M.A. Byneaxos

MACTEP 1 MAPTAPUTA.
HEXOPOIIAS KBAPTHUPA (1, 7)

Eciu Ob1 B ciienytomee yrpo Cremne JluxomeeBy
ckazamu ObI Tak: «Crena! Tebs paccTpemnstoT, eciau Th
CHUI0 MUHYTY HE BcTaHemb!» — CTema OTBETWII OBI
TOMHBIM, YyTh CIBIIIHBIM TonocoM: «PaccTtpenuBaiite,
JIeIaliTe CO MHOIO, YTO XOTHUTE, HO sl HE BCTaHY».

He 10 9TO BCTarh, — eMy Ka3aJloCh, YTO OH HE
MOXKET OTKPBITh Va3, IOTOMY YTO, ECIIH OH TOJBKO 3TO
CIeNaeT, CBEPKHET MOJHHUS M TOJNIOBY €ro TYT e
pazHeceT Ha Kycku. B 3Toil rosoBe rynmen TsDKEJbIid
KOJIOKOJI, MEXAY IJIA3HBIMH SOJIOKaMH H 3aKPBITBIMU
BEKaMH  NPOIUIBIBAIIM  KOPUYHEBHIC  MATHA  C
OTHEHHO-3€JICHBIM O00O/IKOM, M B JIOBEpIIICHHE BCETO
TOIITHWIIO, TIPAYEM Ka3aJI0Ch, YTO TOIIHOTA 3Ta CBSI3aHA
CO 3ByKaMH KaKOTO-TO HA30MIMBOTO MaTedoHa.

Crena crapancs  4YTO-TO  NPHUIOMHHUTB, HO
MIPUITIOMHUHAJIOCH TOJBKO OJHO — YTO, KAXKETCs, BUepa U
HEM3BECTHO TJIe OH CTOsT ¢ caneTKoil B pyke U
MBITAJICS TOIIEJIOBAaTh KAKYIO-TO Jamy, IpudeM ooeran
ell, 94To Ha JIpyroil JeHb, U POBHO B MOJJICHB, MMPUJIET K
Hel B roctu. Jlama oT 3TOro oTka3biBajiach, rOBOPS:
«Her, net, mens He Oyner momal» — a Crena yrnopHo
HACTaWBall HA CBOEM: «A s BOT BO3bMY Jia ¥ IPUAY !»

Ho xakas 310 ObUTa gama, HA KOTOPBIA ceidac Jac,
HU Kakoe 4YHWcio, HU Kakoro wecsma — Crema
pEIIUTENbHO HE 3HAl W, YTO XyXX€ BCEro, HE MOT
MOHATH, TAe OH HaxomuTcs. OH mocTapancs BBISICHUTH
XOTsI_ OBl MOCIETHEee U JUISI 3TOTO PasIenrl CIUIIIAECS

M. Bulgakov

THE MASTER AND MARGARITA
THE HAUNTED FLAT (1,7)

Ilepesoo M. Iennu

If next day someone had said to Stepa Likhodeyev
'Stepa! If you don't get up this minute you're going to
be shot,’ he would have replied in a faint, languid
voice: 'All right, shoot me. Do what you like to me,
but I'm not getting up!'

The worst of it was that he could not open his
eyes, because when he did so there would be a flash of
lightning and his head would shiver to fragments. A
great bell was tolling in his head, brown spots with
livid green edges were swimming around somewhere
between his eyeballs and his closed lids. To cap it all
he felt sick and the nausea was somehow connected
with the sound of a gramophone.

Stepa tried to remember what had happened, but
could only recall one thing — yesterday, somewhere.
God knows where, he had been holding a table napkin
and trying to kiss a woman, promising her that he
would come and visit her tomorrow at the stroke of
noon. She had refused, saying 'No, no, I won’t be at
home,” but Stepa had insisted 'I don’t care — I’ll come
anyway!'

Stepa had now completely forgotten who that
woman had been, what the time was, what day of what
month it was, and worst of all he had no idea where he
was. In an effort to find out, he unstuck his
gummed-up left eyelid. Something glimmered in the
semi-darkness.

M. Bulgakov

THE MASTER AND MARGARITA.
A NAUGHTY APARTMENT (1, 7)

Ilepesoo P. [Tusepa u JI. Bonoxonckou

If Styopa Likhodeev had been told the next
morning: 'Styopa! You'll be shot if you don’t get up
this minute!' — Styopa would have replied in a languid,
barely audible voice: 'Shoot me, do what you like
with me, [ won't get up.'

Not only not to get up, it seemed to him that he
could not open his eyes, because if he were to do so,
there would be a flash of lightning, and his head
would at once be blown to pieces. A heavy bell was
booming in that head, brown spots rimmed with fiery
green floated between his eyeballs and his closed
eyelids, and to crown it all he was nauseous, this
nausea, as it seemed to him, being connected with the
sounds of some importunate gramophone.

Styopa tried to recall something, but only one thing
would get recalled — that yesterday, apparently, and in
some unknown place, he had stood with a napkin in
his hand and tried to kiss some lady, promising her
that the next day, and exactly at noon, he would come
to visit her. The lady had declined, saying: 'No, no, I
won't be home!', but Styopa had stubbornly insisted:
'And I'll just up and come anyway!'

Who the lady was, and what time it was now, what
day, of what month, Styopa decidedly did not know,
and, worst of all, he could not figure out where he
was. He attempted to learn this last at least, and to that
end unstuck the stuck-together lids of his left eye.




BEKM JIEBOI'O MiIa3a. B mOIyTbME dYTO-TO TYCKIIO
OTCBEUYMBAJIO.

