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CHAPTER THE FIRST

The events related in the following story are so touching, so horrible insofar as they affect the hero of the drama and with a denouement so unusual that it could only have happened in Russia.
It is a brief story belonging partly to the Imperial Court and in part finding its place in history; it very aptly typifies the manners and morals of a little-known but highly interesting period—the thirties of this present nineteenth century.
There is not one iota of invention in this story.
CHAPTER THE SECOND

Round about Epiphany, 1839, there was a great thaw in St. Petersburg. The weather was so warm that it seemed, that spring was coming: the snow melted, water dripped from the eaves during the day, the ice on the river turned blue and was covered with a layer of water. The ice on the Neva was at its thinnest directly opposite the Winter Palace. The westerly wind was warm but very strong, driving water upstream from the sea, so that warning guns had to be fired.
The palace guard was provided by a company of the Izmailov Regiment commanded by Nikolai Ivanovich Miller, a young officer of high educational attainments and well placed in society (he later became a full general and director of the Lycee). He was a man of the so-called "humane" school, as the higher authorities had long since remarked, which, of course, was somewhat damaging to his career in the service.
Actually Miller was a competent and reliable officer and in those days the palace guard was not fraught with any particular danger. It was the calmest and most peaceful of times. Nothing was required of the palace guard but the accurate maintenance of the sentry posts, but it just happened that during Captain Miller's tour of guard duty there was a most unusual and alarming occurrence which is now just barely remembered by those contemporaries of the incident whose days are drawing to a close.
CHAPTER THE THIRD

At first all went well with the guard: the posts were allotted, the sentries posted and everything was just as it should be. Tsar Nikolai Pavlovich was in good health, had been for a drive in the evening, returned home and gone to bed. The palace had gone to sleep. The calmest of nights set in. There was silence in the guard-room. Captain Miller pinned his white handkerchief to the traditionally greasy high back of the officer's leather-covered armchair and settled down to pass the time with a book.
Captain Miller was a voracious reader and was, therefore, not bored, he kept on steadily reading and did not notice the time pass until suddenly, just before 2 o'clock, he was alarmed by a terrible disturbance; the sergeant of the guard, pale as a ghost and showing great fear, appeared before him and babbled in rapid tones:
"Trouble, sir, trouble. . . ."
"What's the matter?"
"A terrible misfortune, sir."
Miller jumped up from his seat in alarm and with the greatest difficulty managed to discover what the "trouble" and "misfortune" was.
CHAPTER THE FOURTH

The facts were as follows: a sentry, Private Postnikov of the Izmailov Regiment, on duty outside what is now the Jordan Gate, heard a man fall through the thin ice that covered the Neva at that point and heard his desperate cries for help.
Private Postnikov, a serf and household servant of some nobleman, was a nervous and highly sensitive man. For a long time he listened to the distant cries and groans of the drowning man, which made him freeze with horror. He looked in dismay right and left but there was not a living being to be seen on the part of the embankment within view or on the river itself.
There was nobody to help the man in the water and he would most certainly drown. . . .
In the meantime the man in the water was engaged in a terribly long and stubborn struggle.
It seemed that it would have been better for him to sink to the bottom without wasting his strength, but nothing of the sort! His groans and shouts for help became more feeble and died away only to begin again anew and each time they came nearer and nearer to the palace embankment. The man had obviously not lost his presence of mind and was struggling in the right direction, straight for the street-lamps although he would not, of course, get there because the Jordan Ice-Hole* was directly in his way. There he would be drawn under the ice and that would be the end of him. . . . Again silence but a minute later he started splashing and shouting, "Help, help. . . ." The sounds were so near now that Postnikov could hear the splashing of the water as he struggled.

[* In St. Petersburg) during the Festival of Epiphany a big hole was cut in the ice at which solemn mass was said and the water consecrated.]

