grandmother does not punt.”

“What is there remarkable about an old lady of
eighty not punting?” said Naroumoft.

“Then you do not know the reason why?”

“No, really; haven’t the faintest idea.”

“Oh! then listen. You must know that, about sixty
years ago, my grandmother went to Paris, where she

A.S. PUSHKIN
THE QUEEN OF SPADES

Translated by Tatiana and Ivy Litvinov

Card-playing was going on in the quarters of
Narumov, an officer in the Horse Guards. The long
winter night flew past; it was five in the morning
when they sat down to supper. Those who had won,
plied their forks eagerly; the rest sat in front of their
empty plates with an air of abstraction. But
champagne was set on the table, the talk became
lively, and all took part in it.

“How did you get on, Surin?” asked the host.

“Lost as usual. It must be admitted that [ am
unlucky. I play for low stakes, I never get excited,
always keep my head, and yet I lose all the time.”

“And are you never tempted? Don’t you ever long
to raise the stakes on a card? Your firmness amazes
me.”

“Look at Hermann!” said one of the guests, pointing
to a young officer from an engineer regiment. “Never
picked up a card in his whole life, never doubled a
stake, and sits beside us till five o’clock watching us
play!”

“I take a great interest in cards,” said Hermann, “but
I am not in a position to sacrifice the necessary in the
hope of gaining superfluous.”

“Hermann’s a Teuton, and therefore cautious —
that’s all!” remarked Tomsky. “Now, my grandmother,
Countess Anna Fedotovna — she’s an enigma, if there
was one.”

“What? What’s that?” cried the guests.

“I can’t understand,” continued Tomsky, “how it is
that my grandmother never gambles.”

“What is there remarkable about an eighty-year-old
woman not wanting a gamble?” said Narumov.

“D’you mean to say you don’t know anything about
her?”

“Nothing whatsoever. Upon my word!”

“Then let me tell you.
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— Her! nmpaBo, Hugero!
— O, Tak mocIiymIanTe:

HanoGHo 3Harh, yto Oalymika Mos, JeT
IIECThIIECAT TOMY Hasan, e3amia B [lapmwk m Obina
Tam B Oomibinoit mome. Hapon Geran 3a Hero, 94T00
yBUIETb la Vénus moscovite; Pumense 3a HeEwo
BOJIOUMIICS, U 0alyIka yBepseT, YTO OH 4yTh OBLIO
HE 3aCTPEIHJIICS OT €€ KECTOKOCTH.

B To Bpems mambl urpanu B ¢apaoH. OaHaKIbI
NMpH JBOPE OHA TMpOWTpaja Ha CIOBO TepIOTyY
OpJteaHCKOMY YTO-TO OYeHBh MHOTO. [IprexaB qoMoid,
6alymika, OTJETUIMBAs MYIIKU C JIMIA M OTBA3BIBAs
(brKMBI, 00BSIBHIIA JIEAYIIKE O CBOEM IIPOUTPBIIIE, U
MpHUKa3aa 3ariaThTh.

[TokoiHBIN mexyIKa, CKOIBKO 51 TIOMHIO, OBLT
pon GalOymikuHa nBoperkoro. OH ee Oosuics, Kak
OTHS; OJIHAKO, YCJBIIIAB O TakOM YXXacHOM
MPOUTPHIIIIE, OH BBINIEN W3 Ce0sl, MPUHEC CYETHI,
JoKa3aJl €W, YTo B TIOJroAa OHU W3JepKalu
MONMHIIINOHA, 4To mon [lapikeM HeT y HUX HU
MOJIMOCKOBHOM, HU CapaTOBCKOW JIEPEBHU, U HAYUCTO
oTKazaics OT Tuilarexa. balymka nama emy
MOIIEUMHY, W Jiera ClaTh OfHA, B 3HAK CBOEH
HEMUIIOCTH.

Ha npyroii geHb oHa Belnena mo3BaTh MyXka,
Hazuesch, 4YTO JOMAalllHee HaKa3aHHe HaJ HUM
MOJICVCTBOBAJIO, HO HAIllIa €ro HermokoieOuMbiM. B
MEepBBI pa3 B JKM3HH OHA [ONUIA C HHM [0
paccyxaeHuii M OOBSCHEHHH; Jymalla YCOBECTHTb
€ro, CHUCXOJMTEIBHO JIOKAa3bIBas, YTO JIONT JOITY
pO3b, W YTO €CTh pa3HHWIA MEXIy TPUHIEM U
kapeTHukoM. — Kyna! nenyiika OynrtoBan. Het, na u
Tosbko! babymika He 3HaNa, YTO AENaTh.

C Hero ObUT KOPOTKO 3HAKOM YEJIOBEK OUYeHb
3aMeyaTesIbHbIN. Ber  cmpmmamm o rpade
Cen-XXepmene, 0 KOTOPOM PacCKa3bIBAIOT TaK MHOTO
gyygecHoro. Bbel 3HaeTe, 4To OH BbIIaBal ceOs 3a
BEYHOTO IKHAa, 3a wu3o0perarens >KU3HEHHOTO
anmkerpa u_duinocodckoro KaMmHsi, U npoyas. Han

