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ing the corner by the meeting-house, he spied the head of Faith, with
the pink ribbons, gazing anxiously forth, and bursting into such joy at
sight of him that she skipped along the street and almost kissed her
husband before the whole village. But Goodman Brown looked
sternly and sadly into her face, and passed on without a greeting.

Had Goodman Brown fallen asleep in the forest and only dreamed
a wild dream of a witch-meeting?

Be it so if you will; but, alas! it was a dream of evil omen for young
Goodman Brown. A stern, a sad, a darkly meditative, a distrustful, if
not a desperate man did he become from the night of that fearful
dream. On the Sabbath day, when the congregation were singing a
holy psalm, he could not listen because an anthem of sin rushed
loudly upon his ear and drowned all the blessed strain. When the
minister spoke from the pulpit with power and fervid eloquence, and,
with his hand on the open Bible, of the sacred truths of our religion,
and of saint-like lives and triumphant deaths, and of future bliss or
misery unutterable, then did Goodman Brown turn pale, dreading
lest the roof should thunder down upon the gray blasphemer and his
hearers. Often, awaking suddenly at midnight, he shrank from the
bosom of Faith; and at morning or eventide, when the family knelt
down at prayer, he scowled and muttered to himself, and gazed
sternly at his wife, and turned away. And when he had lived long, and
was borne to his grave a hoary corpse, followed by Faith, an aged
woman, and children and grandchildren, a goodly procession,
besides neighbors not a few, they carved no hopeful verse upon his
tombstone, for his dying hour was gloom.

NIKOLATI VASILYEVICH GoGgolL
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(Nos, 1835)

Up to this point, I have focused on sinister, macabre, and horrifying
themes. To change the atmosphere and represent visionary humnor, 1 —pre»
sent this marvelous tale by Gogol (1809-1852), which develops one of
the preeminent themes of fantastic literature a body part that separates
and acts independently from the rest of the body. But that discovery is
not what makes “The Nose” a masterpiece; it is set apart by virtuye 0]} its
bower, its inventiveness, and what is unforeseeable about it sentence by
sentence. Gogol's laughter, as we know, is always subtly bitter: as, for
instance, in the attempts to reattach the relocated nose to the face.

In one way, this text is separate from the genre. Fantastic stovies usu-
ally have an irreproachable internal logic, but Gogol happily mocks all
logic, even more than Hoffmann, who is the direct inspiration for this
verrs of bis. If we enter into the symbolic elements in the tale, we see
that this nose—like the shadow in Chamisso—does not allow itself to
be enclosed within a single interpretation. The story is, no doubt, a

satire of the functionary decorum of the Russian bureaucracy, but to say
that is really to say nothing.
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Gogol's entire fantastic production should be included in this anthol-
0gy, from the early peasant tales about fear (like “Vij,” the marvelous
story of the seminary student seduced by the witch) to an example more
closely related to the typology of the Romantic fantastic, such as “The
Portrait,” notable because it exists in two versions (1835 and 1836),
and its intent is decidedly moral.

CHAPTER 1

N INCREDIBLE THING happened in Petersburg on March 25th.

Ivan Yakovlevich, the barber on Voznesensky Avenue (his last

name has been lost and does not even figure on the signboard
bearing a picture of a gentleman with a soapy cheek and the inscrip-
tion WE ALSO LET BLOOD HERE), woke up rather early and detected a
smell of newly baked bread. He raised himself a little and saw that his
wife, a quite respectable woman and one extremely fond of coffee,
was taking fresh rolls out of the oven.

“Praskovia Osipovna,” he said to his wife, “no coffee for me this
morning. I'll have a hot roll with onions instead.”

Actually Ivan Yakovlevich would have liked both but he knew his
wife frowned on such whims. And, sure enough, she thought:

“It’s fine with me if the fool wants bread. That’ll leave me another
cup of coffee.”

And she tossed a roll onto the table.

Mindful of his manners, Ivan Yakovlevich put his frock coat on
over his nightshirt, seated himself at the table, poured some salt, got a
couple of onions, took a knife and, assuming a dignified expression,
proceeded to cut the roll in two.

Suddenly he stopped, surprised. There was something whitish in
the middle of the roll. He poked at it with his knife, then felt it with
his finger.

“It’s quite compact . . .” he muttered under his breath. “Whatever
canit ber ...”

He thrust in two fingers this time and pulled it out. It was a nose.

He almost fell off his chair. Then he rubbed his eyes and felt the
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thing again. It was a nose all right, no doubt about it. And, what’s
more, a nose that had something familiar about it. His features
expressed intense horror.

But the intensity of the barber’s horror was nothing compared with
the intensity of his wife’s indignation.

“Where,” she screamed, “did you lop off that nose, you beast?
You crook,” she shouted, “you drunkard! I’ll report you to the police
myself, you thug! Three customers have complained to me before
this about the way you keep pulling their noses when you shave them,
so that it's a wonder they manage to stay on at all.”

But Ivan Yakovlevich, at that moment more dead than alive, was
immune to her attack. He had remembered where he had seen the
nose before and it was on none other than Collegiate Assessor
Kovalev, whom he shaved regularly each Wednesday and Sunday.

“Wait, my dear, I'll wrap it in a rag and put it away somewhere in a
corner. Let it stay there for a while, then T'll take it away.”

“I won'’t even listen to you! Do you really imagine that I'll allow a
cut-off nose to remain in my place, you old crumb! All you can do is
strop your damn razor and when it comes to your duties, you’re no
good. You stupid, lousy, skirt-chasing scum! So you want me to get
into trouble with the police for your sake? Is that it, you dirty mug?
You're a stupid log, you know. Get it out of here. Do what you like
with it, you hear me, but don’t let me ever see it here again.”