It crossed Postnikov's mind that it would be the easiest thing in the world to save the man at that moment. If he were to run out on to the ice the man would be right there. He had only to throw him a rope or hold out a pole or his rifle and the man would be saved. He was so close that he could seize it and would be able to jump out. But Private Postnikov remembered his duty and his oath of allegiance: he knew that he was on sentry-go and a sentry dare not leave his box under any excuse whatsoever.
On the other hand Postnikov's heart was sorely troubled; it ached so, and would hammer so, and then stand still. . . . He could have torn his heart out of his body and thrown it under his feet, so troubled was he by those groans and calls. It is terrible to listen to a man perishing and not to offer help when it would, as a matter of course, be quite possible, because the sentry box could not budge from its place nor could anything else harmful happen. "Should I run there, eh? I won't be seen. . . . Oh, Lord, if it would only end! He's groaning again!"
For half an hour, while the noises continued, Private Postnikov's heart was torn to shreds and he began to feel that he "doubted his reason." But he was a smart and clever soldier, with a clear mind, who realized that for a sentry to leave his post was a crime that led to a court-martial and then to running the gauntlet through two lines of soldiers armed with withies and after that hard labour or, perhaps, "death by shooting"; but from the direction of the swollen river the shouts came again and again, nearer and nearer, until he could hear the gurgling of the water and the man's despairing struggles. "Help, help, I'm drowning!"
It came from the direction of the Jordan Ice-Hole. . . . It was all over. . . .
Postnikov looked up and down a couple of times. Not a soul in sight, nothing but the street-lamps swaying and flickering in the wind and the cries that came with each gust of wind and then broke off . . . perhaps that was the last cry?
Then another splash, a monosyllabic howl and the sounds of someone struggling in the water.
The sentry could stand it no longer—he left his post.
CHAPTER THE FIFTH

Postnikov rushed to the slipway and with furiously beating heart ran out on to the ice and into the water that flowed over the ice; looking for the drowning man he stretched out the butt of his musket to him.
The man grasped the butt and Postnikov pulled on the bayonet and dragged him to the bank.
Rescuer and rescued were both wet through and as the rescued man was dead tired and shivering and had collapsed on the ice, Private Postnikov could not make up his mind to leave him there but dragged him on to the quay and began looking round for somebody to hand the man over to. While all this was going on a sleigh appeared on the embankment and in it an officer of the Palace Invalid Company that in those days still existed (it was later abolished).
It seems that this gentleman, whose hurried approach was very untimely as far as Postnikov was concerned, was a man thoughtless by nature, not very intelligent and a regular scoundrel. He jumped out of the sleigh and began asking questions.
"Who's that man? Who are you?"
"Drowning, in the water. . . ." Postnikov began.
"What? Drowning? Who's drowning? You? And why in this place?"
While the man was still gasping for breath Postnikov slipped away: with his musket on his shoulder he was back in the sentry box.
We don't know whether the officer realized what had happened or not, but he did not waste time trying to find out; he immediately pulled the rescued man into his sleigh and drove him to the police station at the Admiralty on Morskaya Street.
Here the officer made a report to the police that the man in wet clothes whom he had brought with him was drowning in the ice-hole opposite the palace and had been saved by him, the officer, at the risk of his life.
The rescued man was still soaking wet, shivering and thoroughly exhausted. The shock and the tremendous effort he had made left him in a fainting fit and he was quite indifferent as to who had rescued him.
A sleepy doctor's assistant took him in hand while in the office a report was drawn up from the verbal statement of the Invalid officer, but with that suspiciousness that is typical of the police they could not understand how he had been in the water and had come out again without wetting his clothes. The officer, who was anxious to acquire the Life-Saving Medal, explained it by a fortunate coincidence, but he explained it clumsily and improbably. The policeman went to wake the captain and people were sent to make inquiries.
In the meantime things were taking a different and more rapid course at the palace.
CHAPTER THE SIXTH