created quite a sensation. People used to run after her
to catch a glimpse of the ‘Muscovite Venus’. Richelieu
made Love to her, and my grandmother maintains that
he almost blew out his brains in consequence of her
cruelty. At that time ladies used to play faro. On one
occasion at the Court, she lost a very considerable sum
to the Duke of Orleans. On returning home, my
grandmother removed the patches from her face, took
off her hoops, informed my grandfather of her loss at
the gaming-table, and ordered him to pay the money.
My deceased grandfather, as far as I remember, was a
sort of house-steward to my grandmother. He dreaded
her like fire, but, on hearing of such a heavy loss, he
almost went out of his mind; he calculated the various
sums she had lost, and pointed out to her that in six
months she had spent half a million francs, that neither
their Moscow or Saratoff estates were in Paris, and
finally refused point blank to pay the debt. My
grandmother gave him a box on the ear and slept by
herself as a sign of her displeasure. The next day she
sent for her husband, hoping hat this domestic
punishment had produced an effect upon him, but she
found him inflexible. For the first time in her life, she
entered into reasoning and explanations with him,
thinking to be able to convince him by pointing out to
him that there are debts and debts, and that there is a
great difference between a Prince and a coachmaker.
But it was all in vain, my grandfather still remained
obdurate. But the matter did not rest there. My
grandmother did not know what to do. . She had
shortly before became acquainted with a very
remarkable man. You have heard of Count St.
Germain, about whom so many marvellous stories are
told. You know that he represented himself as the
Wandering Jew, as the discoverer of the elixir of life,
of the philosopher’s stone, and so forth. Some laughed
at him as a charlatan; but Casanova, in his memoirs,
says that he was a spy. But be that as it may, St.
Germain, in spite of the mystery surrounding him, was

“You must know that my grandmother, sixty years
ago, visited Paris, and was all the fashion there.
People followed her about to have a look at la Vénus
moscovite; Richelieu paid her court, and my
grandmother vows that her cruelty almost drove him
to suicide.

“In those days ladies used to play faro. One day,
while playing cards at court, she incurred a debt of
honour for a great sum of money to the Duc
d’Orléans. When she got home, my grandmother,
while removing the patches off her face, and slipping
out of her hooped skirt, recounted her losses to my
grandfather, and ordered him to pay up.

“My late grandfather, as far as I can remember, was
a kind of steward to my grandmother. He feared her
like the plague; but when he heard of such appalling
losses he flew into a rage, took up abacus and proved
to her that they had spent half a million during the last
six months, that they had no Moscow or Saratov
estates in the neighbourhood of Paris, and flatly
refused to pay. My grandmother gave him a box on
the ears, and banished him from her bedroom as a
token of her disfavour.

“The next day she sent for her husband, hoping that
the domestic chastisement would have had its effect
on him, but she found him adamant. For the first time
in their married life she condescended to argument
and explanations. She tried to shame him by pointing
out condescendingly that there were debts and debts,
and that there was a difference between a prince and a
coachmaker. Useless! My grandfather rebelled. He
said no, and that his ‘no’ was final. My grandmother
was at her wits’ end.

“Among her intimates was a very remarkable
individual. You have heard of Count Saint Germain,
of whom such extraordinary tales are told. You know
he gave himself out to be the Wandering Jew, the
discoverer of the elixir of life and the philosopher’s
stone, and so on. People laughed at him as a charlatan,
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HUM CMESUINCh, KaK Haj mapnataHoM, a Kasanosa B
CBOMX 3alMCcKax TOBOPUT, YTO OH OBUI IIIHOH,
BrpoueM CeH-XXepMeH, HE CMOTpd Ha CBOIO
TaUHCTBEHHOCTb, =~ HMEJI  OY€Hb  IIOYTCHHYIO
HapyXHOCTh, U OBUT B O0OIECTBE YEIOBEK OYCHB
nrobe3npiid. balymka no cux mop moOuT ero 6e3
naMsTH, W CEpPOUTCSA, €CIIM TOBOpPAT 00 HeM ¢
HeyBakeHHeM. baOymka 3mana, uto CeH-Kepmen
MOr pacrnonararb OonpliuMH  JeHbramu. OHa
pemmmnach K HeMmy npuOernytb. Hammcana emy
3aIIUCKY, U IPOCHJIa HEMEAJICHHO K HEll Ipuexars.
Crapblii 9yJak SIBHJICS TOTYaC, W 3acTall B
ykacHoM Tope. OHa omnmcana eMy CaMbIMH YePHBIMU
KpackaMH BapBapcTBO MY’Ka, M CKasaja HaKOHEL,
YTO BCIO CBOIO HAQJICXKIy TIOJIaraeT Ha ero JIpYyxO0y u
T00€3HOCTb.
Cen-XepmeH 3agymancs. —
" MoTy BaM YCIIy)KHTB 3TOH CyMMOI0", CKazal
OH, "HO 3HAI0, YTO BbI HE OYJETE CIIOKOMHBI, IT0Ka CO
MHOIO HE PacIUIaTUTECh, a 1 Obl HE KeJajl BBOAMTH
Bac B HOBBIE XJIONOTHL. ECTb npyroe cpencTBo: BhI
Moxete oTeirpatbes’ — "Ho, mroGesnsrii rpad”,
orBeyana 0alymika, "si TOBOPIO BaM, 4TO y Hac JACHET
BoBce HeT". — "JleHbr'u TyT HE HYKHBI", BO3pa3uil
Cen-Xepmen: "uzBonbTe MeHs BoICHymaTh'. TyT oH
OTKpBLI €l TaliHy, 32 KOTOPYIO BCAKOM U3 HAC AOPOTO
OBI Jall...
Mosonsle WIpOKH YIOBOWJIM BHHMAaHHE.
ToMmckuit 3aKypuIl TPYOKY, 3aTSHYICS, ¥ IPOIOIIKAI:
— B ToT e camblii Beuep Oalylika siBUIach B
Bepcane, au jeu de la Reine. I'eprior OpneaHckuit
Meran; Oalymika cJerka W3BHHWIACH, UYTO HE
NpuBe3Ja CBOEr0 Jonra, B ONpaBIaHHE CIUIeNa
MaJIeHbKYI0 HCTOPHIO, M CTajga MpPOTUB HEro
moHTHpoBaTh. OHA BBHIOpasia TPU KapThl, TIOCTABUIIA
UX OJIHY 3a JIPyrol0: BCE TPH BHIUTPAIIU €l COHUKA, 1
0aly1ka OThIrpajlach COBEPLICHHO.
— Crnydaii! — cka3ay OIHMH U3 TOCTEH.
— Ckaska! — 3ametmi1 I'epmanH.