The barber stood there dumfounded. He thought and thought but
couldn’t think of anything.

“I'll be damned if T know how it happened,” he said in the end,
scratching behind his ear. “Was I drunk last night when T came
home? I'm not sure. Anyway, it all sounds quite mad: bread is a
baked product while a nose is something else again. Makes no sense
tome....”

So he fell silent. The thought that the police would find the nose
on him and accuse him drove him to despair. He could already see
the beautiful silver-braided, scarlet collars of the police and started
trembling all over.

Still, in the end he stirred and went to get his trousers and his
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boots. He pulled on these sorry garments, wrapped the nose in a rag,
and left under Praskovia Osipovna’s unendearing barrage of recrimi-
nations.

He wanted to get rid of the nose, to leave it under a seat, stick it in
a doorway, or just drop it as if by accident and then rush down a side
street. But he kept meeting acquaintances who immediately pro-
ceeded to inquire where he was going or whom he was planning to
shave so early in the morning, and he missed every opportunity. At
one point he actually dropped the nose, but a watchman pointed to it
with his halberd and informed him that he’d lost something. And
Ivan Yakovlevich had to pick up the nose and stuff it back into his
pocket. Things began to look completely hopeless for him when the
stores began opening and the streets became more and more
crowded.

Then he decided to try throwing the nose into the Neva from the
Isakievsky Bridge. . . .

But, at this point, we should say a few words about Ivan Yakovle-
vich, 2 man who had a number of good points.

Like every self-respecting Russian tradesman, Ivan Yakovlevich
was a terrible drunkard. And although he shaved other people’s chins
every day, his own looked permanently unshaven. His frock coat (he
never wore an ordinary coat) was piebald. That is to say, it had been
black originally but now it was studded with yellowish brown and
gray spots. His collar was shiny and three threads dangling from his
coat indicated where the missing buttons should have been. Ivan
Yakovlevich was a terrible cynic.

While being shaved the collegiate assessor often complained:

“Your hands always stink, Tvan Yakovlevich!”

He would answer: “How can they stink?”

“I don’t know how, man, but they stink!” the other would say.

In answer Ivan Yakovlevich would take a pinch of snuff and pro-
ceed to soap Kovalev’s cheeks and under his nose and behind his ears
and under his chin, in fact, anywhere he felt like.

By and by, this worthy citizen reached the Isakievsky Bridge. He
glanced around and then, leaning over the parapet, peered under the



202 FanTtastic TALES
bridge as if to ascertain the whereabouts of some fish. But a.ctually he
discreetly dropped the rag containing the nose. He felt asif a th‘reT-
hundred-pound weight had been taken off his back. He let out a little
laugh and, instead of going back to shave the chins of g.overnment
employees, he decided he had to recuperate. He was setting out for
an establishment which operated under the sign MEALS AND TEA,.tO
treat himself to a glass of punch, when all of a sudden he saw a police
inspector of most imposing appearance—handlebar mustachef three-
cornered hat, saber and all. He froze in his tracks. The policeman
beckoned to him and said:
' »
“Just step over here, fellow! ‘ ‘
Having great respect for this particular uniform, Ivan Yakovlevich
pulled off his cap while he was still a good distance away, trotted
toward the policeman and said:
“Good morning, officer.”
“Instead of good morning, you'd better tell me what you were
doing in the middle of the bridge over there.”
«] was on my way to shave people, officer, and I wanted to see
whether the current was fast—" o )
“You're lying, man. You won't get away with it. You’d better
answer my question.” )
“Officer, I'll give you two . .. no, three free shaves every week . ..
what do you say, officer?” said Tvan Yakovlevich. N
“Not a chance. I have three barbers to shave me as it is. Al'ld they
consider it a great honor, too. So you get on with it and explain what
you were doing.” o
Tvan Yakovlevich turned ashen. . .. But here the incident becomes

befogged and it is completely unknown what happened after this
point.
CHAPTER 2

That morning Collegiate Assessor Kovalev had awa1.<ened rather
early. He went brrr . . . brrr with his lips as he always did upon wak-
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ing, although he himself could not explain why. He stretched himself
and asked his man for the small mirror that stood on his dressing
table. He needed it to examine a pimple that had broken out on his
nose the day before. But he was bewildered to find that instead of his
nose there was nothing but a bare smooth surface. Horrified, he
asked for water and rubbed his eyes with a towel. There was no
doubt about it: his nose was not there. He felt himself all over to
make sure he was not asleep. It seemed he wasn’t. Collegiate Assessor
Kovalev jumped up then and shook himself. Still no nose. He called
for his clothes and rushed directly to the police inspector.

But, in the meantime, a few things should be said about Kovalev to
show what sort of collegiate assessor he was. Collegiate assessors who
reach their positions by obtaining academic degrees cannot be com-
pared with the collegiate assessors that used to be appointed in the
Caucasus. They are two completely unrelated species. The collegiate
assessors equipped with learning . . .

But Russia is a strange place and if we say something about one
collegiate assessor, all of them, from Riga to Kamchatka, will take it
personally. The same is true of all vocations and ranks.

Kovalev was a Caucasus-made collegiate assessor. Moreover, he
had been a collegiate assessor for only two years. In order to feel dis-
tinguished and important he never referred to himself as a collegiate
assessor but employed the equivalent military rank of major.

“Look here, my good woman,” he used to say when he met a
woman selling shirt fronts in the street, “I want you to deliver them to
my place. I live on Sadovaya Street. Just ask for Major Kovalev’s, any-
body’ll show you.”