The change in the situation that occurred after the officer had taken the drowning man into his sleigh was not known in the palace guard-room. The Izmailov soldiers and their officer knew only one thing—one of their privates, Postnikov, had left the sentry box and gone to rescue a man and as this was a terrible breach of army regulations Private Postnikov would certainly be court-martialled, would be made to run the gauntlet and all the officers, from the company commander to the regimental commander, would suffer the greatest unpleasantness and would not be able to raise any objection since the afore-said action could not be justified.
Private Postnikov, wet and shivering, was, needless to say, immediately relieved of his post and when he was brought into the guard-room honestly related to Captain Miller all that he knew, giving all the details, right up to the point when the Invalid officer sat the rescued man in his sleigh and ordered his coachman to drive to the Admiralty police station.
The danger was ever greater and more certain. It went without saying that the Invalid officer would tell the police captain everything, the latter would immediately report it to Chief of Police Kokoshkin who in turn would report it to the tsar next morning and then the fun would begin.
There was no time to think things over; the senior officers had to be warned at once.
Nikolai Ivanovich Miller immediately sent an alarming note to his battalion commander, Lieutenant Colonel Svinyin, in which he asked him to come to the palace guard-room as quickly as possible and do everything in "his power to help them out of their terrible predicament.
That was at about 3 a.m., and Kokoshkin would make his report to the tsar very early in the morning so that very little time was left to devise a plan and act on it.
CHAPTER THE SEVENTH

Lieutenant Colonel Svinyin was not possessed of that kind-heartedness and humanity that had always distinguished Nikolai Ivanovich Miller: not that Svinyin was heartless; he was firstly and mostly a "service man" (a type that has now disappeared but is regretted by some). Svinyin was known as a martinet and even loved to make a show of exacting discipline. He had no inclination to malice and never sought to cause anybody unnecessary suffering but if a man had failed to do the duties required by the service, Svinyin was implacable. He considered it out of place to enter into a discussion on the motives that had led the guilty one to commit his fault, and maintained the principle that where service is concerned every fault is a fault. The company on guard duty all knew, therefore, that Private Postnikov would suffer what was coming to him for having left his post and Svinyin would not be a bit sorry for him.
Such was the reputation this field officer had earned amongst his superiors and his fellow-officers, and amongst the latter there were those who were not in sympathy with Svinyin for at that time "humanism" and similar heresies had not yet been eradicated. It was a matter of complete indifference to Svinyin whether the "humanists" approved or disapproved his actions. It was quite useless to beg or pray Svinyin or even attempt to arouse his pity. He was inured to all this with the heavy armour of the careerists of those times but, like Achilles, he had a weak point.
Svinyin had also begun his military career well, and he cherished and nurtured it to keep it like a full-dress uniform, without the slightest blemish on it; nevertheless the unfortunate action of a man from the battalion under his command must undoubtedly throw an evil shadow on the discipline of the whole unit. Whether the battalion commander was guilty of what one of his soldiers had done when carried away by feelings of the most noble pity was something that would not be inquired into by those on whom Svinyin's well-commenced and carefully maintained career depended; there were, indeed, many who would be glad to put a spoke in his wheel in order to make way for somebody of their own or for a young man with strong patronage, in the case, that is, if the tsar should say to the regimental commander that he had "weak officers" and that his "men were slovenly." And who had allowed such things?. . . Svinyin, of course. And so the word would be repeated, "Svinyin's weak" and, perhaps, the reproach of weakness would remain an indelible blemish on his, Svinyin's, reputation. Under those circumstances there would be nothing to make him outstanding amongst his contemporaries nor would he leave his portrait in the gallery of historical persons of the Russian state.
There were few who studied history in those days but they believed in it and were always very willing to take part in making it.
CHAPTER THE EIGHTH