Crena HakoHel y3Hal TPIOMO M IOHAJN, YTO OH
JSKAT HAB3HWYb y cebsd Ha KpoBaTh, TO €CTh Ha
OBIBILICH IOBENMPLIMHON KPOBATH, B cnanbHe. TyT emy
TaK yoapwio B FOJOBY, YTO OH 3aKpbUI IN1a3 M 3aCTOHAJ.

O6mwscanmest: Cremna JluxoneeB, TUPEKTOp Tearpa
Bapwere, ounyncs yTpoM y cebs B TO caMoi
KBapTHpE, KOTOPYIO OH 3aHUMAJI MIOTI0JIaM C MTOKOWHBIM
bepnro3oM, B OOIBIIOM IIECTUITAKHOM JIOME, TOKOEM
pacnionoxxeHHoM Ha CaJloBOH ynuIle.

Hano ckazare, uto xBaptupa 3ta — N 50 — naBHO
y’K€ TOJIb30Bajach €CIM HE IUIOXOH, TO, BO BCSKOM
ciydae, cTpaHHoOM pemyrtauueil. Emie aBa roga tomy
Hazaja Blagenuuei ee Oblla BIOBa IOBEMUpa [Ie
dyxepe. AHHa O®paHueBHa e dyxepe,
IATUACCATUIECTHAA TIOYTEHHAsI U OYEHB JIENIOBasl ama,
TP KOMHAThl W3 TSATH CJAaBaja XWIbLAM: OJIHOMY,
damunama kotoporo Oblma, Kaxercs, bemomyt, u
JIPyTOMY — C yTpadeHHO! (haMuinei.

W BoT nBa roma ToMy Ha3ajJ HayaluCh B KBapTHpE
HEOOBSICHUMBIE TIPOUCIIECTBHS: W3 STOH KBapTHPHI
JIOOM Hadanu OeccleqHO Hcue3arhb. OpHaxnasl B
BBIXOAHON JIEHb SBWJICS B KBapTHPYy MHIIHITUOHED,
BbI3BaJl B TMEPENHIOI0 BTOPOTO >KWIbIA ((haMHIIHS
KOTOPOTO yTpaTWyiach) M CKa3aJs, YTO TOTO MPOCST Ha
MUHYTKY 3aUTH B OTAEICHHE MUJIMIHA B YEM-TO
pacnucarbest. JKunen npukazan AHuce, npegaHHON 1
JaBHEH momamiHed paboTHuile AHHBI DpaHIEBHEI,
CKa3aTh, B Cly4ae €clii eMy OyIyT 3BOHHUTb, YTO OH
BEpHETCA Yepe3 AECiITh MHHYT, M YIIed BMECTe C
KOPPEKTHBIM MUJIMIUOHEPOM B OenbIx mepyarkax. Ho
HE BEpHYJICA OH HE TOJNBKO Yepe3 JEeCsATh MHUHYT, a
BOOOIIIE HUKOTAA HE BEpPHYJICS. YIUBUTEIbHEE BCETO
TO, 4YTO, OYEBUAHO, C HHUM BMECTe€ HCYe3 W
MUJIMLIOHED.

At last Stepa recognised it as a mirror. He was
lying cross-wise on the bed in his own bedroom. Then
something hit him on the head and he closed his eyes
and groaned.

Stepa Likhodeyev, manager of the Variety Theatre,
had woken up that morning in the flat that he shared
with Berlioz in a big six-storey block of flats on
Sadovaya Street.

This flat — No. 50 — had a strange reputation. Two
years before, it had been owned by the widow of a
jeweller called de Fougere, Anna Frantzevna, a
respectable and very business-like lady of fifty, who
let three of her five rooms to lodgers. One of them
was, it seems, called Belomut; the other's name has
been lost.

Two years ago odd things began happening in that
apartment — people started to vanish from it without
trace. One Monday afternoon a policeman called,
invited the second lodger (the one whose name is no
longer known) into the hall and asked him to come
along to the police station for a minute or two to sign a
document. The lodger told Anfisa, Anna Frantzevna's
devoted servant of many years, to say that if anybody
rang him up he would be back in ten minutes. He then
went out accompanied by the courteous policeman in
white gloves. But he not only failed to come back in
ten minutes; he never came back at all. Odder still, the
policeman appeared to have vanished with him.

Anfisa, a devout and frankly rather a superstitious
woman, informed the distraught Anna Frantsevna that
it was witchcraft, that she knew perfectly well who had
enticed away the lodger and the policeman, only she
dared not pronounce the name at night-time.

Witchcraft once started, as we all know, is
virtually — unstoppable. The anonymous lodger
disappeared, you will remember, on a Monday; the

Something gleamed dully in the semi-darkness.
Styopa finally recognized the pier-glass and realized
that he was lying on his back in his own bed — that is,
the jeweller's wife's former bed — in the bedroom.
Here he felt such a throbbing in his head that he
closed his eyes and moaned.

Let us explain: Styopa Likhodeev, director of the
Variety Theatre, had come to his senses that morning
at home, in the very apartment which he shared with
the late Berlioz, in a big, six-storeyed, U-shaped
building on Sadovaya Street.

It must be said that this apartment — no.50 — had
long had, if not a bad, at least a strange reputation.
Two years ago it had still belonged to the widow of
the jeweller de Fougeray. Anna Frantsevna de
Fougeray, a respectable and very practical
fifty-year-old woman, let out three of the five rooms
to lodgers: one whose last name was apparently
Belomut, and another with a lost last name.