a very fascinating person, and was much sought after
in the best circles of society. Even to this day my
grandmother retains an affectionate recollection of
him, and becomes quite angry if anyone speaks
disrespectfully of him. My grandmother knew that St.
Germain had large sums of money at his disposal. She
resolved to have recourse to him, and she wrote a letter
to him asking him to come to her without delay. The
queer old man immediately waited upon her and found
her overwhelmed with grief. She described to him in
the blackest colours the barbarity of her husband, and
ended by declaring that her whole hope depended upon
his friendship and amiability.

“St. Germain reflected.

“ ‘I could advance you the sum you want,” said he;
‘but I know that you would not rest easy until you had
paid me back, and I should not like to bring fresh
troubles upon you. But there is another way of getting
out of your difficulty: you can win back your money.’

“ ‘But, my dear Count,” replied my grandmother,
‘I tell you that I haven’t the money left.”

“ ‘Money is not necessary,” replied St Germain:
‘be pleased to listen to me.’

“Then he revealed to her a secret, for which each
of us would give a good deal...”

The young officers listened with increased
attention. Tomsky lit his pipe, puffed away for a
moment and then continued:

“That same evening my grandmother went to
Versailles to the jeu de la reine. The Duc of Orleans
kept the bank; my grandmother excused herself in an
off-handed manner for not having yet paid he debt, by
inventing some little story, and then began to play
against him. She chose three cards and played them
one after the other: all three won sonika, and my
grandmother recovered every farthing that she had
lost.”

“Mere chance!” said one of the guests.

“A tale!” observed Hermann.

and Casanova wrote in his memoirs that he was a spy;
despite his mysterious reputation, however, St.
Germain had a most respectable appearance and knew
how to make himself agreeable in society. My
grandmother loves him to distraction to this day, and
will not allow him to be spoken of disrespectfully. She
knew St. Germain had a great amount of money at his
disposal, and, deciding to have recourse to his aid,
sent him a note asking to come to her at once.

“The old eccentric responded to her summons
immediately and found my grandmother overcome
with grief. She painted in the darkest colours her
husband’s cruelty, and ended by declaring that her
only hope was in St. Germain’s friendship and
chivalry.

“St. Germain pondered. ‘I could let you have this
sum,’ he said, ‘but I know you would never have any
peace until you had paid me back, and I should not
like to cause you fresh cares. There is another means —
you can win it back.” ‘But my dear Count,” replied my
grandmother, ‘I tell you we have no money at all.’
“You will not need money,” said the Count. ‘Be so
kind as to hear me out.” And he told her a secret
which any of us would pay dear to know...”

The youthful gamblers redoubled their attention.
Tomsky lit his pipe, inhaled the smoke, and continued:

“That same night my grandmother appeared at
Versailles, au jeu de la Reine. The Duc d’Orléans
dealt. My grandmother gave some slight apology for
not having brought the money for her debt, inventing
a little story in her justification, and began playing
against him. She selected three cards, which she
played one after another — all three proved to be
winning cards, and my grandmother won back the
whole of her debt.”

“A mere fluke!” said one of the guests.

“A fairy-tale,” said Hermann.

“Perhaps the cards were marked,” put in another.

“Hardly,” replied Tomsky with dignity.
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— MoxeT crarbcsi, MOPOLIKOBBIE KapThl? —
MOJIXBaTHJI TPETHM.

— He nymato, — otBedan BaxxHO TOMCKUI.

— Kaxk! — ckazan HapymoB: — y Tebs ectb
0alymika, KOTOpast yraaslBaeT TPU KapThl CPSTY, @ ThI
JI0 CHX TIOp HE MepeHsT Y Hel ee kKabalucTHKu?

— Ja, yopra ¢ nBa! — orBeuan Tomckuii: — y

Hell OBIJIO YETBEPO CHIHOBEH, B TOM HHICIIC W MOH
OTell: BCE YeThIpe OTYASHHBIE UTPOKU, U HU OJHOMY
HE OTKpbUIa OHa CBOEH TaifHbI; XOTh 3TO OBUIO OBI HE
Xyoo UId HHX, W Jaxe 1 MeHs. Ho BOT 4ro MHe
pacckaspiBan nsias, rpagd Mean Wnbuy, u B 4eM OH
MeHs yBepsl yecTbto. [lokolHbl Yannmuikuii, TOT
CaMblii, KOTOpPBIH yMep B HHIIETE, IPOMOTAB
MUJUTHOHBI, OTHAXABI B MOJIOZOCTH CBOEH Mpourpai
— noMHuTcs 3opuuy, — Okojio Tpex coT Thicsd. OH
Obu1 B orTuasHUM. baOymika, koTopas Bcerma Oblia
CTpOra K MIAJIOCTAM MOJIOABIX JIIOAEH, Kak-TO
cxanunack Haj Yammukum. OHa ganma eMy TpH
KapTel, C TEeM, YTOOBl OH TMOCTaBWJI MX OAHY 32
JPyTOIO, ¥ B3sJIa C HETO YECTHOE CIIOBO BIIPEND YXKE
HUKOTJIa HE Wrparh. Yarauukuil gBUJICS K CBOEMY
noOeUTENI0: OHU CEMM urparb.  Jarumuikuit
MOCTaBWJI Ha TEPBYIO KapTy MATBAECAT THICAY, U
BBIMIPAJl COHMKA; 3arHyJa Napoiu, Napoyiu-me, —
OTBITpAJICS, U OCTAJICA €IlI€ B BBIUTPBIILIE. ..