Immediately Svinyin received the alarming note from Captain Miller at three o'clock in the morning, he jumped out of bed, donned his uniform and arrived at the Winter Palace guard-room still under the impression of fear and wrath. He immediately interrogated Private Postnikov and was convinced that the unlikely event had really taken place. Private Postnikov once more honestly related to his battalion commander everything that had happened when he had been on sentry-go and which he had previously told his company commander, Captain Miller. The soldier said that he "was guilty before God and his duty without hope of mercy," that he had stood at his post and had suffered for a long time, hearing the groans of a drowning man, that there had been a long struggle between duty and pity until at last he had been tempted, he could not hold out in the struggle, had abandoned his post, jumped down on to the ice, and brought the drowning man ashore and there by mischance he had run into an officer of the Palace Invalid Company who was passing by.
Lieutenant Colonel Svinyin was in despair: he gave himself the only satisfaction he could—he let loose his wrath on Postnikov who was immediately sent to the cells under arrest; he then said a few biting things to Miller, accusing him of "mildness" such as was not fitting in the service; all this, however, was not enough to set matters right. It was impossible to find any excuse, let alone justification, for a sentry leaving his post and there was only one way out left to him—to keep the occurrence hidden from the tsar.
Could, however, such an occurrence be hidden?
Apparently there was no possibility of any such thing, for not only did the entire guard know of the rescue of the drowning man, but that hateful Invalid officer also knew and had by then, no doubt, already reported the whole affair to General Kokoshkin.
Where could he rush off to? To whom should he apply? From whom should he seek help and protection?
Svinyin thought of hurrying to the Grand Duke Mikhail Pavlovich* and telling him the whole story forthright. Such manoeuvres were in vogue at the time. The Grand Duke was of a fiery nature and would grow angry and scream at him, but his manner and habit were such that the more severe he was in the beginning—and he could even be insulting—the quicker he cooled off and would then take the officer's part. There had been many such cases and sometimes they were even sought. "Hard names don't hurt" and Svinyin would very much have liked to take advantage of this favourable situation but how could he enter the palace in the middle of the night and disturb the Grand Duke? To wait for morning and visit the Grand Duke after Kokoshkin had already made his report to the tsar would be too late. While Svinyin's head was in a whirl from all these difficulties he suddenly saw light and became aware of another way out that had hitherto been hidden in a mist. 

[* A younger brother of Tsar Nikolai I.]
CHAPTER THE NINTH

Amongst other well-known military artifices there is one that is employed when danger threatens from the walls of a besieged fortress—don't withdraw from the walls but get right up under them. Svinyin decided that he would not do any of the things that had occurred to him at first but instead would go immediately to Kokoshkin.
Many horrifying and foolish things were related in St. Petersburg about Chief of Police Kokoshkin but it was also said that he was a man of very great tact and that in the employment of that tact he "was not only able to make a mountain out of a molehill but could equally well make a molehill out of a mountain."
Kokoshkin really was a very severe and dreaded general who inspired fear in others although at times he was very kind to officers who got up to mischief and were cheerful merry-makers; indeed, there were many of them and quite a number found in him a powerful and energetic protector. In general he could and was able to do a lot when he wanted to. He was known as such by Svinyin and by Captain Miller. Miller also persuaded his battalion commander to take the risk of going immediately to Kokoshkin and trust in the kindness of his heart and his "all-round tact" which would, no doubt, tell the general how to twist this unfortunate occurrence in such a way that it would not arouse the wrath of the tsar, something that Kokoshkih, be it said to his credit, always did his best to avoid.
Svinyin put on his greatcoat, turned his eyes to the heavens, exclaimed, "O Lord, О Lord," several times and went to Kokoshkin.
It was then just after four in the morning.
CHAPTER THE TENTH