And then two years ago inexplicable events began
to occur in this apartment: people began to disappear
from this apartment without a trace.

Once, on a day off, a policeman came to the
apartment, called the second lodger (the one whose
last name got lost) out to the front hall, and said he
was invited to come to the police station for a minute
to put his signature to something. The lodger told
Anfisa, Anna Frantsevna's long-time and devoted
housekeeper, to say, in case he received any telephone
calls, that he would be back in ten minutes, and left
together with the proper, white-gloved policeman. He
not only did not come back in ten minutes, but never
came back at all. The most surprising thing was that
the policeman evidently vanished along with him.

The pious, or, to speak more frankly, superstitious
Anfisa declared outright to the very upset Anna




HaboxHasa, a OTKpoBEeHHee CKazaThb — CyeBEpHasd,
AHdpuca Tak HampsIMHK W 3asgBWJa  OYEHb
pacctpoeHHOM AHHe DpaHIeBHE, YTO 3TO KOJJIOBCTBO
M YTO OHA MPEKPACHO 3HAET, KTO YTAIlWI U KUIbLIA U
MUJIMLIMOHEPA, TONBKO K HOYM HE X0oueT roBoputh. Hy,
a KOJIZIOBCTBY, KaK M3BECTHO, CTOMT TOJIBKO HA4aThCs, a
TaM yX €ro HMY4eM HE OCTaHOBHIIb. BTopo#l xuien
ucue3, TOMHHUTCS, B TIOHEJENbHUK, a B Cpely Kak
CKBO3b 3eMIIIO ITpoBanuics benmoMyt, HO, TpaBaa, MpH
Jpyrux 0OCTOATENbCTBAX. YTPOM 3a HUM 3aexaia, Kak
00BIYHO, MaIllMHA, YTOOBI OTBE3TH €r0 Ha CIYXO0y, H
OTBe3J1a, HO HA3aJ HUKOTO He MpHBe3Jia U cama OoJble
HE BEPHYNACh.

Tope m yxac magam benoMyT He mnomaroTcs
omucanuto. Ho, yBe, W TO W gpyroe ObUIO
HENPOIOKUTENBHO. B Ty k€ HOUYb, BEpHYBIUHCH C
Anducoit ¢ maum, Ha KoTopylo AHHa @DpaHIeBHA
MoYeMy-TO CIEIIHO I0oexajla, OHa He 3acTajia Yyxke
rpaxnaadikun benomyt B kBaptupe. Ho storo mamo:
IBepU O0EHX KOMHAT, KOTOpbIC 3aHUMAIU CYIIPYTH
BbenomyT, okazanuce 3aneyaTaHHbIMU.

JBa nHa mpomnu koe-xkak. Ha Tperuii xe neHb
CTpajaBLIasg Bce 3TO Bpems OeccoHHHUEH AHHa
O®paHIieBHA OMATH-TAKM CIEIIHO yexaja Ha JJady...
Hy>HO 7111 rOBOpUTH, YTO OHA HE BEPHYJACh!

OcraBmiascs onHa AHQuca, HalIaKaBIIMCh BBOJIIO,
JIeTa crhaTth BO BTOPOM dYacy Houd. Uto ¢ Hel ObLIo
Jlanplle, HEW3BECTHO, HO PAacCKa3bIBaJM >KUIIBIIBI
JpyTHX KBapTHp, uyTo Oynro Obl B N 50-M BCrO HOUYB
CIBIIIANINCH KaKHe-TO CTYKH W Oynro OBl 1O yTpa B
OKHax  TIOpejl  IEKTPUYECKHM  CBeT.  YTpoM
BBISICHIJIOCH, YTO 1 AH(UCHI HET!

OO0 ucue3HyBIIUX U O MIPOKJIATON KBApTHPE 0IT0 B
JIOME pacCKa3blBAIM BCSKWE JETEHIbI, BpOIE TOTO,
HampuMep, 4To 3Ta cyxas U HaOoxHas AHduca OyaTo
Obl_HOCHMJIA HAa CBOCH MCCOXIIEH Ipyad B 3aMIIEBOM

following Wednesday Belomut, too, vanished from the
face of the earth, although admittedly in different
circumstances. He was fetched as usual in the morning
by the car which took him to work, but it never
brought him back and never called again.

Words cannot describe the pain and distress which
this caused to madame Belomut, but alas for her, she
was not fated to endure even this unhappy state for
long. On returning from her dacha that evening,
whither she had hastily gone with Anfisa, Anna
Frantzevna found no trace of madame Belomut in the
flat and what was more, the doors of both rooms
occupied by the Belomuts had been sealed.

Two days of uncertainty and insomnia passed for
Anna Frantzevna; on the third day she made another
hasty visit to her dacha from whence, it need hardly be
said, she never returned.

Anfisa, left alone, cried her eyes out and finally
went to bed at two-o'clock in the morning. Nobody
knows what happened to her after that, but tenants of
the neighbouring flat described having heard knocking
coming from No. 50 and having seen lights burning in
the windows all night. By morning Anfisa too was
gone.

Legends of all kinds about the mysterious flat and
its vanishing lodgers circulated in the building for
some time. According to one of them the devout and
spinstery Anfisa used to carry twenty-five large
diamonds, belonging to Anna Frantzevna, in a
chamois-leather bag between her withered breasts. It
was said, too, that among other things a priceless
treasure consisting of those same diamonds and a
hoard of tsarist gold coins were somehow found in the
coal-shed behind Anna Frantzevna’s dacha. Lacking
proof, of course, we shall never know how true these
rumours were.