OpnHako, mopa cmarb: yxe 0e3 4YeTBepTH
IIECTb.

B camom nene, yxe paccBeTaslo: MOJIOABIE
JIFOZTU TOTIMJT CBOU PIOMKH, U Pa3beXalnCh.

“Perhaps they were marked cards!” said a third.

“I do not think so,” replied Tomsky gravely.

“What!” said Naroumoff, “you have a
grandmother who knows how to hit upon three lucky
cards in succession, and you have never yet succeeded
in getting the secret of it out of her?”

“That’s the deuce of it!” replied Tomsky: “she had
four sons, one of whom was my father; all four were
determined gamblers, and yet not to one of them did
she ever reveal her secret, although it would not be a
bad thing either for them or for me. But this is what I
heard from my uncle, Count Ivan Ilitch, and he assured
me, on his honour, that it was true. The late Chaplitsky
— the same who died in poverty after having
squandered millions — once lost, in his youth, about
three hundred thousand roubles — to Zorich, if I
remember rightly. He was in despair. My grandmother,
who was always very severe upon the extravagance of
young men, took pity, however, upon Chaplitsky. She
gave him three cards, telling him to play them one
after the other, at the same time exacting from him a
solemn promise that he would never play at cards
again as long as he lived. Chaplitsky then went to his
victorious opponents, and they began a fresh game. On
the first card he staked fifty thousand roubles and won
sonika; he doubled the stake and won again, till at last,
by pursuing the same tactics, he won back more than
he had lost...

“But it is time to go to bed: it is a quarter to six
already.”

And indeed it was already beginning to dawn: the
young men emptied their glasses and then took leave
of each other.

“What!” said Narumov. “You have a grandmother
who can play three winning cards running, and you
have not yet been able to discover the secret of these
cabalistics!”

“It’s not so simple, dammit!” replied Tomsky. “She
had four sons, one of whom was my father. All four
were desperate gamblers, and she did not disclose her
secret to any of them, although this would have been
no bad thing for them — not for me either, for that
matter. But this is what my uncle, Count Ivan Ilyich,
told me, on his word of honour. The late Chaplitsky,
the same Chaplitsky who died in poverty, having
squandered millions, once lost about three hundred
thousand rubles in his youth — to Zorich, I think. He
was in despair. My grandmother, who was always
very hard on the vagaries of young men, for some
reason took pity of Chaplitsky. She named three cards
to him, which he was to play in succession, but
extorted from him the promise, on his word of honour,
never to gamble any more. Chaplitsky went to the
rooms of his fortunate opponent, and they sat down to
the card-table. Chaplitsky staked fifty thousand on the
first card and won; then he doubled and redoubled the
stake, and won back his losses with a generous
margin. ..

“But it’s time to go to bed — it’s a quarter to six.”

Indeed, it was getting light already — the young men
finished what was in their glasses and dispersed.
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A.C. IIVIIIKUH
[MIUKOBASI IAMA

OpHax /bl UTpajy B KapThl y KOHHOTBapeHIia
HapymoBa. [onras 3uMHSIS HOYb  IIpOILIA
HE3aMETHO; CEJIM Y)KUHATh B ILITOM uacy ytpa. Te,
KOTOPBIE OCTalllCh B BBIMIPHILIC, €I C OONBIIMM
anmeTUTOM; MpOYHE, B PACCESIHHOCTH, CHUAEIH
mepex  mycTelMd  cBouMu  npubopamu.  Ho
IIaMITAaHCKO€ SBMJIOCH, PAa3TOBOpP OKMUBUIICS, U BCE
MIPUHAJHN B HEM y4acTHE.

— Yrto 1Bl camenan, CypuH? — cropocun
XO3SHH.

— IIpourpan, nmo o6pikHOBeHMIO. HamoOHO
NpPU3HATBCS,  YTO S HECYACTIWB:  WIparo
MHPaAHI0JIEM, HUKOTIa HE TOPSIUyCh, HUUYEM MEHS C
TOJIKY HE COOBEIIb, a BCE MMPOUTPHIBAIOCH!

— U Tb1 HU pa3y He cobna3zHUiCs? HU pasy He
nocraBuia Ha pyre?.. TBepaoOCTh TBOS IUIsl MEHS
YIAUBHUTEbHA.

— A xakxoB I['epmanH! — ckazan oguH u3
rocTel, yKas3blBasi Ha MOJIOAOTO HHXKEHEpa: —
oTpomy HE Opan OH KapThl B PYyKH, OTpPOAY HE
3arHyJ1 HU OJJHOTO IMapoJd, a A0 IMSATH YacOB CHUAMUT
C HaMH, ¥ CMOTPHT Ha Hauy urpy!