And if he met someone pretty, he would whisper to her discreetly:
“You just ask for Major Kovalev’s apartment, deary.”

As a rule, Major Kovalev went out for a daily walk along Nevsky
Avenue. The collar of his shirt was always clean and well starched. He
had whiskers such as are still to be found on provincial surveyors,
and architects if they happen to be Russian, among persons perform-
ing various police functions, and, in general, on men who have
full faces, ruddy cheeks, and play a strong hand at certain games of
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chance. Whiskers of this type flow straight across the middle of the
cheek up to the very nostrils. .

Major Kovalev always carried with him a great quantlty'of seals,
both seals engraved with coats of arms and others on which were
carved WEDNESDAY, THURSDAY, MONDAY, and that sort of thing. He had
come to Petersburg on business, namely, to find a position commen-
surate with his rank. He hoped, if lucky, to get a Vice-Govern'or'shlp;
otherwise, he would consider a post as executive in some administra-
tion. Nor was Major Kovalev averse to matrimony, as long as the
bride happened to have a capital of about two hundred thousand
rubles. |

And now that all this has been said about the major, it can be
imagined how he felt when, instead of a quite acceptable-looking,
medium-sized nose, he found an absurd, smooth flatness.

And, to make things worse, there was not a cab to be seen in th.e
street and he was forced to walk all the way wrapped in his cloak, his
face covered with a handkerchief, pretending he was bleeding, and

repeating to himself: ‘
“Maybe it’s just imagination. How could I possibly have lost my

»

nose so stupidly? . . . .

He entered a tearoom simply to have a look in a mirror. Fortu-
nately the place was empty except for waiters sweeping the floor and
moving chairs around and some others who, with sleepy eyes, were
carrying trays with hot buns somewhere. Yesterday’s newspapers
spotted with coffee were strewn around on tables and chairs.

“Well, thank heaven there’s no one here,” he said. “I'll be able to
have a look.”

Gingerly he approached the mirror and looked. '

“Filth,” he said, spitting, “goddammit. If only there was something
to take the nose’s place! But it’s completely blank!”

He bit his lip in anger and, leaving the tearoom, decided that, con-
trary to his usual custom, he wouldn’t look at the people he met or
smile at anyone. Suddenly he stopped dead near the entrance door of
a house. An incredible sequence of events unrolled before his eyes. A
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carriage stopped at the house entrance. Its door opened. A uni-
formed gentleman appeared. Stooping, he jumped out of the car-
riage, ran up the steps and entered the house. A combination of
horror and amazement swept over Kovalev when he recognized the
stranger as his own nose. At this eerie sight, everything swayed before
his eyes. But although he could hardly stand on his feet, he felt com-
pelled to wait until the nose returned to the carriage. He waited,
shaking as though he had malaria,

After two minutes or so, the nose emerged from the house. He
wore a gold-braided, brightly colored uniform, buckskin breeches, a
three-cornered hat, and a saber. The plumes on his hat indicated the
rank of state councilor. From everything else it could be inferred that
he was setting off on some sort of official visit. He looked left, then
right, called out to the coachman to bring the carriage up to the very
door, got in and was off,

This almost drove poor Kovalev insane. He could no longer think
coherently about the whole affair No, really, how was it possible
that the nose, until yesterday on his face, utterly incapable of walk-
ing or driving around, should show up like this today and, what’s
more, wearing a uniform! And Kovalev ran after the carriage, which,
luckily for him, did not have far to go. It stopped before Kazan
Cathedral.

Kovalev reached the spot and, rushing after the nose, had to elbow
his way through a throng of old beggar-women who used to make
him laugh because of the way they kept their faces completely
wrapped in rags, leaving only slits for their eyes. He entered the
cathedral. There were a few worshippers around, all standing near
the entrance. Kovalev was in such a depressed state that he could not
possibly muster the strength to pray and instead his eyes scrutinized
every recess in search of the gentleman. Finally he discovered him
standing in a corner. The nose’s face was completely concealed by his
high, stand-up collar and he was praying with an expression of the
utmost piety.

“How shall T address him?” Kovalev wondered. “From his uni-
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form, his hat, everything about him, he must be a state councilor.
Damned if I know what to do. .. .”

He approached and cleared his throat. But the nose never even
changed his pious posture and remained absorbed in his worship.

“Excuse me, sir . . .” Kovalev said, scraping up all his courage.

“Yes?” the nose said, turning around.

“I don’t know how to put it, sir . . . [ would say . . . it seems . . . it
seems you ought to know where you belong, and where do I find
you? Of all places, in church. You must surely agree—"

“Pardon me, but I can make neither head nor tail of what you're
saying. Just what do you want?”

Kovalev tried to think how he could explain to the nose what he
had in mind and, taking a deep breath, said:

“Of course, sir, for my part . . . but, after all, I am a major, you
know, and it’s most improper, in my position, to walk around without
a nose. Some old woman selling peeled oranges by the Voskresensky
Bridge might be able to get along without a nose. But for someone
who is almost certain of a high administrative appointment . . . you
can judge for yourself, sir. I really fail to understand . . .” At this point
Kovalev shrugged. “You'll excuse me, but if this affair were handled
according to the code of honor and duty . . . You can see for your-
self—"

“I don’t see anything,” the nose said. “Kindly come to the point.”

“Sir,” Kovalev said with dignity, “I don’t know how to interpret
your words. The matter is quite clear, I believe. Unless you are trying
... Don’t you realize that you are my nose?”

The nose looked at the major and frowned slightly.

“You’re mistaken, sir. 'm all on my own. Moreover, there couldn’t
possibly have been close relations between us. Judging by your dress,
you must be employed by the Senate, or possibly by the Ministry of
Justice, whereas my field is science.”

