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By COUNT LEO TOLSTOY
“I VAN VASSIL.EVITCH, let us have
something to drink Here s a
| restaurant. Its manager s my
good frlend. 1 understand that his
brother Is nlso a militury man somewbLere
in Eiberia.”

Thus rpoke Bohdan Petrovitch, my
young frlend and comrade, a brother of-
ficer In my regiment. Thils was in Tiflis,
where our regiment was stationed durilng
the Summer manoeuvres. The restaurant
was one of those elean, inviting places
which attract the better class of those
who spend freely.

“Excuse me, gohdan Petroviteh, T have
J never beeny In a restaurant, aud hLave

Nastasia

to Drink.

never drunk any aleoholie ligquors In my

life, and T do not wish to make their ne-
qualntance. I have promised my father and mother
that until my twenty-fifth birthday I will neither enter
& barroom, nor drink. 1 have lived up to this promise
until now, and I would not like to break it during
these few weeks which T must live before I am twonty-
five years old In six weeks I shall be twenty-
five. After that I may do as I please, for my parents
think that when a man is twenty-five his judgment is
mature, and he is master of hls passions and feelings.
I think that is true. In the meantime I do not wish to
break wy word”

“Oh, 1 see!™ replied Bohdan. *“But it was a good
thing that you did not promise them that you would
not fall in love. Or, perhaps, it would ba better {f you
had given them this promise also. Then you could
easily have registed all the temptations which have
been yours of late.”

His half-earnest, half-teasing words cut me to the
heart, My soul was sorrowful. There was a bhench
nearby, and I asked my friend to sit down with nme,
but 1 could not rest and I looked like a eriminal who
had been caught jn the act. He knew nothing of the
wild tempest raging in my breast, and he began to
whistle a merry tune while T sat there, apparently
quiet. After a moment spcech returned to me, and I said:

“Bohdan Petrovitch, your light words have touched
& sore spot in my soul. You have disturbed me very
much with your jest. I am going to speak to you in
confidence. What I tell you must remain a secret.”

“Ivan Vassilievitch, vou know that you can trust
me. I have never betpayed:a confidence.”

“I know that. Therefore T will hide nothing from
you. It Is true that I did promise my mother not to
muke love to a girl unless I intended to marry her.
She spoke very serlously to me on this subject. And
now, Bohdan Petrovitch, what shall T do? 1 have bro-
ken my promise to my mother. 1 have loved Nastasla.
I bave left her for the reason that she was a poor
scrvant and a peasant girl whom I could not marry be-
cause of my rank, my profession and my relatives. Dut
You know how I have loved her. 1 still love her. DBut
bow terrible that I cannot marry her!”

“A fig for such promises and-thoughts! She is an
ignorant peasant girl and ought to be thankful that she
has had the privilege of loving a nobleman and an offl-
cer. She has no hard feclings toward you bece se you
cannot marry her and have only given her a youthful
and platonic love. A monk in a monastery has the
sume love for the Virgin Mary as he gazes on her beau-
tiful picture. It is a holy love containing no element
of wrong.” My friend finished his sermon and looked
al me very earnestly.

“That may be so. but T am bound by my promise to
my mother. Nastasia loves me, and it was a horrible
shock to her that I could not continue my love because
it was imposgible to marry her. 1 call it seduction if a
man and a woman love each other with their eyes only,
wWithout any words, if they do not continue this love.

1 could never love another woman as I love Nas-
tusia, if 1 should T would be an unnatural villain Do
you not couslder ils right and moral?”

“Nonsense, comrade!"™ replied Bohdan Petrovitch,
You must leave all those dreams of morality and Justice
behind you when yYou become a man and enter the stage

sl of practical life. Now let us go
luto thir restaurant and have a
driuk, in spite of your foolizh
promises to your parents, 1 did
not know that you were such «
baby as wpever to have eutered
a restaurant. You should be
ashamed to tell this to other
men. You have broken your
promise concerning love affairs,
and now you should break the
othier, Come, Ivan Vassilleviteh,
you shall see how a restaurant
looks, aud how a drink tastes.”

As fo a dream 1 euntered the
restaurmant with him. 1 ecould
not resist him. The manager of
the place extended bis band to
my comrade and to me, ont with
any fecling of friendship, but as
a matter of business.

“Very glad to meet you, Tvan
2 . vassilieviteh! Your friend, Bol-
dan Potrovitch has often spoken of you, and 1 was
anxfous to meet you. What do you drink?" said the
manager with seeming cordiality.

I despised him from the very first moment 1 saw hunw.

“Ivan Vassilleviteh has never taken a drink of any
kind, and you know what to give him. He is just a boy
in a restaurant aad 1 am going to make a man of him,"”

sald my friend gaily.