— Urpa 3aHMMaeT MEHS CHJIBHO, — CKa3all
I'epmanH: — HO S HE B COCTOSHUHM >XEPTBOBATh
HEOOXOMMBIM B HaJEKAE NPUOOPECTH U3JHIIHEE.

— I'epmaHH HeMel: OH pacyeTIMB, BOT U BCE!
— 3aMmeTrs1 TOMCKHH. — A €ClIM KTO UISI MEHS HE
MOHSATEH, TaK 3TO Mos Oalymika, rpaduHs AHHa
denorosHa.

— Kak? uro? — 3akpu4anu rocTH.

— He mory nocturayTth, — HpOAOILKAI
Tomckuii: — kakuM oOpazom Oalymika Mos He
MOHTHPYET!

A.S. PUSHKIN
THE QUEEN OF SPADES

Translated by R. Edmonds

There was a card party in the rooms of Narumov,
an officer of the Horse Guards. The long winter night
had passed unnoticed and it was after four in the
morning when the company sat down to supper.
Those who had won enjoyed their food; the others sat
absent-mindedly in front of empty plates. But when
the champagne appeared conversation became more
lively and general.

‘How did you fare, Surin?’ Narumov asked.

‘Oh, I lost as usual. I must confess, I have no
luck: I stick to mirandole, never get excited, never
lose my head, and yet I never win.’

‘Do you mean to tell me you were not once
tempted to back the red the whole evening? Your
self-control amazes me.’

‘But look at Hermann,” exclaimed one of the
party, pointing to a young officer of the Engineers.
‘Never held a card in his hands, never made a bet in
his life, and yet he sits up till five in the morning
watching us play.’

‘Cards interest me very much,’” said Hermann,
‘but I am not in a position to risk the necessary in the
hope of acquiring the superfluous.’

‘Hermann is a German: he is careful, that’s what
that is!” remarked Tomsky. ‘But if there’s one person
I can’t understand it is my grandmother, Countess
Anna Fedorovna.’

‘Why is that?’ the guests cried.

‘I cannot conceive how is it that my grandmother
does not play.’

‘But surely there is nothing surprising in an old
lady in the eighties not wanting to gamble?’ said
Narumov.

‘Then you don’t know about her?’

A.S. PUSHKIN
THE QUEEN OF SPADES

Translated by A. Myers

One evening, Narumov of the Horse Guards
played host to a card party. The long winter night
passed unnoticed, and it was after four in the
morning when they all sat down to supper. Those
who had ended up ahead of the game ate heartily;
the rest sat moodily before their empty plates. But
champagne was produced, conversation revived, and
everybody joined in.

‘How did you get on, Surin?’ the hot enquired.

‘Lost as usual. You must admit [ have no luck at
all. I play it straight, I never get carried away or lose
concentration, and yet I just go down and down!’

‘Haven’t you ever once been tempted? Never
backed a sequence?.. I'm amazed at your
will-power.’

‘What about Hermann, then?’ said one of the
company, indicating a young engineer. ‘Never
handled a card in is life, never doubled a single
stake, yet here he sits up till five watching us play.’

‘I’'m very taken with the game,” said Hermann.
‘But I’'m not in a position to sacrifice the necessary
in the hope of acquiring the superfluous.’

‘He’s German. He counts pennies, that’s all it
is,” Tomsky put in. ‘If there’s anyone I can’t fathom
it’s my grandmother, Countess Anna Fedorovna.’

‘What was that? How do you mean?’ the guests
queried noisily.

‘I just can’t understand,” Tomsky went on, ‘how
is it that my grandmother never gambles.’

‘What’s odd about it?” Narumov asked. ‘An old
lady of eighty not gambling?’

‘You mean you really don’t know anything
about her?’

‘No, honestly, nothing!’
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— Jla 9TO0 X TYT yOUBUTENBHOTO, — CKa3aji
HapyMoB, — 4TO OCBMHUAECATHIICTHSA CTapyXa He
MOHTUpPYET?

— Tak Bbl HUYETO NPO HEe HE 3HaeTe?
— Her! npaBo, Huuero!
— O, Tak nocmymaiTe:

Hano6Ho 3HaTh, uro Oalbymika Mos, JIeT
IIeCThJIECAT TOMY Hazax, e3nwia B [lapmxk u Obina
TaM B Oosbiiol monme. Hapon Geran 3a Hero, uTo0
yBunetb la Vénus moscovite, Pumense 3a Hero
BOJIOUHJICS, B 0aOyIliKa yBEpsIET, YTO OH UyTh OBLIO
HE 3aCTPEJIIICS OT €€ KECTOKOCTH.

B 10 Bpemss pambl wurpaim B (apaoH.
OpHaXpl TIpH JBOpPE OHA TPOHWTpalia Ha CIIOBO
repory OpreaHCKOMy HYTO-TO OYE€Hb MHOTO.
[TpuexaB momoii, 6abyiika, OTJIEIUIMBAS MYIIKH C
JUIAa W OTBSI3bIBas (PIKMBI, OOBSIBUIIA JIEAYIIKE O
CBOEM IIPOUTPHIIIE, U TIPUKA3alia 3aIUIaTHTb.

ITokoliHbIN AeayllKa, CKOJIbKO 5 TMOMHIO,
Obu1 pon 6alymkuHa MBOperkoro. OH ee Oosucs,
KaK OTHS; OIHAKO, YCIBIIIAB O TAaKOM YXKaCHOM
MIPOUTPHIIIIE, OH BBIMICT U3 CeO0sl, MPUHEC CUETHI,
JloKa3aJ ei, 4YTo B TMONToJa OHU W3JEPKaIH
MONMIIDINOHA, 4To mox [lapmwkem HeT y HUX HU
MIOJIMOCKOBHOM, HM CapaTOBCKOM JEpPEBHHU, U
HAYUCTO OTKa3aJics OT IuiaTexa. balOymika nasa emy
MOIIEYMHY, W JIeTNIa CIaTh OJHA, B 3HAK CBOEH
HEMUJIOCTH.