And having said this, the nose turned away and resumed his
prayers.

Kovalev was now completely at a loss. Then he heard the pleasant
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rustle of a feminine dress. He saw a middle-aged lady covered with
lace and, with her, a pretty, slender thing in a white dress which set
off a very moving waistline, and with a straw hat as light as whipped
cream. Behind them walked a tall man with side whiskers and a very
complicated collar.

Kovalev worked his way toward them, pulled up the spotless collar
of his shirt front to make sure it showed, straightened the seals that
hung on a golden chain, and concentrated his attention on the young
lady who, like a spring blossom, raised her white hand with its half-
transparent fingers to her forehead. And Kovalev’s smile spread twice
as wide when, under the hat, he made out a chin of a tender white-
ness and a cheek touched by the early spring coloring of a rose. But
then he jumped back as though burned. He had remembered that
instead of a nose he had absolutely nothing, and the tears sprang to
his eyes.

He turned to the gentleman dressed as a state councilor to tell him
that he was nothing but a fraud and a crook, nothing but his,
Kovalev’s, personally owned nose.

But the nose was nowhere to be seen. He must have driven off on
another official visit.

Kovalev was in despair. He retraced his steps, stopped for a while
under the colonnade, and looked intently around him in the hope of
catching sight of the nose. He remembered that the nose had had a
plumed hat and a gold-braided uniform, but he hadn’t noticed his
greatcoat, or the color of his carriage, or his horses, or even whether
he had had a footman up behind him and, if so, what livery he wore.
And then there were so many carriages rushing back and forth, all
going so fast that he would have had difficulty in picking one out and
no way of stopping it anyway. It was a lovely sunny day. Nevsky
Avenue was thronged with people; from the central police station to
Anichkin Bridge, ladies poured over the sidewalks in a colorful cas-
cade. There went an acquaintance of his, a court councilor, whom he
addressed as Lieutenant-Colonel, especially in the presence of out-
siders. Then Kovalev saw Yaryzhkin, head clerk in the Senate, a good
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friend who always lost whenever they played cards together. And
there was another major, another Caucasus-made collegiate assessor,
beckoning . . .
“Goddammit,” Kovalev said, “what the hell does he want from
me? Cabbie! To the police commissioner’s!” '
He got into the cab and kept exhorting the cabbie again and again:
“Come on, let’s go! Quick! Now turn into Ivanovskaya Street.”

“Is the Commissioner in?” he called out, as soon as he entered the

house.

“No, sir,” the doorman answered. “He left only a minute ago.”

“That’s really too much. . ..”

“Yes, sir,” the doorman said. “If you’d come a minute earlier,
you’d have caught him.”

Kovalev, still holding his handkerchief to his face, got back into the
cab and shouted in a desperate voice:

“Get going.”

“Where to?”

“Straight ahead.”

“Straight ahead? But this is a dead end. Shall I go right or left?”

Kovalev was caught off balance and forced to give the matter some
thought. In his position, he ought first to go to the National Security
Administration, not because it was directly connected with the
police, but because its orders would be acted on more rapidly than
those of others.

Certainly it was no use taking his grievance to the scientific depart-
ment where the nose claimed to have a post. At best, it would be
unwise, since, judging by his statement that he had never seen
Kovalev before, it was obvious that he held nothing sacred and he
might lie whenever he found it convenient. So Kovalev was about' to
tell the cabman to drive him to the National Security Administration
when it occurred to him that the crook and impostor, who had just
behaved so unscrupulously toward him, might very well try to slip
out of town, in which case finding him would be quite hopeless or
would take, God forbid, a whole month perhaps. Finally, he had what
seemed like a divine inspiration. He decided to go straight to the
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Press Building to have an advertisement put in the papers with a
detailed description of the nose in all his aspects, so that anyone who
met him could turn him over to Kovalev, or at least inform him of the
nose’s whereabouts. So, having decided this, he told the cabman to
take him to the Press Building and, during the entire ride, he kept
pommeling him on the back with his fist and shouting:

“Faster, damn you! Faster!”

“Really, sir!” the cabman said, shaking his head and flicking the
reins at his horse, which had hair as long as a lap dogs.

At last the cab came to a stop, and Kovalev, panting, burst into the
small outer office where a gray-haired, bespectacled employee in an
ancient frock coat was seated at a table, his pen clenched between his
teeth, counting out the change someone had paid in.

“Who handles advertisements here” shouted Kovalev. “Ah,” he
said, “good morning!”

“Good morning, sir,” the gray-haired employee said, raising his
eyes for a moment and lowering them again to the little piles of coins
before him.

“I want to insert—"

“Excuse me. Would you mind waiting just a moment, please,” the
employee said, writing down a figure with his right hand while his left
hand moved two beads on his abacus,

A footman, whose gold-braided livery and whole appearance testi-
fied to his service in an aristocratic house, stood by the old employee
holding a piece of paper in his hand and, to prove his worldliness,
started chattering away:

“Believe me, I'm quite sure the mutt isn’t worth eighty kopeks. In
fact, I wouldn’t give eight kopeks, if you ask me. But the Countess

loves that cur—she has to if she’s willing to give a hundred rubles to
the person who finds it. Since we are among people who understand,
I'll tell you one thing: it’s all a matter of taste. I can understand a dog
lover. But then, go and get a deerhound or maybe a poodle. Then, if
you want to spend five hundred or a thousand on it, it’s only natural.
But, in my opinion, when you pay you are entitled to a real dog. . . .”
The elderly employee was listening to this speech with an impor-
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tant expression and was counting the number of letters in the text of
the advertisement the manservant had handed him. The room was
full of old women, shopkeepers, and doormen, all holding pieces of
paper on which advertisements had been written out. In one a coach-
man, sober and dependable, was for hire; another announced that a
carriage with very little mileage, brought from Paris in 1814, was for
sale; a nineteen-year-old girl, a washer-woman’s assistant, but suitable
for other work too, wanted employment; also for sale were an excel-
lent hansom cab (one spring missing) and a young, seventeen-year-
old dappled-gray horse, as well as a consignment of turnip and radish
seeds straight from London, a summer house with a two-carriage
coach house, and a piece of land very suitable for planting a lovely
birch wood. Another advertisement invited persons desirous of buy-
ing secondhand shoe soles to present themselves in a certain
salesroom between 8 a.m. and 3 p.m.