Chief of Police Kokoshkin was awakened and informed that Svinyin was awaiting him on a matter of such importance that it would brook no delay.
The general immediately got up and went out to Svinyin in a dressing jacket, yawning, rubbing his temples and flinching from the cold. Kokoshkin listened with great attention to everything Svinyin had to say and kept quite calm. During the whole of this explanation and request for clemency he had only one thing to say:
"The soldier left the sentry box and rescued a man?"
"Yes, sir," answered Svinyin.
"And the box?"
"Remained empty at that time."
"Yes, I suppose it would be empty. I'm glad it wasn't stolen."
From this Svinyin became even more convinced that Kokoshkin already knew all about it and had already decided how he would deal with the matter when he made his report to the tsar next morning and would not now make any changes in his decision. If such were not the case such an occurrence as a sentry leaving his post in the palace guard would undoubtedly have disturbed the energetic Chief of Police much more than it had done.
Kokoshkin, however, knew nothing at all. The police captain to whom the Invalid officer had brought the rescued man did not regard it as an event of any great importance. It was not, in his eyes, an occurrence that made it necessary to disturb the tired-out Chief of Police in the middle of the night and, moreover, the police captain regarded the whole business with suspicion for the Invalid officer was quite dry which obviously could not be the case if he had really rescued the man at the risk of his own life. The police captain merely regarded the Invalid officer as an ambitious liar who wanted another medal on his breast and while the police sergeant was making out the report the captain kept the officer in his room and tried to get at the truth by asking him for the minutest details.
The police captain was not pleased at having such a thing happen in his district and at having the drowning man rescued by a palace officer and not by a policeman.
Kokoshkin's calmness was to be explained, firstly, by the fatigue he was feeling at the time due to a very hard day and then participation in the extinguishing of two fires that had occurred that night and, secondly, by the fact that the action of the sentry Postnikov had nothing whatever to do with the Chief of Police.
Nevertheless Kokoshkin immediately gave the necessary instructions.
He sent for the police captain in charge of the Admiralty police station and ordered him to bring with him the Invalid officer and the rescued man; Svinyin he told to wait in the smaller anteroom to his office. Kokoshkin then went into his office, leaving the door open behind him, sat down at his desk and would have begun signing papers but for the fact that his head dropped on to his arms and he fell fast asleep at the desk.
CHAPTER THE ELEVENTH

At that time there were neither city telegraphs nor telephones and urgent instructions from the authorities were transmitted by the "forty thousand messengers" who galloped in all directions and who have been perpetuated in Gogol's comedy.
It goes without saying that this was not as quick as the telegraph or telephone but it lent the city a great liveliness and was evidence of the sleepless vigilance of the authorities.
By the time the police captain from the Admiralty station had arrived, panting, together with the rescuing officer and the rescued man, the nervous and energetic General Kokoshkin had finished his nap and felt refreshed. This was noticeable in the expression on his face and in his mental abilities.
Kokoshkin invited all of them into his study, Svinyin together with the others.
"Report?" Kokoshkin demanded of the police captain in sprightly tones.
The captain handed him a folded sheet of paper in silence and then whispered:
"I must ask Your Excellency to permit me a few words in private. . . ."
"Very well."
Kokoshkin went to a window alcove, the captain following him.
"What is it?"
The indistinct whispering of the captain could be heard, followed by the distinct grunting of the general.
"Hm . . . yes. . . . So what about it? He's the sort that would fall into the water and not get wet. . . . Nothing else?"
"That's all."
The general left the alcove, sat down at the desk and began to read. He read the report without displaying either dismay or doubt and then turned directly to the rescued man with a loud and firm question. -
"How did you get into the ice-hole opposite the palace, my man?"
"I'm sorry," answered the man.
"So, you were drunk, I suppose."
"Not drunk, but I'd had a drink."
"Why did you go into the water?
"I wanted to go the shortest way across, on the ice, lost my way and fell into the water."
"Everything went dark before your eyes?"
"It was dark, it was dark all round, Your Excellency!"
"And you couldn't see who it was pulled you out?"
"Excuse me, but I didn't see anything. I think it was that gentleman." He pointed to the officer and added, "I couldn't see anything, I was so scared."
"That's how you go on, you hang around the streets when you ought to be asleep! Take a good look now and remember for ever who your rescuer is. A noble gentleman risked his life for you!"
"I'll remember him all my life."
"What is your name, sir?"
The officer named himself.
"Do you hear?"
"Yes, Your Excellency."
"Are you a Christian?"
"Yes, Your Excellency."
"Remember that name so that you may have masses said for him."
"I will, Your Excellency."
"Pray for him and get out of here: I don't need you any more."
The man doubled up in a bow and rushed away only too glad that they had let him go.
Svinyin stood there in great perplexity: what a turn things had taken, by the grace of God!
CHAPTER THE TWELFTH