1 felt somewhat embarrassed at his slighting re-
marks 1 saw many of my other comrades of the regi
ment with the general of our division at one table. They
all smiled at sight of me, which struck me as very odd.

The walter brought drinks and some very deliclous
breads with caviar and other refreshments. 1 took sweet
fgquor, but my friend drank two big glasses of vodka
vith the manager. [ tasted the liguor and then emptied
the glass, In order t¢c show that I was not a boy. After
hat | felt that 1 was more of a man and | was proud of
w0 much courage. My friend and the manager both con-
gratulated me. This pleased me greatly. 1 bad entirely
Orgotten my promise to my mother!

The waitar refilled our glasses, pnd we began to talk.
A feeling of intoxication changed my timidity to bold-
rosg, and the manager began to look upon me as a fine
gentlaman

The other comrades whom I h~d formerly desplsed
on account of their intemperate habits seemed very
brave boys to me now, and we began to talk freely. Be-
fore this I had never ventured to start a conversatlon,
but mow | had hundreds of themes to present, and 1 was
very talkative Even the general, an old brute and
drunikard, became interested and asked me to drink with
him I was exceedingly happy to be on such friendly
te” s with the chief of the army, and Bohdan Petro-
vite™ murmured fn my ears:

“Now you see how necessary it {s to visit restaurants

and to drink, for it gives a man the opportunity of meet.
ing the right kind of people, and enables him to wmake
some advancem~nt in life. The genera] has just told
me that he did not know until he met you here what a
brave, intelligent man you were, and to-morrow he will
make you a captain. Is not that fine?

1 nodded and was very glad I had entered the restan-
rant. | was a changed man, and It seemed to me that 1
had discovered a good thing in the restaurant. 1 com-
pletely forgot Nastasia and my trouble concerning her.
I heard some very vulgar remarks on the subject of
love, and thoroughly enjoyved them. 1 drank several
glasses of liquor and the general invited me to have a
glass of brandy with him.

I was quite intoxicated, and it made no difference to
me now what 1 drank. 1 no longer dreaded the bitter
taste ol the brandy. 1 accepted his invitation, for it is a

.gl'éul honor for a yYoung officer to be treated by his

chief. "I drained the big glass dry, and it was no longer
bitter, but very deliclous. My mind was full of great
thoughts, and never in my life had I felt so big, so
happy. or so well educated. It seemed quite natural 1o
me fo joln some other cfficers in a drunken soug and
dance, The old general embraced me and said:

“You are an excellent boy, and 1 will see how I can
help you to advance. See! All these gentlemen have
made their careers by keeping in touch with me. It is
the way of the world, you know. A man drinks to forget
troubles.”

Another gentlemar who was intoxicated stepped up to
me and said he was the President of the Justice Court,
and asked me to joIn kim next week in a driving party.
Thirty or more people drinking iu the restaurant at vuce
became my intimate friends. All were intoxicated and
talked at random.

My friend Bohdan was sitting on a sofa and sceing
my good humor he said: “Is it not good to mingle with
the right class of mnen? You will see how you will get
rid of all those foolish theories of morality and mar-
riage. You must forget your Nastasia and everything
your father and mother have said.”

His foolish babble sounded very sensible to me. I
joined in his idle talk, and was indeed a very great man.
We were all ve darunk, and I do 2ot remember how
I reached home or who accompanied me. I awoke with
a heavy headache nd was disgusted with wy foolish-
ness, but it was a great comfort to know that 1 had met
the proper class of men that could further my career.
All the men whom I had met in the restaurant yes-
terday smiled with increased friendliness and sym-
pathy. I was very glad to see them so very cordial,
and they questioned me concerning the enjoyment of
the previous night. The general was entirely change..
He ordered my advancement to the rank of captain.
The figures of Nastasia and of my parents appeared
before me in imagination, and I began to realize

how | had abused their love and confidence. But ol

1 remewmbered the conver- -
sation with my comrade
Bohdan in the other res-

taurant, how intoxication ___——
bad freed me of all my re

morse and how 1 was then
able to forget my troubles.
I ordered some sweet liquor.

1 drank one glass and

immediately a sensation of «

rellef came over me. 1 took

another glass and

felt still better, S
_\ LS

I experienced the N> ~—,

enjoyment of
drunkenness. My
head became clear and full of merry pictures. Again
I felt that I was a great and important man. 1 left the
restaurant in a very good humor.

“Oh, it is so good to be free from the remorseful
thoughts which have caused me so much suffering,” gaid
I to myself, as half drunk I made my way home. My
books no longer interested me, nor did my paintinz. 1
was happy without them. | had discovered the magic

influence of alcoholic liquors,
. - b * ®

Now I must tell the story of my love and its sad
ending.