The reception room in which all these people waited was quite
small and the air was getting stuffy. But the smell didn’t bother Colle-
giate Assessor Kovalev because he kept his face covered with a hand-
kerchief and also because his nose happened to be God knew where.

“Excuse me, sir . . . I don’t want to bother you, but this is an emer-
gency,” he said impatiently at last.

“Wait, wait . . . two rubles, forty-three kopeks, please. One minute,
please! . . . One ruble, sixty-four, over there . . .” the old employee
said, shoving sheets of paper under the noses of porters and old
women. “Now, what can I do for you?” he said finally, turning to
Kovalev.

“I wanted,” Kovalev said, “to ask you to . . . a fraud, or perhaps a
theft, has been committed. I'm still not clear. T want you to run an
advertisement simply saying that whoever delivers that robber to me
will get a handsome reward.”

“Your name, please.”

“My name? What for? I can’t tell you my name. I have too many
acquaintances, such as Mrs. Chekhtareva, the wife of a civil servant,
and Palageya Grigorievna Podtochina, who’s married to Captain
Podtochin, an officer on the Army General Staff. . . . Suppose they
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found out, God forbid. Write simply ‘a collegiate assessor’ or, better
still, ‘a major.” ”

“And the runaway, was he a household serf?”

“A household serf. That wouldn’t be half so vicious a crime. The
runaway is my nose . . . yes, my own nose. . ..”

“Hm . .. odd name. And now may I inquire the sum, the amount,
of which this Mr. Nose has defrauded you?”

“No, no, you don’t understand. I said nose. My own nose, which
has disappeared God knows where. I am the victim of some foul
joke....”

“But how could it disappear? I still don’t understand, sir.”

“Well, T can’t explain how, but the main thing is that he mustn’t go
all over town impersonating a state councilor. That’s why I want you
to advertise that anyone who catches him should contact me as
quickly as possible. Besides, imagine how I feel with such a conspicu-
ous part of my body missing. It’s not just a matter of, say, a toe. You
could simply stick your foot into your shoe and no one would be the
wiser. On Thursdays, I usually visit Mrs. Chekhtareva, the wife of a
state councilor. . . . And Mrs, Podtochina, the wife of the staff officer,
has an extremely pretty daughter. They are close friends of mine, you
see, and now tell me, what am I to do? . . . How can I show myself to
them?”

The employee was thinking hard, as could be seen from his tightly
pressed lips.

“I am sorry, sir, but I cannot accept your advertisement,” he said,
after a long silence.

“What'’s that! Why?”

“I just can’t. A newspaper could lose its good name if everybody
started advertising vagrant noses. . . . No, sir, as it is, too many absur-
dities and unfounded rumors manage to slip into print.”

“Why is it absurd? I don’t see anything so unusual about it.”

“It may look that way to you. But just let me tell you . . . Last week,
for instance, a government employee came to see me just as you have
now. I even remember that his advertisement came to two rubles,
seventy-three kopeks. But what it all boiled down to was that a black
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poodle had run away. You’d think there was nothing to it, wouldn’t
you? But wait. Turned out to be deliberate libel because the poodle
in question happened to be the treasurer of I can’t recall exactly
what.”

“But listen, I’'m not advertising about a poodle but about my own
nose which is the same as myself.”

“Sorry, I can’t accept the advertisement.”

“But I have lost my nose!”

“If you have, it is a matter for a doctor. I've heard that there are
specialists who can fit you with any sort of nose you want. But I'm
beginning to think that you are one of these cheerful people who likes
to have his little joke.”

“But I swear to you by all that’s holy! And if it comes to that, I'll
show you.”

“Why take the trouble,” the employee said, taking a pinch of snuff.
“But then, after all, if you really don’t mind,” he added, making a
slight movement indicating curiosity, “why, I wouldn’t mind having a
look.”

Kovalev removed the handkerchief from his face. v

“My! It 75 strange!” the employee said. “Why, it’s as flat as a fresh-
cooked pancake, incredibly smooth!”

“Well, now you won’t refuse to run my advertisement, will you? It
simply must be published. I will be very much obliged to you, and
I’m very happy that this accident has given me a chance to make your
acquaintance. . ..”

The major, it can be seen, had decided that he’d better make up to
him a bit.

“Certainly, running it is no great problem,” the employee said,
“but I don’t see that it would do you any good. However, if you abso-
lutely want to see it in print, why not entrust it to someone who can
really write and ask him to present it as a rare natural phenomenon
and have it published in the Northern Bee”—here he took another
pinch of snuff—“for the edification of the young”—here he wiped
his nose—*“or just as a matter of general interest.”