Kokoshkin turned to the Invalid officer.
"You saved that man at the risk of your own life?"
"Yes, Your Excellency."
"And there were no witnesses, there could not be any witnesses on account of the late hour, is that it?"
"Yes, Your Excellency, it was dark and there was nobody on the embankment except the sentries."
"You needn't mention the sentries: a sentry remains at his post and must not have his attention diverted by anything extraneous. I believe what is written in the report. It was written down from your words, wasn't it?"
Kokoshkin pronounced those words with special stress as though he were either making an accusation or threatening.
The officer was not abashed, his eyes bulged and he stuck out his chest.
"My own words and perfectly true, Your Excellency."
"Your deed is worthy of an award."
The officer immediately bowed in gratitude.
"There is nothing to thank me for," continued Kokoshkin. "I will report your selfless deed to His Majesty the Emperor, and, perhaps even today your breast will be adorned with a medal; you may now go home, take a warm drink but don't go out; you may be needed."
The Invalid officer beamed, bowed his farewell and left.
Kokoshkin followed him with his eyes and said:
"It is quite possible that His Majesty will want to see him himself."
"Very well," said the police captain, understandingly. "I don't need you any more."
The police captain left, closed the door behind him and, as was his pious habit, there and then crossed himself.
The Invalid officer was waiting for the captain at the bottom of the stairs and they left together much more friendly than they had been when they arrived.
Svinyin remained alone in the office of the Chief of Police: Kokoshkin first looked at him with a long, searching glance, and then asked:
"You haven't been to the Grand Duke, have you?"
At that time, whenever anybody spoke of the Grand Duke, it was understood to refer to Grand Duke Mikhail Pavlovich.
"I came straight to you," answered Svinyin.
"Who is the officer of the guard?"
"Captain Miller."
Kokoshkin again glanced at Svinyin and said:
"It seems you were saying something quite different before this."
Svinyin didn't understand what he was referring to so he did not answer and Kokoshkin added:
"Well, it doesn't matter. Good night."
The audience was over.
CHAPTER THE THIRTEENTH