Frantsevna that it was sorcery and that she knew
perfectly well who had stolen both the lodger and the
policeman, only she did not wish to talk about it
towards night-time.

Well, but with sorcery, as everyone knows, once it
starts, there's no stopping it. The second lodger is
remembered to have disappeared on a Monday, and
that Wednesday Belomut seemed to drop from sight,
though, true, under different circumstances. In the
morning a car came, as usual, to take him to work, and
it did take him to work, but it did not bring anyone
back or come again itself.

Madame Belomut's grief and horror defied
description. But, alas, neither the one nor the other
continued for long. That same night, on returning with
Anfisa from her dacha, which Anna Frantsevna had
hurried off to for some reason, she did not find the
wife of citizen Belomut in the apartment. And not
only that: the doors of the two rooms occupied by the
Belomut couple turned out to be sealed.

Two days passed somehow. On the third day, Anna
Frantsevna, who had suffered all the while from
insomnia, again left hurriedly for her dacha...
Needless to say, she never came back!

Left alone, Anfisa, having wept her fill, went to
sleep past one o'clock in the morning. What happened
to her after that is not known, but lodgers in other
apartments told of hearing some sort of knocking all
night in no.50 and of seeing electric light burning in
the windows till morning.

In the morning it turned out that there was also no
Anfisa!

For a long time all sorts of legends were repeated in
the house about these disappearances and about the
accursed apartment, such as, for instance, 'that this dry
and pious little Anfisa had supposedly carried on her




MEIIOYKe JBajlaTh MATh KPYHHBIX OpHUIUINAHTOB,
npuHaiexamux Anne @panuesne. Uto Oyaro Obl B
JIPOBSIHOM capae Ha TOM camMod Jauye, KyAa CIIELIHO
esauna Auna ®OpaHiieBHa, 00HAPYKHIUCh caMUu cO00M
Kakhe-TO HECMETHBIE COKpPOBMIIA B BHJE TEX XK€
OpWUIMAHTOB, a TAaKKe 30JI0TBIX JEHer LapCKOr
yekaHku... M mpouee B 3TOoM ke pome. Hy, dero ne
3HaeM, 3a TO He pydaeMcsl.

Kak ©b1 TO HM OBUTO, KBapTHpa MPOCTOSUIA ITYCTOU U
3aleyaTaHHOM TOJBKO HENENIo, a 3areM B Hee
BCEJIMWIUCh — MOKOMHBIA bepnnos ¢ cynpyroil u 3Tot
campii Crema Toxe c¢ cymnpyrod. CoBeplieHHO
€CTECTBEHHO, 4YTO, KakK TOJBKO OHM IIONalnd B
OKasHHYIO KBapTHUPY, U y HUX HAYaJIOCh YepT 3HAET
4T0. FIMEHHO, B TeueHHe OHOTO MecsIa Mponaiu ode
cynpyru. Ho »tu He Oeccnenno. Ilpo cympyry
bepnmosa pacckaseiBam, 9To Oynro OB €€ BHAETH B
XapbkoBe € KakMM-TO OajeTMmeicTepoM, a Cympyra
Cremnbl siK00b1 0OOHapyxmiack Ha boxkenomke, e, Kak
Oostanu, nupexktop Bapbere, wncnons3ys CBOHU
OecuHcIIeHHbIE 3HAKOMCTBA, YXHTPHICS JOOBITH €M
KOMHATY, HO C OJIHHUM YCIIOBHEM, YTOOBI IyXy €€ He
onu10 Ha CatoBOH ynuIe. ..

Hrak, Crema 3acronHan. OH XoTell 1103BaTh
nompabotHuny IpyHio u morpeboBath y Hee
MUPaMHIOHY, HO BCE-TaKU CyMeN COO0pa3uTh, YTO 3TO
DIYNOCTH... YTO HMKAaKoro MNUpaMHAOHY Yy IpyHH,
KOHE4YHO, HeTy. IlpTanca mo3BaTh Ha IIOMOIIb
bepnmuosza, nBaxael mpoctoHan: "Mwuma... Muma...",
HO, KaKk caMH IIOHMMaeTe, OTBeTa He nomyduwi. B
KBapTHpPE CTOSJIA MMOJTHEHIIast THIINHA.

[NomesenuB manpuamu Hor, CTema gorajaics, 9To
JISKUT B HOCKAX, TPSACYIIEHCS PyKOIO IIPOBEI 110 Oeapy,
YTOOBl ONpEAENUTh, B OpIOKaX OH WM HET, U He
OTIpeeIHIL.

However, the flat only remained empty for a week
before Berlioz and his wife and Stepa and his wife
moved into it. Naturally as soon as they took
possession of the haunted flat the oddest things started
happening to them too. Within a single month both
wives had disappeared, although not without trace.

Rumour had it that Berlioz's wife had been seen in
Kharkov with a ballet-master, whilst Stepa's wife had
apparently found her way to an orphanage where, the
story went, the manager of the Variety had used his
connections to get her a room on condition that she
never showed her face in Sadovaya Street again. . . .

So Stepa groaned. He wanted to call his maid,
Grunya, and ask her for an aspirin but he was
conscious enough to realise that it would be useless
because Grunya most probably had no aspirin. He tried
to call for Berlioz's help and twice moaned 'Misha . . .
Misha . . .", but as you will have guessed, there was no
reply. There was complete silence in the flat.

Wriggling his toes, Stepa deduced that he was
lying in his socks. He ran a trembling hand down his
hip to test whether he had his trousers on or not and
found that he had not.