The collegiate assessor was taken aback. He lowered his eyes and

The Nose 213

his glance happened to fall on the theatrical announcements at the
bottom of the page of a newspaper. His face was just about to break
into a smile at the sight of the name of a very pretty actress and his
hand had already plunged into his pocket to see whether he had a
five-ruble bill on him, since, in his opinion, an officer of his rank
should sit in the stalls, when he remembered the nose and everything
was ruined.

The employee, too, seemed touched by Kovalev’s awkward posi-
tion. To alleviate his distress, he thought it would be appropriate to
express his sympathy in a few words:

“I’m very sorry that such a painful thing should have happened to
you. Perhaps you’d feel better if you took a pinch of snuff. It eases
people’s headaches and cheers them up. It’s even good for hemor-
rhoids.”

As he said this, the employee offered Kovalev his snuff-box, rather
deftly folding back the lid which had a picture on it of some lady in a
hat.

At this unintentional provocation, Kovalev’s patience snapped.

“I simply don’t understand how you can make a joke of it,” he said
angrily. “Can’t you see that I am missing just what I would need to
take a pinch of snuff with? You know what you can do with your
snuff! [ can’t even look at it now, especially not at your cheap
Berezinsky brand. You might at least have offered me something bet-
ter....”
Incensed, he rushed out of the Press Building. He decided to take
his case to the borough Police Commissioner.

At the moment when Kovalev entered the office of the Commis-
sioner, the latter had just finished stretching himself and reflecting:

“I might as well treat myself to a nap. A couple of hours or so.”

Thus it would have been easy to predict that the major’s visit was
rather poorly timed. Incidentally, the Commissioner, though a great
lover of the arts and of commerce, still preferred a bill put in circula-
tion by the Imperial Russian Bank over anything else. His opinion on
the matter was as follows:

“It has everything: it doesn’t have to be fed, it doesn’t take up
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much room, and, in any case, can always be fitted into a pocket. If
you drop it, it doesn’t break.”

The Commissioner was rather cold with Kovalev. Right after a
meal, he said, was not the proper time for investigations. Nature
itself, he said, dictated rest when one’s belly was full. From this, the
collegiate assessor was able to gather that the Commissioner was
rather familiar with the maxims of the wise men of antiquity.

“Moreover,” the Commissioner said, “they don’t tear noses off
decent citizens’ faces.”

Bull’s-eye! We must note here that Kovalev was quick to take
offense. He could forgive anything that was said about himself per-
sonally, but he couldn’t stand anything that he considered a slur on
his rank and position. He even held the view that, in dramatic works,
while a disparaging reference to subaltern ranks was permissible, it
became intolerable when applied to officers above the rank of cap-
tain. He was so disconcerted by the reception given him by the Com-
missioner that he shook his head slightly, shrugged, and, on his way
out, said in a dignified tone:

“Well, I must say . . . after your offensive remarks I have nothing
further to add.”

He reached home hardly able to feel his feet beneath him. It was
getting dark. After his futile search, his place looked sad and repul-
sive. As he walked in, he saw Ivan, his manservant, lying on his back
on the old leather divan in the entrance hall spitting at the ceiling—
very successfully it must be said. Ivan was hitting the same spot again
and again. But such indifference enraged Kovalev. He hit him on the
head with his hat and said bitterly:

“Swine! You think of nothing but trivialities.”

Ivan jumped up and started anxiously to help Kovalev off with his
coat.

The major went into his room and let himself fall into an armchair,
sad and exhausted. He let out a few sighs, after which he said:

“Good heavens! Why is all this happening to #e? What have I
done wrong? It would have been better to have lost an arm or a leg. It
would have been bad enough without ears, yet still bearable. But
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without a nose a man is not a man but God knows what—neither fish
nor fowl. He can’t even be a proper citizen any more. If only I had
had it lopped off during a war or in a duel or if I had been responsi-
ble for the loss. But I lost it for no reason and for nothing; I haven’t
even got a kopek out of it! No, it’s impossible,” he added after a
pause, “it is impossible that the nose could have disappeared. Incred-
ible! It is probably a dream or just a hallucination . . . maybe, by mis-
take, T drank a glassful of the vodka with which I rub my face after
shaving? That fool Ivan must have forgotten to put it away and T must
have swallowed it inadvertently.”

To prove to himself that he was really drunk, the major pinched
himself so hard that he let out a moan. The pain convinced him that
he was quite sober. Then, slowly, as though stalking something, he
approached the mirror, his eyes half closed, in the vague hope that,
who knows, perhaps the nose would be in its proper place. But
immediately he jumped away.

“What a slanderous sight!”

It was really quite bewildering. Many things get lost: a button, a sil-
ver spoon, a watch, or some such object. But to disappear just like
that. . .. And what’s more, in his own apartment! Having weighed the
matter, Major Kovalev came to what seemed to be the most likely
explanation: the culprit behind it all was Mrs. Podtochina, who
wanted him to marry her daughter. He rather enjoyed the girl’s com-
pany himself but he was just not ready for a final decision. And when
Mrs. Podtochina had told him plainly that she wanted him to marry
her daughter, he had quietly beaten a polite retreat, saying that he
was still very young and that he ought to devote another five years or
so to his career, after which he would be at least forty-two. So, proba-
bly, that was when Mrs. Podtochina had decided to maim him and
had hired witches or something for the purpose, because by no
stretch of the imagination could it be assumed that the nose had been
cut off; no one had entered his bedroom; Ivan Yakovlevich, the bar-
ber, hadn’t shaved him since Wednesday and during the rest of that
day and even on Thursday, his nose, all in one piece, had been on his
face. He was absolutely certain of it. Moreover, had the nose been cut
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off he would have felt pain and the wound could never have healed
so fast and become as smooth as a pancake. . . .