At one o'clock in the afternoon Kokoshkin really did send for the Invalid officer and told him in gentle tones that His Majesty was very pleased that there were such vigilant and selfless people in the Invalid Company of his palace and had awarded him the Life-Saving Medal. Kokoshkin thereupon himself presented him with the medal and the hero went forth to show it off. It seemed that the affair could be considered closed but Lieutenant Colonel Svinyin thought that there was something unfinished about it and felt it incumbent upon him to put the points sur les i.
He was so greatly troubled that he was ill for three days but on the fourth he got up from his bed, journeyed to the House of Peter, offered prayers of gratitude before the Icon of the Redeemer, and, returning home with his soul at peace, sent for Captain Miller.
"Thank God, Nikolai Ivanovich," he said to Miller, "the cloud that hung over our heads has passed. That unfortunate affair with the sentry has been set right. I believe that we can now breathe freely. For this we are indebted, firstly to God's mercy and secondly to General Kokoshkin. Let them say that he is harsh and heartless but I am filled with gratitude for his kindness and respect for his resourcefulness and tact. He was surprisingly clever in the way he made use of that Invalid officer's boasting, a man who, if the truth be told, should not have got a medal for his insolence but should have had a good horse-whipping in the stables. There was nothing else to be done about it: he had to be used to save many people and Kokoshkin fixed things so cleverly that nobody had to suffer the slightest inconvenience, on the contrary, everybody is pleased and satisfied. Between you and me, I have been informed by a trustworthy person that Kokoshkin is very pleased with me. He was flattered that I didn't go anywhere else but went straight to him and did not argue with that scoundrel that got the medal. In a word, nobody had to suffer and everything was done with such great tact that there is nothing to be afraid of in the future, but we have been lax in one respect. We must also follow Kokoshkin's example tactfully and finish off the business at our end in order to make sure there will be no consequences for us. There remains one person whose position is still undefined. I have in mind Private Postnikov. He is still in the cells under arrest and is no doubt in great trepidation wondering what is going to happen to him. We must put an end to that tormenting uncertainty."
"Yes, it's time we did," added Miller in pleased tones.
"And, of course, nobody could do it better than you; please go at once to the barracks, muster your company, bring Postnikov out of the cells and punish him with two hundred strokes of the birch before the assembled company."
CHAPTER THE FOURTEENTH

Miller was astounded and made an attempt to persuade Svinyin, in view of the general gratification, to show mercy towards Postnikov and forgive him as he had already undergone great suffering in the cells, wondering what was going to happen to him; Svinyin, however, flashed up in a rage and did not even let Miller finish what he was saying.
"No," he interrupted him, "drop that: I have only just been speaking to you about tact and you immediately show your tactlessness. Drop it!"
Svinyin changed his tone to one that was dry and official and added with great firmness:
"And since you, yourself, are not without blame, and are, in fact, even guilty because you display a mildness that does not become an army man and that trait is reflected in the behaviour of your subordinates, I order you to attend the punishment in person and to insist that it be carried out properly, as strictly as possible. And please be good enough to order the flogging to be administered by young soldiers recently sent to us from the army as the old hands are all infected by the liberalism of the guards: they do not flog their comrades but only flick the fleas off their backs. I will ride over myself and see how the guilty man is handled."
There could not be, of course, any evasion of direct orders issued by a superior officer, and kind-hearted Miller had to carry out with precision the order given him by his battalion commander.
The company was assembled on the square at the Izmailovo barracks and issued with birch rods. Postnikov was brought out of his cell and "handled" with the willing assistance of younger soldiers recently transferred from the army. These men, unspoiled by guards' liberalism, put all the points sur les i with the absolute perfection laid down by the battalion commander. Postnikov was immediately carried from the execution ground to the hospital on the greatcoat on which they had flogged him.
CHAPTER THE FIFTEENTH

Battalion Commander Svinyin, on receipt of the report that the punishment had been administered, himself paid a paternal visit to Postnikov in hospital and to his great satisfaction had ample evidence that his orders had been scrupulously fulfilled. The compassionate and nervous Postnikov had been "handled" thoroughly. Svinyin was pleased and ordered the punished man to be given a pound of sugar and a quarter of pound of tea at his expense to help towards his recovery. Postnikov, lying on his cot, heard the order about the tea and answered:
"I'm very pleased, sir, and thank you for your fatherly kindness."
And he really was "very pleased" for during the three days he had spent in the cells he had been expecting something much worse. Two hundred strokes in those brutal times was nothing compared with the punishments inflicted on men by order of the courts-martial; some such punishment would also have been the fate of Postnikov if the above-mentioned bold and tactful evolutions had not been performed.
This, however, is still not the last of those pleased with the outcome of the event we have related.
CHAPTER THE SIXTEENTH