One evening after returning from my daily military
service, not feeling isposed to go to a resta ant, I sat

alone in my studio and let the story pass through my
mind. It can be told in a few words.

Besides being an army officer I was an amateur art-
ist and painted good pictures. The priest of the town ia
which my parents lived had seen many of my paintings
and was very enthusiastic over my artistic abilities. He
thought that 1 could become as great as Correggio or
Raphael if 1 would paint religious pictures. . He sug-
gested that 1 should try to paint a new Russian Madouna
for his church. The face of the Madonna must not be of
the ltalian or Jewish type, but purely Slavish.

“You, Ivan Vassilievitch, are a genius, and if you suc-
ceed in painting a great Slavish Madonna vou will be-
come & Russlan Raphael. Your great name wl.l gc dowa
the ages."

These words excited my ambition. I would paint a
great and beautiful Slavish Madonna for his church.

I began to study the Slavish beauties and ™ search
for a suitable model for n.y Madonna. Nearly half a vear
[lrussod before 1 succeeded in finding a Russian girl whe

mpressed me as a Madonna. She must be holy, great
and beautiful. At last, quite accldentally, I met the
daughter of a Siberian vagabond, exiled in a small vil-
lage in the province of Tobolsk. Her eves and [uc

were simply and impressively beautiful, innocent au

holy. She was the ideal type of a Slavish Madonna, aud
1 decided to ask her to be my model. 1 needed culy
to hire her as my servant and the rest followed as a
matter of course.

She came to the town with me and T began to work
on the picture. During the sittings 1 discovered that
she was very gifted and a good-hearted young girl, a
veritable Modonna in her sweet slmplicity. 1 decided
to educate her.

1 began to teach her. She learned with marvellous
rapidity. 1 discovered that she was a great woman in
heart and mind, and [ felt an intense love toward lLer.
I loved her as a Madonna and she began to love me.
In five months the picture was finished, and it was
wonderful. I invited the priest to see it, and he mar-
velled at its perfection, but 1 said that 1 could not part
with the Madonna, | promised. however, to make bhim a
copy.

Meantime 1 had made an educated lady of my Ma-
donna. She was an admired beauty in the town and tke
evee of soclety were upon her. There were rumors thsat
1 would marry her. 1 had really loved her platoniciily,
as n Madonna, and had not ventured to confess my love
to her, but our eves had spoken the secret langrave of
our hearts. which needs no words. Just when . was
on the point of confessing my love to her my f{riend
Bohdan Petrovitch began to tell me that it would be
foolishness to marry the daughter of a vagabond and
that already society was conuecting our names sery
freely

Of conrse my friend imagined that Nastasia was my
real eweetheart and that we lived as man arnd wife
That was untrue. I had never touched her lips n love.
The touch of her hand made me tremble, vet 1 never
let her see how deeply she affected me My friend

.

“Gn the Table Was the Body of a Youn

ToLSTOY'S FIRST STORY-

Bohdan suggested that I should send Nastasia away at
once, and think no more about her

For a long time I paid no attention to his talk, but
finally he convinced me, and I decided to give her gome
money and send her away. We parted She undersiood
my reasons for so dealing with her, and she also under-
stood my great suffering. She too suffe-ad horribly in
ber heart and her sad eves reproached me terribly at
the moment of parting. After slie haa left my house I
shut myself up and cried like a little boy who had been
guldenly bereft of his parents. 1 walkeu the stree!s
like a madman. Bohdan met me and asked me crink
with him.

I could find no .atisfaction equal to that offered by
the restaurants with their liquors. My painted Madonva
becanie a horrible temptation to me , and 1 covered tha
great picture with a black curtain. I enuld no longer
look at it I could not think that I would ever uifet a
woman whom I could love as 1 loved Nastusia. mi
ghould 1 would be a Dbestial crimin..,, an offender
against nature and morality. The wor!d was fO_F-'- and
life was over for me! 1 began to meditate suicide.

The restaurant saved me from suicide, and Ealcolmllc
drinks seemed a good medicine for my h‘\’““»"”‘li soul.
A glass of liquor always cheered me and u‘uositi.;: L1:1t
tongue. I recoguized the great influence cf ¢rin »
on my career and my social
success. 1 advanced, I was in-
vi‘ed to all the receptions, I
was honored more than ever

before—but 1 had sacrificed (
my conscience. b

One day very soon after I -
h: 1 become acquainted with -
the restauranis, 1 was sitting
in one of the most fashionable
of them, chatting with a Chief
of Police and a Coroner. Wae
were drinking heavily. The
Coroner was advising me to
marry the sister of the Chief
of Police, for a marriage like
that would help me so much

in my career, both socially and
financially.