All sorts of plans clashed in his head: should he take the lady to
court or would it be better to go directly to her and denounce her to
her face? But his thoughts were interrupted by light seeping in
through the cracks in the door, indicating that Ivan had lit a candle in
the entrance hall, Soon Ivan appeared carrying the candle high above
his head, lighting up the entire room. Kovalev’s first thought was to
grab the handkerchief and cover the place where, only yesterday, the
nose had sat, so that this stupid man should not stand there gaping,
noticing the peculiar state of his master’s face.

But no sooner had Ivan left than he heard an unknown voice com-
ing from the apartment door ask:

“Does Collegiate Assessor Kovalev live here>”

“Come in. Major Kovalev is in,” Kovalev shouted, jumping up and
rushing into the hall.

It was a police officer, a quite handsome man with whiskers neither
too light nor too dark and with rather full cheeks. In fact it was the
same one who, at the beginning of this story, had been standing by
the Isakievsky Bridge.

“Did you happen to lose your nose, sir?”

“Yes, Idid.”

“It has been found.”

“Is it possible?”

Joy paralyzed the major’s tongue. He stared at the police officer
standing in front of him, the reflection of the candlelight shining on
his damp, full lips.

“How did it happen?” he managed to say at last.

“By sheer coincidence. Your nose was caught as he was getting on
the stagecoach for Riga. He had a passport made out in the name of a
government official and the strange thing is that, at first, I myself took
him for a gentleman. But luckily I had my glasses with me, so [ p}lt
them on and recognized immediately that he was a nose. The thing is,
T am very shortsighted, sir, and with you standing right in front of me
there, I can make out your face but I can’t discern your beard, or
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your nose, or anything else. My mother-in-law, that’s the mother of
my wife, can’t see a thing either.”

Kovalev was beside himself with excitement.

“Where is he? Where? I'll run over there now. . . .”

“Don’t trouble, sir. I thought you might need it, so I brought it
along. But you know, the funny part about it is that the main suspect
in the affair is the barber from Voznesensky Avenue, a crook who's
now being held at the police station. I've had my eye on him for some
time because I suspected him of being a thief and a drunkard. As a
matter of fact, he lifted a box of buttons in a store the other day. By
the way, your nose is exactly as before, sir.”

Saying this, the police officer put his hand in his pocket and
extracted the nose wrapped in a piece of paper.

“That’s it! That’s it!” Kovalev shouted. “No doubt about it! Do
come in and have some tea with me, won’t you?”

“It would be a great honour, sir, but I am afraid I can’t. I must stop
over at the house of correction—prices are going up, sir. . . . My
mother-in-law, I mean the wife’s mother, is living with me . . . we have
children too. The eldest son is particularly promising, a very clever
boy, but we have no money for his education. . . .”

When the police officer had left, the collegiate assessor remained
for some minutes in an indeterminate state, just barely able to see and
feel. It was his immense joy that had plunged him into his half-
consciousness. Very carefully he held his just-recovered nose in his
cupped hands and once again looked it over.

“Yes, that’s it, that’s it all right. And here, on the left side, is the
pimple that sprang up the other day.”

The major almost shouted with pleasure.

But there is nothing long-lived in this world and one’s joy in the
minute that follows the first is no longer as vivid. It further weakens
during the third and finally dissolves into one’s everyday state just as
the circles produced on the surface of a pond by the fall of a pebble
dissolve into the smooth surface. Kovalev began to ponder and rea-
lized that his troubles were not quite over: the nose had been found.
That was fine; but it still had to be put back, fixed in its old place.
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“And what if it doesn’t stick?”

As he asked himself this question, the major turned white.

With inexpressible anxiety he leapt toward his dressing table and
pulled the mirror closer, fearing that he would stick the nose on
crooked. His hands trembled. Finally, with infinite hesitations and
precautions he pressed the nose into place. Oh, horror! It wouldn’t
stick! He brought it close to his mouth and warmed it slightly with
his breath. Then he placed it again on top of the smooth area
between his two cheeks. But the nose would not stay on.

“Come on! Come on now! Stick—you fool!” Kovalev told the
nose again and again. But the nose felt as if it were made of wood and
kept falling off. And as it hit the dressing table it produced a queer
light sound, like a cork. The major’s face twisted spasmodically. Panic
pervaded him.

“Can it possibly zot stick?”

He repeatedly pressed the nose against the approximate spot, but
his efforts were futile. Then he decided to send Ivan to fetch the doc-
tor who occupied the best apartment in the house where the major
lived.

The doctor was a fine figure of a man. He had pitch-black whiskers
and a quite fresh and healthy wife. Furthermore, he ate fresh apples
in the morning and kept his mouth in a state of incredible cleanliness,
rinsing it for about three-quarters of an hour at a time and then
brushing his teeth with five different kinds of toothbrush.

The doctor arrived within the minute. Having asked the major
how long ago the misfortune had struck, he grabbed him by the chin
and tweaked him so hard on the former site of his nose that Kovalev
recoiled violently and banged the back of his head against the wall.
The doctor said that it was quite all right and, advising him to move a
bit further away from the wall, ordered him to bend his head to the
right, felt the spot vacated by the nose with his fingers and said,
“Hmmm . . .” Then he asked him to bend his head to the left,
touched the spot again and said, “Hmmm. . . .” Finally the doctor
delivered another tweak with his thumb and forefinger, making
Kovalev toss up his head like a horse whose teeth are being inspected.
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Having thus completed his examination, the doctor shook his head
and declared:

“No. Can’t be done. You’d better stay as you are or your condition
might deteriorate even further. Of course, it is possible to stick it on. I
could have stuck it on now. But, take my advice, that would make it
worse for you.”