At last, realising that he was alone and abandoned,
that there was nobody to help him, he decided to get
up, whatever superhuman effort it might cost him.

Stepa prised open his eyelids and saw himself
reflected in the long mirror in the shape of a man
whose hair stuck out in all directions, with a pufty,
stubble-grown face, with watery eyes and wearing a
dirty shirt, a collar, tie, underpants and socks.

As he looked at himself in the mirror, he also
noticed standing beside it a strange man dressed in a
black suit and a black beret.

Stepa sat up on the bed and did his best to focus
his bloodshot eyes on the stranger. The silence was

dried-up breast, in a suede bag, twenty-five big
diamonds belonging to Anna Frantsevna. That in the
woodshed of that very dacha to which Anna
Frantsevna had gone so hurriedly, there supposedly
turned up, of themselves, some inestimable treasures
in the form of those same diamonds, plus some gold
coins of tsarist minting... And so on, in the same vein.
Well, what we don't know, we can't vouch for.

However it may have been, the apartment stood
empty and sealed for only a week. Then the late
Berlioz moved in with his wife, and this same Styopa,
also with his wife. It was perfectly natural that, as
soon as they got into the malignant apartment, devil
knows what started happening with them as well!
Namely, within the space of a month both wives
vanished. But these two not without a trace. Of
Berlioz's wife it was told that she had supposedly been
seen in Kharkov with some ballet-master, while
Styopa's wife allegedly turned up on Bozhedomka
Street, where wagging tongues said the director of the
Variety, using his innumerable acquaintances, had
contrived to get her a room, but on the one condition
that she never show her face on Sadovaya...

And so, Styopa moaned. He wanted to call the
housekeeper Grunya and ask her for aspirin, but was
still able to realize that it was foolish, and that
Grunya, of course, had no aspirin. He tried to call
Berlioz for help, groaned twice: 'Misha... Misha...",
but, as you will understand, received no reply. The
apartment was perfectly silent.

Moving his toes, Styopa realized that he was lying
there in his socks, passed his trembling hand down his
hip to determine whether he had his trousers on or not,
but failed. Finally, seeing that he was abandoned and
alone, and there was no one to help him, he decided to
get up, however inhuman the effort it cost him.




Hakonern, Bujs, 4TO OH OpOLICH U OJUHOK, 4TO
HEKOMY €My IIOMOYb, DPEUIMJI TOAHATHCS, KaKuX OBl
HEUYEeIOBEYECKHUX YCHIINN 3TO HA CTOMIIO.

Crema pa3zjenmi CKICCHHBIC BEKH M YBHJIEN, YTO
OTpa)kaeTcsl B TPIOMO B BUJIC UETOBEKA C TOPYAIIUMHU B
pasHbIe CTOPOHBI BOJIOCAMH, C OIyXIIEH, MOKPHITOIO
YepHOU TIETHHOI (PU3NOHOMHUEH, C 3allIBIBIINMHU
a3aMu, B TPSI3HOM COpPOYKE C BOPOTHUKOM U
TaJICTYKOM, B KaJIbCOHAX U B HOCKaX.

Takum oH yBumen cebs B TPIOMO, a PAIOM C
3epKaJioM YBHJIEN HEU3BECTHOTO YEJIOBEKA, OJECTOTO B
YepHOE U B YSPHOM Oepere.

Crena ce Ha KpOBaTh M CKOJIBKO MOT BBHITAPAIINIT
HaJUTHIC KPOBBIO IV1a3a HA HEM3BECTHOTO.

Monyanue HapylmImwi  3TOT  HEU3BECTHBHIMN,
MPOU3HECS HU3KHM, TSOKEIBIM TOIOCOM H €
WHOCTPAHHBIM aKI[EHTOM CJIEIYIOIINE CIIOBA:

— JoOpeiii  nmewsb, cumnaruyHedmmii  CrenaH
bornanosuy!

[Ipousomna mnaysa, mociie KOTOpPOM, CHOENaB Hal
coboit cTpamHeiiee ycuinne, CTemna BHITOBOPIIT:

— Uro BaMm yrogHo? — M caM MOpasuics, HE Y3HaB
cBoero ronoca. CJI0BO «4TO» OH MPOU3HEC AUCKAHTOM,
«Bam» — 6acoMm, a «yroHO» Y HETO COBCEM HE BBIILIO.

Hesnakomelr JpyXearoOHO YCMEXHYJCS, BBIHYI
0oJBIIIE 30JI0THIE YAChl C aIMa3HBIM TPEYTOJEHUKOM
Ha KPBIIIKe, TTO3BOHWI OJUHHAIIATE Pa3 U CKazal:

— OmunHaamate! U poBHO Yac, Kak S JOKUIAAIOCh
BaIriero nmpoOyxaeHus, 10O BbI HA3HAYMIIA MHE OBITh Y
Bac B fecATh. Bot u 1!

Crema Hamynanx Ha CTyJ€ PSAIOM C KPOBATHIO
OpIOKH, IIETHYI:

— H3BuHUTE... — HAZeN UX U XPUIUIO CHPOCHI: —

Ckaxure, ToXKamyicra, Banry GpamMmimro?

broken by the unknown visitor, who said gravely, in a
low voice with a foreign accent:

'Good morning, my dear Stepan Bogdanovich!'

There was a pause. Pulling himself together with
fearful effort Stepa said:

‘What do you want?' He did not recognise his
own voice. He had spoken the word 'what' in a treble,
'do you' in a bass and 'want' had simply not emerged at
all.