The story of Postnikov's brave deed made the rounds of Petersburg circles by all sorts of underground channels, for in those days when news was scarce the capital lived in an atmosphere of constant gossip. Transmitted by word of mouth the name of the real hero, Private Postnikov, was lost, but the episode itself grew in size and acquired a most romantic character.
It was said that some very unusual swimmer had come swimming across the river towards the palace from the direction of the Peter and Paul Fortress and that one of the palace sentries had fired and wounded the swimmer and that a passing Invalid officer had jumped into the water and rescued the wounded man for which one of them received the reward and the other the punishment he merited. This silly rumour even reached the episcopal palace where at that time there lived a Metropolitan of the Church, a cautious man not absolutely indifferent to "worldly events," and who showed Christian good will towards the pious Moscow family of the Svinyins.
The story of the shooting did not seem plausible to the perspicacious priest. And who was the swimmer of the night? If he was an escaped convict then why was the sentry punished for shooting him as he swam across the Neva from the fortress? If it was not a convict but some other mysterious man who had to be rescued from the Neva, then how did the sentry know about him? It was impossible for things to have occurred in the way the idle talk of the town depicted them. Worldly people have a very thoughtless attitude to many things and are fond of "idle chatter," but those who inhabit the cloisters and the episcopal palace have a much more serious attitude and know the real truth concerning all affairs of the world.
CHAPTER THE SEVENTEENTH

On one occasion when Svinyin visited the Metropolitan to receive his blessing, his right reverend host spoke "incidentally, about the shooting." Svinyin told him the whole truth which, as we know, bore no relation to that which was said elsewhere "incidentally, about the shooting."
The Metropolitan listened to the real story in silence, counting over his white beads and never once taking his eyes off Svinyin. When the latter had finished the Metropolitan asked in his softly murmuring tones:
"It is to be assumed from what you have said that this story has not been told everywhere in conformity with the whole truth?"
Svinyin hesitated and then evaded the question by saying that General Kokoshkin and not he had made the report.
The Metropolitan ran the beads through his waxlike fingers several times and then murmured:
"A distinction must be made between a lie and an incomplete truth."
Again the beads moved, again there was silence and at last came the softly murmuring speech:
"An incomplete truth is not; a lie. But least of all does that matter."
"That is so," said Svinyin, encouraged. "I, of course, am most of all worried at having had to punish that soldier who, although he neglected his duty. . . ."
The beads and again the murmuring speech by way of interruption:
"Duty must never be neglected."
"True, but it was done out of the goodness of his heart, out of pity, and also in a magnificent struggle against danger: he realized that in saving the life of another man he was ruining himself. . . . This was a lofty and sacred feeling!"
"That which is sacred is known to the Lord. Corporal punishment inflicted on the common folk is not fatal and does not stand in contradiction either to the customs of the nations or to the spirit of Holy Scripture. It is easier to bear the blows of a stick on a rude body than refined suffering of the spirit. In this respect justice did not suffer at your hands."
"But he has been deprived of his reward for saving life."
"Saving life is not a merit but rather a duty. He who could save somebody and did not is punished by the law; he who has saved has done his duty."
A pause, the beads and then the murmuring speech again.
"It may be better for a soldier to suffer indignity and hurt for his brave deeds than to be rewarded with a medal. That, however, which is of the greatest importance in this matter, is to preserve the necessary caution and never again to mention what has been said to anybody concerning this matter."
Apparently the Metropolitan was also pleased.
CHAPTER THE EIGHTEENTH

If I were possessed of the audacity of Heaven's chosen few, who, because of their great faith, have been granted the power to penetrate into the mysteries of God's will, I should probably dare to permit myself the assumption that most likely the Lord himself was pleased with the behaviour of the humble spirit of his creature Postnikov. My faith, however, is insufficient; it does not permit my mind to penetrate such lofty spheres: I confine myself to things of this earth. I have in mind those mortals who love goodness for its own sake and do not expect any reward now or hereafter for their goodness. These straightforward and honest people should, I believe, find pleasure in the sacred outburst of love and the no less sacred patience of the humble hero of my truthful and artless story.
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