“Carecer and wealth are everything. Believe me, Ivan
Vassilievitech, you will find it so in life. Love and all
the great phantasies of poetry are illusions. Money and
social influence are the main things. You Know very
well that Napoleon made his career through women,”
paid the Corone., and suggested that 1 should cultivate
the acquaintance of the Chief of Police and his sister.

“0Of course,” I replied, “if this is the decree of society
I must grasp every opportunity for advancement.”

While we were discussing our plans for the future

i

in Black.”

a police clerk entered and informed the Coroner that his
presence was required for a special case of autopsy at
the police station. He could not refuse to go, and asked
me {f I could accompany him and spend an hour or two
with him. 1 accepted his invitation with a very peculiar
feeling, and we left the restaurant. The Chief of Zolice
called after us:

“Ivan Vassilievitch and Feodor Semenovitch, what is
your hurry? Will you soon be back? We will await
you. Good luck!” ;

We drove to the police station and the clerk informed
us that the corpse was that of a yvoung woman who had
drowned herself. The fishermen had found her body i
the river, but there was nothing to identify her.

We entered a small roam which was lighted by a lit-
tle Keroseune lamp. On the table was the body of a
young woman dressed in black. Her hair was loose, and
her hands convulsively grasped a small piece of paper.
What the piece of paper contained could not be seen? I

began to tremble when I saw her black gown, and a.

small ring on her finger. 1 staggered to the tahble z2ua
cast a swift glance &t her face. The Coroner and the
clerk were bugy at the other end of the room and pnid
no attention to me. [ recognized her immediately, and
a low moan escaped my lips:

*Nastasia—You! Oh, my God!"”

I feli on the chair—a horrible tempest in myv heart.
The Coroner noticed my agitation, bu!, thinking thar I
had drunk a little too much, he ordered a glass of cold
water be brought for me.

“Ivan Vassilievitch. 1T will dispose of this case very
quickly, then we will return immediately. Do you fcel
faint?" asked : Coroner. .

“No. no, Fedor Zemenovitch. I em all rigut. The

g Woman Dressed

“The Other
Morning,
On Entering
My Studio,
the First
Thing | Did
Was to Cut My

Madonna to
Pieces."”

Spoiled’’
By the Late Count Tol-

stoy, Published Here
for the First Time

T was in July, 1835, at Tcehernaya, in the Crimea,

I just a few wecks before the great battle, that we

wsed to joke about Count Leo Nicolaevitch Tolstoy

as @ story writer., We would ask him to tell us some

of kis storics, and many a pleasant cvening was passed

in this way, Of all the stories iwchich he told us the
most popular was this: “How I Became Spoiled.”

I liked the story so much that I copied it while he
was telling it. Me gaid it was one of his very first
efforts in fiction, but for some unknown redason he had
never cared to have it published. Later on he even dis-
liked to tell us this story, but 1 Kept the copy of it as @
FuRvroner.

1 found the copy of the story accidentally among
my old papers, and [ publish it here in English at the
time when the whole world mourns the great Tolstoy,
who died in o miserable hut, sclf-exiled from his home
and family. V. R

“I Met the Daughter of a Sibe-
rian Vagabond, Exiled in a
Small Village in the
Province of Tobolsk.”

sight of this young woman affected me a little. Iiow

did it happen?” _

“I do not pay any attention to these cases, They
never interest me. She may have been forsaken by her
lover, and the end of that is always suicide. Do you
Kuow her

‘I—know her! Ha, ha, ha! Why should you think

T
How should I know a sulcide? And as I made

humanity and noble feeling ia my soul.

“Kxcuse me, Ivan Vassillevitch, I
was jesting with you. 1 know that
neither vou nor I have any dealings
with this class of women,” sald the
Coroner with a' smile, as he signed a
document stating that the body of an
unknown woman who had for some
unknown reason drowned herself had
been found and should be buried im-
mediately in the city graveyard.

1 witnessed the dosumeut With s

firm hand.

I spoke to myself slowly: “Ha, ba,
pa! 1 do not know her and unever
have zeen her—finished! I will marry
the sister of the Chicf of Police. That
shiould surely help me to become a
colonel next year! Such is life!”

What @ Dblessing is alcobol! It
helps oue Lo live without ideals and
lrrlm-ip!os! How very droll!”

The other morning on eutering my
studio, the first thing that I did was
- (o cut my painted Madonna to pleces.
1 also destroyed my mother's portralt.
Then all the moble pictures In my
goul disappeared—I had spolled my life.

Ply in my cold and brutal voice, 1 killed the last

Painted
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