The stranger gave an amiable smile, pulled out a
large gold watch with a diamond triangle on the cover,
listened to it strike eleven times and said:

'Eleven. 1 have been waiting exactly an hour for
you to wake up. You gave me an appointment to see
you at your flat at ten so here [ am!"'

Stepa fumbled for his trousers on the chair beside
his bed and whispered:

'Excuse me. . . .' He put on his trousers and asked
hoarsely:

'Please tell me — who are you? '

He found talking difficult, as with every word
someone stuck a needle into his brain, causing him
infernal agony.

'What! Have you forgotten my name too?‘ The
stranger smiled.

'‘Sorry . . ." said Stepa huskily. He could feel his
hangover developing a new symptom: the floor beside
his bed seemed to be on the move and any moment
now he was liable to take a dive head first down into
hell.

'My dear Stepan Bogdanovich,' said the visitor
with a shrewd smile. 'Aspirin will do you no good.
Follow a wise old rule — the hair of the dog. The only
thing that will bring you back to life is two measures
of vodka with something sharp and peppery to eat.'

Styopa unstuck his glued eyelids and saw himself
reflected in the pier-glass as a man with hair sticking
out in all directions, with a bloated physiognomy
covered with black stubble, with puffy eyes, a dirty
shirt, collar and necktie, in drawers and socks.

So he saw himself in the pier-glass, and next to the
mirror he saw an unknown man, dressed in black and
wearing a black beret.

Styopa sat up in bed and goggled his bloodshot eyes
as well as he could at the unknown man. The silence
was broken by this unknown man, who said in a low,
heavy voice, and with a foreign accent, the following
words:

'Good morning,
Bogdanovich!'

There was a pause, after which, making a most
terrible strain on himself, Styopa uttered:

"What can I do for you?' — and was amazed, not
recognizing his own voice. He spoke the word 'what'
in a treble, 'can I' in a bass, and his 'do for you' did not
come off at all.

The stranger smiled amicably, took out a big gold
watch with a diamond triangle on the lid, rang eleven
times, and said:

'Eleven. And for exactly an hour I've been waiting
for you to wake up, since you made an appointment
for me to come to your place at ten. Here am!'

Styopa felt for his trousers on the chair beside his
bed, whispered:

'Excuse me...", put them on, and asked hoarsely:
'Tell me your name, please?'

He had difficulty speaking. At each word, someone
stuck a needle into his brain, causing infernal pain.

'What! You've forgotten my name, too?' Here the
unknown man smiled.

my most sympathetic Stepan




ToBopute emy Obuio Tpyano. [Ipu kaxkaom ciose
KTO-TO BTBIKaJl €My MIOJIKY B MO3I, IPHUYHHSAS aJCKYIO
00J1b.

— Kak? Bel u damunuio Mo 3a0bud? — TYT
HEM3BECTHBIN YIBIOHYICS.

— IIpocrute... — npoxpunen Crema, 4yBCTBYS, YTO
MOXMENbE JIAPUT €ro HOBBIM CHMIITOMOM: €My
MOKa3aJI0Ch, YTO TOJ BO3JIe KPOBATH yIIEN KyAa-TO U
YTO CHI0O MHHYTYy OH TOJOBOH BHM3 MOJETUT K
YepPTOBOI MaTepy B MPEUCTIONHION0.

— JHoporoit Crenman bormanoBud, — 3aroBOpPHII
MOCETUTENb, MPOHHULATEIBHO YIBIOAsCh, — HUKAKOH
MUpaMUZOH BaM He mnoMoxeT. Cremyiite crapomy
MYIpPOMY TMpaBUITy, — JIEUYUTh IMONOOHOE IMOJOOHBIM.
EnuHCTBEHHO, YTO BEpHET Bac K JKWU3HHU, 3TO JBE
CTOTIKU BOJKU C OCTPOM U TOpsUYEH 3aKyCKOM.

Crema OBII XUTPHIM YEIOBEKOM H, KaK HU OBLI
OoJsieH, cooOpa3mil, YTO pa3 yXK €ro 3acTalil B TaKOM
BUJIE, HY’)KHO IIPU3HABATHCS BO BCEM.

— OTKpPOBEHHO CKa3aTbh... — Ha4dall OH, €Je Bopoyas
SI3BIKOM, — BUEpa 51 HEMHOXKO...

— Hu cnoBa Gonbiie! — 0TBETHI BU3HUTED U OTHEXAI
C KpPECIIOM B CTOPOHY.

Crena, Tapama 1ia3a, yBUAEN, 9TO Ha MaJIEHBKOM
CTOJIMKE CEpPBHPOBaH TMOAHOC, HAa KOEM HMeEeTCs
Hape3aHHbBIN Oelblii XJ1ed, MmarocHas WKpa B Ba30UKe,
Oeble MapHHOBAaHHBIE TPHOBI HA TapeiodKe, YTO-TO B
KaCTpIOJIbKE M, HAaKOHEl, BOJKa B OOBEMHUCTOM
IOBENUPIIMHOM rpaduHyuke. OCOOEHHO MOpa3uiIo
Creny 10, 9To TpaduH 3amoTen oT xonona. Brnpouem,
9T0  OBLIO MOHATHO — OH [OMeIIaics B
MOJIOCKaTeNbHUIle, HAOUTOH JbIOM. HakpeiTo, ciioBOM,
OBLIIO YKCTO, YMEIIO.

Hesnakomerr ©He panm CrenmuHOMY HW3YMIICHHUIO
pa3BUTbCSA A0 CTENEeHHW OOJIE3HEHHOM M JIOBKO HaJWII
€MY ITOJICTONKU BOJIKH.