Ha gpyroil neHp oHa Bejena no3BaTh MyXka,
HaJeACh, YTO JIOMAIlIHEE HAKa3aHWE HaJ[ HHUM
MOAEHCTBOBAJIO, HO HAIIlJa €ro HEMOK0JIEOMMBIM. B
MEpPBBI pa3 B JKW3HM OHA JIONIIA C HUAM JI0
paccyXIeHU U OOBACHCHHWIA, JlymMalia yCOBECTUTh
€ro, CHHUCXOIWTENHHO JOKa3bIBas, YTO AOJT JOITY
pO3b, M HYTO €CTh pa3HHUIA MEXAYy NPUHIEM U
kapeTHukoM. — Kyna! nenymika Oyntosan. Her, na u
tonbko! babymika He 3Hana, 4TO AeNarh.

C Hero OBIT KOPOTKO 3HAKOM YENIOBEK OYCHB
3aMeyaTeIbHbBINI. Ber  ciopmmanu o rpade

‘No, nothing, absolutely nothing!’

‘Well, listen, then. I must tell you that some sixty
years ago my grandmother went to Paris and was
quite the rage there. People would run after her to
catch a glimpse of la Venus moscovite; Richelieu was
at her beck and call, and grandmamma maintains that
he very nearly blew his brains out because of her
cruelty to him. In those days ladies used to play faro.
One evening at the Court she lost a very considerable
sum to the Duke of Orleans. When she got home she
told my grandfather of her loss while removing the
beauty spots from her face and untying her
farthingale, and commanded him to pay her debts.
My grandfather, so far as I remember, acted as a sort
of major-domo to my grandmother. He feared her
like fire; however when he heard of such a frightful
gambling loss he almost went out of his mind,
fetched the bills they owed and pointed out to her
that in six months they had spend half a million
roubles and that in Paris they had neither their
Moscow nor their Saratov estates upon which to
draw, and flatly refused to pay. Grandmamma gave
him a box on the ear and retired to bed without him
as a sign of her displeasure. The following morning
she sent for her husband, hoping that the simple
punishment had had its effect, but she found him as
obdurate as ever. For the first time in her life she
went so far as to reason with him and explain,
thinking to rouse his conscience and arguing with
condescension, that there were debts and debts, and
that a prince was different from a coach-builder. But
it was not a bit of good — grandfather just would not
hear of it. “Once and for all, no!” Grandmamma did
not know what to do. Among her close acquaintances
was a very remarkable man. You have heard of
Count Saint-Germain, about whom so many
marvellous stories are told. You know that he posed
as the Wandering Jew and claimed to have
discovered the elixir of life and the philosopher’s

‘Well, in that case lend an ear:

‘I should tell you that about sixty years ago my
grandmother went to Paris and became all the rage.
People flocked after her for a glimpse of la Venus
moscovite; Richelieu laid siege to her and was on the
point of shooting himself because of her cruelty, or
so grandmother assures me. In those days the ladies
used to play faro. On one occasion at court she lost a
considerable sum to the Duke of Orleans. Back
home, as she was peeling off her beauty-spots and
undoing her hooped petticoat, she informed
grandfather of her losses and instructed him to pay
up. My late grandfather, as I recall, was a sort of
major-domo to his wife. He was mortally afraid of
her; however, when he heard of her appalling losses,
he flew into a rage and fetched the accounts to
demonstrate to her that she had got through
half-a-million in six months, that they had no estates
near Paris as they had at Moscow and Saratov, and
flatly refused to pay. Grandmother slapped his face
and went to bed by herself, as a mark of her
displeasure. Next day she sent for her husband,
trusting that this domestic punishment had proved
effective, but found him immovable. For the first
time in her life she went so far as to argue with him
and explain how matters stood; she thought to shame
him by pointing out condescendingly that there are
debts and debts, and that there was a difference
between a prince and a coach-builder. He was
having none of it. Grandfather had risen in revolt.
No meant no! Grandmother did not know what to
do.

‘She was intimately acquainted with a most
remarkable man. You’ve heard of the Count of
Saint-Germain, the subject of so many weird and
wonderful tales. You know he passed himself off as
the Wandering Jew, the inventor of the elixir of life
and the philosopher’s stone, and so forth. People
used to ridicule him as a charlatan, and Casanova
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Cen-XXepmeHe, O KOTOPOM pAacCKa3blBAIOT Tak
MHOTO 4YylecHOro. BbI 3Haere, YTO OH BBIJABall
cebs 3a BeYyHOro JKWjAa, 3a u3o0peraress
JKU3HEHHOTO JIIMKCUpPa U PUIOCO(CKOTO KaMHS,
npoyast. Haj HUM cMmesinch, Kak HaJl IapiaTaHoM,
a KazanoBa B cBoMX 3amuckax TOBOPUT, YTO OH OBLI
mmnuoH, BrnpoueM Cen-KepMmeH, He CMOTps Ha
CBOI0 TaWHCTBEHHOCTb, MMEJ OYEHb HNOYTECHHYIO
Hapy>XHOCTb, ¥ OBUI B OOIIECTBE YEJIOBEK OYCHb
mro6e3npid. baOymika 10 cux mop aro0uT ero 6e3
NaMsTH, U CEpPOMUTCS, €CIM TOBOPAT 00 HEM ¢
HeyBakeHHeM. babymika 3Hama, yto CeH-)XXepmen
MOr' pacmonararb OonpmuMu AeHbramu. OHa
pemmach K HeMy mnpuOerHyTh. Hammcanma emy
3aIKCKYy, U MPOCHIIa HEMEIJICHHO K Hel puexars.