Il though Stepa was he had enough sense to
realise that since he had been found in this state he had
better tell all.

'Frankly . . ." he began, scarcely able to move his
tongue, ' I did have a bit too . . .

'Say no more!' interrupted the visitor and pushed
the armchair to one side.

Stepa's eyes bulged. There on a little table was a
tray, laid with slices of white bread and butter, pressed
caviare in a glass bowl, pickled mushrooms on a
saucer, something in a little saucepan and finally
vodka in one of the jeweller's ornate decanters. The
decanter was so chilled that it was wet with
condensation from standing in a finger-bowl full of
cracked ice.

The stranger cut Stepa's astonishment short by
deftly pouring him out half a glass of vodka.

'What about you? ' croaked Stepa.

'"With pleasure! '

With a shaking hand Stepa raised the glass to his
lips and the mysterious guest swallowed his at one
gulp. As he munched his caviare Stepa was able to
squeeze out the words:

"Won't you have a bite to eat too? '

'"Thank you, but I never eat when I'm drinking,'
replied the stranger, pouring out a second round. He
lifted the lid of the saucepan. It contained little
frankfurters in tomato sauce.

Slowly the awful green blobs in front of his eyes
dissolved, words started to form and most important of
all Stepa's memory began to come back.

That was it — he had been at Khustov's dacha at
Skhodna and Khustov had driven Stepa out there by
taxi. He even remembered hailing the taxi outside the
Metropole. There had been another man with them —
an actor ... or was he an actor? . . . anyhow he had a

!

‘Forgive me..." Styopa croaked, feeling that his
hangover had presented him with a new symptom: it
seemed to him that the floor beside his bed went away,
and that at any moment he would go flying down to
the devil's dam in the nether world.

'My dear Stepan Bogdanovich,' the visitor said,
with a perspicacious smile, "no aspirin will help you.
Follow the wise old rule — cure like with like. The
only thing that will bring you back to life is two
glasses of vodka with something pickled and hot to go
with it.'

Styopa was a shrewd man and, sick as he was,
realized that since he had been found in this state, he
would have to confess everything.

‘Frankly speaking,' he began, his tongue barely
moving, 'yesterday I got a bit...'

'Not a word more!' the visitor answered and drew
aside with his chair. Styopa, rolling his eyes, saw that
a tray had been set on a small table, on which tray
there were sliced white bread, pressed caviar in a little
bowl, pickled mushrooms on a dish, something in a
saucepan, and, finally, vodka in a roomy decanter
belonging to the jeweller's wife. What struck Styopa
especially was that the decanter was frosty with cold.
This, however, was understandable: it was sitting in a
bowl packed with ice. In short, the service was neat,
efficient.

The stranger did not allow Styopa's amazement to
develop to a morbid degree, but deftly poured him
half a glass of vodka.

'And you?' Styopa squeaked.

'"With pleasure!'

His hand twitching, Styopa brought the glass to his
lips, while the stranger swallowed the contents of his
glass at one gulp. Chewing a lump of caviar, Styopa
squeezed out of himself the words:




— A BeI? — iuckuyn Crena.

— C ynoBosiscTBUEM!

Ilppiraromeid pykoit momHec Crema CTONKY K
ycTaMm, a HE3HaKoMell OAHHM JyXOM THPOTIIOTHII
coliep:kuMoe cBoel cTomku. [IpoxeBbIBast KyCOK UKPHI,
Crena BbIIaBUI U3 ce0s CIIOBa:

— A BBI 9TO XKe€... 3aKyCHUTH?

— bnaromapctByiite, s He 3aKychlBai0 HMKOTZA, —
OTBETHJI HE3HAKOMEL| M HaJIWiI MO BTOpod. OTKpbUIU
KacTPIOJTIO — B HEll OKa3aJlCh COCUCKHU B TOMATe.

W BoT mpoknsATas 3eneHb mepeq rma3aMi pacrasia,
CTaqu BBITOBAPUBATHCSA CJOBa, U, MMaBHoe, Crema
KOe-4T0 MpunoMHWI. VIMeHHO, 4To Aeno Buepa ObLIO
Ha CxomHe, Ha Jade y aBTOpa CKeT4el XycToBa, Kynaa
3ToT XycroB u Bo3un Cremy B TakCOMOTODE.
[MpunomMHHUNIOCH AaXke, KAK HAHUMAIH 3TOT TAKCOMOTOP
y «Metpomnois», ObUI ele MPH dTOM KaKOW-TO aKTep
HE akrep... ¢ mareoHOM B yemonanuuke. [a, na, na,
5T0 ObLIO Ha nmaue! Eme, TOMHUTCS, BBUIM COOAKU OT
sToro maredoHa. Bor Tompko mama, xotopyro Crema
XOTeJ TOLEJI0BaTh, OCTaNach HEPa3bsICHEHHOM... 4epT
€€ 3HAET, KTO OHA... KAXKETCS, B Pau0 CIY>KUT, a MOXKET
OBITh, U HET.

Buepammnii neHb, TakuM 00pa3oM, MOMAalIeHBKY
BeICBeT/sUIcs, HO Cremy ceiiyac ropa3mgo Oosee
WHTEpECOBANl JIeHb CETOAHANIHUA W, B YacCTHOCTH,
MOSBIICHUE B CIalbHE HEW3BECTHOTO, [la eIme C
3aKyckoi W Boakod. BoT uTo HemypHOo ObuTO OBI
pa3bIACHUTB!

— Hy, 4to e, Temeps, 1 HAAEIOCh, BBl BCIIOMHIITH
Mo10  (hammnio? Ho Crema TOMBKO CTBIITHBO
YABIOHYJICS ¥ pa3Beil PyKaMHU.

— OnHnako! I 4yBCTBYO, UTO MOCJIE BOJKU BbI IIWIH
nmopteeiin! [lommyiiTe, 1a pa3Be 3TO0 MOXKHO JIeaTh!

— S xouy Bac TONPOCHTH, YTOO 3TO OCTAOChH
MEXIY HaMU, — 3aiCKUBalolle ckazan Crerma.

portable gramophone. Yes, yes, they had all gone to
the dacha! And the dogs, he remembered, had started
howling when they played the gramophone. Only the
woman Stepa had tried to kiss remained a complete
blank . . . who the hell was she? . . . Didn't she work
for the radio? Or perhaps she didn't. . . .

Gradually the previous day came back into focus,
but Stepa was much more interested in today and in
particular in this odd stranger who had materialised in
his bedroom complete with snacks and vodka. If only
someone would explain it all!

'Well, now, I hope, you've remembered my name?'

Stepa could only grin sheepishly and spread his
hands.

'Well, really! I suspect you drank port on top of
vodka last night. What a way to behave!'

'Please  keep this to yourself)
imploringly.

'Oh, of course, of course! But naturally I can't
vouch for Khustov.'

'Do you know Khustov? '

'l saw that individual for a moment or two in your
office yesterday, but one cursory glance at his face was
enough to convince me that he was a scheming,
quarrelsome, sycophantic swine.'

'He's absolutely right! ' thought Stepa, amazed at
such a truthful, precise and succinct description of
Khustov.

The ruins of yesterday were piecing themselves
together now, but the manager of the Variety still felt
vaguely anxious. There was still a gaping black void in
his memory. He had absolutely no recollection of
having seen this stranger in his office the day before.

'Woland, professor of black magic,' said the visitor
gravely, and seeing Stepa was still in difficulties he
described their meeting in detail.

said Stepa

'And you... a bite of something?'

‘Much obliged, but I never snack,' the stranger
replied and poured seconds. The saucepan was opened
and found to contain frankfurters in tomato sauce.

And then the accursed green haze before his eyes
dissolved, the words began to come out clearly, and,
above all, Styopa remembered a thing or two.

Namely, that it had taken place yesterday in
Skhodnya, at the dacha of the sketch-writer Khustov,
to which this same Khustov had taken Styopa in a
taxi. There was even a memory of having hired this
taxi by the Metropol, and there was also some actor,
or not an actor.. with a gramophone in a little
suitcase. Yes, yes, yes, it was at the dacha! The dogs,
he remembered, had howled from this gramophone.
Only the lady Styopa had wanted to kiss remained
unexplained... devil knows who she was... maybe she
was in radio, maybe not...

The previous day was thus coming gradually into
focus, but right now Styopa was much more interested
in today's day and, particularly, in the appearance in
his bedroom of a stranger, and with hors d'oeuvres and
vodka to boot. It would be nice to explain that!

'Well, I hope by now you've remembered my name?'

But Styopa only smiled bashfully and spread his
arms.

'Really! T get the feeling that you followed the
vodka with port wine! Good heavens, it simply isn't
done!'

'l beg you to keep it between us,' Styopa said
fawningly.

'Oh, of course, of course! But as for Khustov,
needless to say, I can't vouch for him.'

'So you know Khustov?'

"Yesterday, in your office, I saw this individuum
briefly, but it only takes a fleeting glance at his face to




— O, xoneuno, xoneuno! Ho 3a XycrtoBa s, camo
co00if pazymeeTcs, He pydaroch.

— A BBI pa3Be 3HaeTe XycToBa?

— Buepa B KkabuHere y Bac BHIEI 3TOrO
UHIUBUIYyyMa MEJIbKOM, HO JOCTarO4YHO OJHOTO
Oeryoro B3MIsiia HA €T0 JIMIO, YTOOBI IOHATH, YTO OH —
CBOJIOYb, CKJIOUHHUK, TIPUCTIOCOOICHEIT ¥ TIOXaTHM.

«CoBepmieHHo  BepHO!» — momyman Crena,
MOPaKEHHBIM TAaKUM BEPHBIM, TOYHBIM M KpPaTKUM
omnpeielIeHHeM XyCTOBa.

Ha, BuepamiHuil NeHb JIENWICS W3 KYCOUKOB, HO
BCE-TaKU TPEBOra He MOKWjaida Aupekropa Bapbere.
Hero B TOM, YTO B 3TOM BUYEpaIlHEM JHE 3HsUIa
mpeorpoMHasi 4depHas Jaeipa. Bor 3TOTO CaMoro
He3HakoMIla B Oepere, Bois Bamia, Ctema B CBOEM
KaOMHEeTe BUepa HUKAK HE BHUJIAJ.

— Ilpodeccop uwepnoit Marmm Bomanm, — Becko
ckazan Bu3uTep, BuAl CTEnuHBI 3aTpyAHCHUS, U
paccKasall BCE M0 HOPSLIKY.

understand that he is a bastard, a squabbler, a trimmer
and a toady.'

‘Perfectly true!' thought Styopa, struck by such a
true, precise and succinct definition of Khustov.

Yes, the previous day was piecing itself together,
but, even so, anxiety would not take leave of the
director of the Variety. The thing was that a huge
black hole yawned in this previous day. Say what you
will, Styopa simply had not seen this stranger in the
beret in his office yesterday.

'Professor of black magic Woland,' the visitor said
weightily, seeing Styopa's difficulty, and he recounted
everything in order.