Crapslii yynak sIBUJICS TOTYAC, M 3acTal B
y)kacHoM Trope. OHa onmcaisa €My CaMbIMH
YepHBIMM KpacKaMu BapBapCTBO MYyXKa, U CKa3aJja
HaKOHEIl, YTO BCIO CBOKO HAJIEXK[y IOJIaraeT Ha ero
JIpYK0y ¥ JTF0O0E3HOCTH.

Cen-XepmeH 3anymancs. —

"Sl Mory BaM YCIyXHTh 3TOH CyMmMMOIO",
CKaszal OH, "HO 3HAl0, YTO BbI HE OyJeTe CIIOKOMHBI,
[IOKa CO MHOIO HE PaCIUIaTUTECh, a 51 OBl HE JKeJall
BBOJUTHh Bac B HOBBIE XJIONMOTHL. EcTh Jpyroe
CPEICTBO: BBl MOXETe OThIrparbes” "Ho,
mo0Oe3HbId Tpad", orBevana 6alymika, "s TOBOPIO
BaM, YTO Yy Hac JieHeT BoBce HeT". — "JleHbIu TyT He
HykHBI", Bo3paszun CeH-)KepmeH: "H3BOIBTE MEHS
BeICTymate". TyT OH OTKPBUI €l TalHy, 32 KOTOPYIO
BCSIKOH M3 Hac JOpOro Obl Jal...

Mortojiple  UTPOKU YIBOWJIM BHHUMAaHUE.
Tomckuit  3akypun  TpyOKy, 3aTsHyJcS, U
MPOJOIKAL:

— B TOT e camplif Bedep Oabyrika sIBUIACH B
Bepcane, au jeu de la Reine. I'epior OpneaHckuii
Meran; Oalylika cierka HW3BHHMJIACh, YTO HeE
IpUBE3ja CBOEr0 JA0Jra, B ONpaBJaHHE CIUIeNa
MAJICHbKYIO HCTOPWIO, M _CTaja IIPOTHB _HEro

stone, and so on. People laughed at him as a
charlatan, and Casanova in his Memoirs says that he
was a spy. Be that as it may, Saint-Germain, in spite
of the mystery that surrounded him, had a most
dignified appearance and was very amiable person in
society. Grandmamma is still to this day quite
devoted to his memory and gets angry if anyone
speaks of him with disrespect. Grandmamma knew
that Saint-Germain had plenty of money at his
disposal. She decided to appeal to him, and wrote a
note asking him to come and see her immediately.
The eccentric old man came at once and found her in
terrible distress. She described in the blackest colours
her husband’s inhumanity, and ended by declaring
that she laid all her hopes on his friendship and
kindness. Saint-Germain pondered. “I could oblige
you with the sum you want,” he said, “but I know
you would not be easy until you had repaid me, and I
should not like to involve you in fresh trouble. There
is another way out — you could win it back.”

“But, my dear count,” answered grandmamma, “I
tell you I have no money at all.”

“That does not matter,” Saint-Germain replied.
“Listen now to what [ am going to tell you.”

‘And he revealed to her a secret which all of us
would give a great deal to know...’

The young gamblers redoubled their attention.
Tomsky lit hi pipe, puffed away for a moment and
continued:

‘That very evening grandmamma appeared at
Versalilles, at the jeu de la reine. The Duke of Orleans
kept his bank. Grandmamma lightly excused herself
for not having brought the money to pay off her debt,
inventing some little story by way of explanation,
and began to play against him. She selected three
cards and played them one after the other: all three
won, and grandmamma retrieved her loss
completely.’

‘Luck!” said one of the party.

says in his memoirs that he was a spy; however that
might be, Saint-Germain, for all his air of mystery,
was outwardly most respectable, and a model of
courtesy for society. Grandmother adores him to this
day and gets cross if anyone speaks slightingly of
him. She knew that Saint-Germain had a large
fortune at his disposal. She resolved to avail herself
of his help and wrote him a not asking him to come
and see her at once. The singular old man turned up
straight away and found her in a dreadful state. She
described her husband’s barbarous behaviour in the
blackest of colours, and concluded by saying that
she was reposing all her hopes on his friendship and
kindness.  Saint-Germain pondered. “I  can
accommodate you as far as the sum of money goes,”
he said, “but I know you would not be at ease until
you had repaid me, and I would not wish to
encumber you with fresh worries. There is another
way — you can win it back.”

¢ “But my dear Count,” grandmother replied,
“I’m telling you, we have no money at all.”

¢ “Money is not necessary in this case,” said
Saint-Germain, “be good enough to hear me out.” It
was at this point that he revealed to her a secret
which any one of us would give a great deal to
possess...’

The young gamesters redoubled their attention.

‘That same evening, grandmother presented
herself at Versailles, au jeu de la Reine. The Duke of
Orleans was holding the bank; grandmother casually
excused for not bringing what she owed, spinning
some little story as cover, and began staking against
him. She selected three cards, betting on them one
after the other: all three won and grandmother
recouped every bit of her losses.’

‘Pure luck!”

A tall story,” remarked Hermann.

‘The cards might have been marked,” pursued a
third.
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moHTHpoBaTh. OHA BEIOpana TPH KapThl, IOCTABUIIA
UX OJHY 3a JIPYyTOI0: BCE TPU BBIUTPAIH €l COHUKA,
1 0alymIKa OTHIIPaIach COBEPIICHHO.

— Ciyyaii! — cka3an OMH U3 TOCTEH.

— Ckazka! — 3amerun ['epmanH.

— MoxeT crarbcsi, MOPOIIKOBBIE KapThI? —
MTOJIXBATHIT TPETHIA.

— He nymato, — orBeuas BaxxHO TOMCKUI.

— Kak! — ckazan HapymoB: — y Te0s ecTh
0alymrka, KOTOpast yrajablBaeT TPU KapThl CPsIY, a
THI IO CHX TTOp HE TIEPECHSUT y HEH ee KaOaTUCTHKHU?

— Jla, gopra ¢ nBa! — orBeuan ToMmckuii: — y
Hell OBUIO YeTBEPO CBHIHOBEH, B TOM YHCIC U MOW
OTeIl: BCE YEThIPE OTYASTHHBIE UTPOKH, M HA OJTHOMY
HE OTKpbUIAa OHA CBOEH TaWHBI, XOTh 3TO OBLIO OBI
HE XyIO I HUX, U Jaxe misi meHs. Ho BOT 4to
MHE paccka3biBan Jsifs, rpad Vean Uneuy, u B uem
OH MeHsl yBepsa udecThlo. [TokoiHblid Yanmuukui,
TOT CaMbld, KOTOpBIM yME€p B HHUUIETE, NPOMOTAaB
MUJUIMOHBI, OAHA&XKIbI B  MOJOIOCTH  CBOECH
Mpourpajl — NOMHUTCs 3opuuy, — OKOIO Tpex coT
Teicsd. OH ObUT B oTyasHuu. baOyiika, kotopas
Bceraa ObUTa CTPOra K MAJOCTSIM MOJIOBIX JHONEH,
Kak-To ckanmunack Haj Yarmnkum. OHa gana eMmy
TPH KapThl, C TEM, YTOOBI OH IMOCTaBWJI MX OJHY 3a
JIPyTOI0, U B3sJ1a C HETO YECTHOE CJIOBO BIIPEIb yXKe
HUKOTJAa HE Wrparh. Yarumikuil sSBHICS K CBOEMY
MOOCTUTENI0: OHM CEMW Wrparh. YaruTuIKmid
MMOCTAaBUJI Ha TIEPBYIO KApPTy ISITHACCAT THICAY, U
BBIUTpAJl COHHUKA; 3arHya Mapojid, Mapoiu-me, —
OTBITPAJICS, H OCTAJICSA €IIIe B BHIMTPHIIIIE. ..

OpHako, Topa crmaTh: yXe 0e3 4eTBepTH
IIECTb.

B camom perne, yxke paccBeTano: MOJNOIbIe

JIIONTY TOTIFUTA CBOW PIOMKH, ¥ Pa3bEXaJHCh.

‘A fairy tale!” remarked Hermann.

‘Marked cards, perhaps,” put in a third.

‘I don’t think so,” replied Tomsky impressively.

‘What!” said Narumov. ‘You have a grandmother
who knows how to hit upon three lucky cards in
succession, and you haven’t learnt her secret yet?’

‘That’s the deuce of it!” Tomsky replied. ‘She
had four sons, one of whom was my father; all four
were desperate gamblers, and she did not reveal her
secret to a single of them, though it would not have
been a bad thing for them, or for me either. But listen
to what my uncle, Count Ivan Ilyich, used to say,
assuring me on his word If honour that it was true.
Tchaplitsky — you now him, he died a pauper after
squandering millions — as a young man once lost
three hundred thousand roubles, to Zorich, if I
remember rightly. He was in despair. Grandmamma
was always very severe on the follies of young men,
but somehow she took pity on Tchaplitsky. She gave
him three cards, which he was to play one after the
other, at the same time extracting from him a promise
that he would never afterwards touch a card so long
as he lived. Tchaplitsky staked fifty thousand on his
first card and won; doubled his stake and won; did
the same again, won back his loss and ended up in
pocket...

‘But, I say, it’s time to go to bed: it’s a quarter to
six already.’

And indeed dawn was breaking. The young men
emptied their glasses and went home.

‘I don’t think so,” Tomsky responded gravely.

‘What do you mean?’ said Narumov. ‘You have
a grandmother who can predict three cards in
sequence, and you haven’t learned the magic
formula from her?’

‘Not much chance of that!” Tomsky replied.
‘She had four sons, including my father, all four
were desperate gamblers and she hadn’t told one of
them her secret, though it would have been very
much to their advantage, not to mention mine. But
this is what my uncle, Count Ivan Ilyich, told me, on
his word of honour. As a young man, the late
Chaplitsky, the one who died penniless after getting
through millions, once lost — to Zorich, I think it was
— around three hundred thousand. He was in despair.
Grandmother always disapproved of youthful
frolics, but took pity on Chaplitsky for some reason.
She gave him three cards to bet on in succession,
and made him give his word of honour never to play
again. Chapitsky went back to his conqueror; they
sat down to play. Chaplitsky bet fifty thousand on
the first card and won straight off; doubled the
stakes, redoubled — and recouped his losses and a bit
besides...’

‘Still, time for bed: it’s quarter to six already.’

And indeed, day was already dawning. The
young men drained their glasses and dispersed.
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