“That’s fine! And how can I stay without a nose? And how could I
be worse off than T am? It is absolutely disgusting! And where can I
show myself in this obscene condition? I have an active social life.
Why, even today I was invited to two important parties. And I have
many connections . . . Mrs. Chekhtareva, the wife of a state councilor,
Mrs. Podtochina, the wife of a senior army officer . . . although after
this business I don’t want to have anything to do with her, except
through the police. . ..”

And Kovalev added imploringly:

“Do me a great favor, Doctor, can’t you think of a way? Make it
stick somehow. It doesn’t matter if it doesn’t hold too well—just as
long as it stays on somehow. I could even support it with my hand in
case of emergency. I don’t even dance, you know, and so couldn’t
jeopardize it by some inadvertent jerk. As to my appreciation of your
services, please rest assured that in the measure of my resources—"

“Believe it or not,” the doctor said neither too loudly nor too
softly but with persuasiveness and magnetic force, “I never dispense
my services out of material considerations. It would be contrary
to my principles and to professional ethics. True, I do charge for
my visits but only in order not to offend people by refusing to ac-
cept a fee. Of course I could stick your nose back on, but I assure
you, on my honor, if you won’t take my simple word for it, that it
will be much worse. You’re better off letting things take their na-
tural course. Wash often with cold water and I assure you that you'll
feel just as healthy without a nose as you felt with one. As to the nose,
you can put it in a jar of alcohol or, better still, add two soupspoon-
fuls of vodka and warmed-up vinegar to it. T'll bet you could make
money out of it. In fact, I'd purchase it myself if it weren’t too ex-
pensive.”
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“No, no! I'll never sell it,” shouted the desolate major, “I’d rather
it disappeared again!”

“Forgive me,” the doctor said, “T was simply trying to help. Well, I
can do no more. At least you see that I tried.”

The doctor departed with dignity. Kovalev had not even looked at
his face; dazed as he was, he was only aware of the spotless white
cuffs sticking out of the black sleeves of the doctor’s frock coat.

THE NEXT DAY Kovalev decided to write to Mrs. Podtochina asking
her to restore to him voluntarily what was rightfully his and saying
that otherwise he would be forced to lodge a complaint. The letter he
composed read as follows:

Dear Madam,

I am at a loss to understand your strange action. Rest assured
that you will achieve nothing by acting this way, and you certainly
won'’t force me to marry your daughter. Please believe me, Madam,
that I am fully aware of exactly what happened to my nose as well
as of the fact that you, and nobody else, are the prime instigator of
this affair. Its sudden detachment from its assigned place, its deser-
tion, and its masquerading first as a state councilor and then in its
natural shape is nothing but the result of witchcraft practiced by
you or by those specialized in such pursuits. For my part, | deem it
my duty to warn you that if the above-mentioned nose is not back
in its proper place this very day, I shall be forced to avail myself of
my rights and ask for the protection of the law.

I remain ,
Faithfully yours,
Platon Kovalev.

To which the lady sent an immediate reply:

My dear Platon,
I was very surprised by your letter. To be perfectly frank, I never
expected anything of this kind from you, especially your unfair
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reproaches. For your information, I have never received the state
councilor you mention at my house, either in disguise or in his nat-
ural shape. However, I did receive Philip Ivanovich, but, despite
the fact that he asked me for my daughter’s hand and was a man of
irreproachable character, sober habits, and great learning, I never
held out any hopes for him. You also mention your nose. If you
mean it symbolically, that T wanted you to stop nosing around my
daughter, i.e., that I had decided to refuse you her hand, 1 am sur-
prised at your saying such things when you are fully aware of my
feelings on the subject, namely that, if you asked for her hand for-
mally tomorrow, I would be prepared to grant your request forth-
with, since it has always been in agreement with my wishes and in
hope of which,

I remain,

Always at your service,

Alexandra Podtochina.

“She,” Kovalev said, after he had read the letter, “is certainly not
involved. Someone guilty of a crime couldn’t write such a letter.”

And the collegiate assessor knew what he was talking about
because he had taken part in several judicial investigations back in
the Caucasus.

“But then, how the devil did it happen, after all? How’ll T ever get
it straight?” he said, dropping his arms to his sides.

In the meantime, rumours about the extraordinary occurrence
spread all over the capital and, as was to be expected, not without all
sorts of embellishments. At that time people were prone to fall for
supernatural things: only a short time before, experiments with mag-
netism had caused a sensation. Also, the story about the dancing
chairs of Stables Street was still fresh, and people soon began to
repeat that Collegiate Assessor Kovalev’s nose was to be seen taking a
daily walk on Nevsky Avenue at 3:00 p.m. sharp. And every day a mul-
titude of the curious gathered there. Then someone said that the nose
was in Junker’s Department Store, and, as a result, such a melee
developed there that the police had to interfere. A shady character



222 FanTasTic¢c TALES

with side whiskers, who nevertheless looked very respectable, and
who sold all sorts of dry cakes at the entrance to the theatre, got hold
of some special wooden benches, perfectly safe to stand on, and
invited the curious to do so for a fee of eighty kopeks per person. A
highly respected colonel, who had left his home especially early for
this purpose, managed to make his way through the dense throng
with great difficulty only to see in the display window not a nose but
an ordinary woollen sweater and a lithograph of a girl pulling up her
stocking with a well-dressed gentleman wearing a waist-coat with
lapels and a small beard, a lithograph that had rested there, in the
identical spot, for more than ten years. As the colonel left, he
declared:

“It shouldn’t be allowed—befuddling people with such stupid and
improbable rumours!”

Then a rumour spread that Major Kovalev’s nose was taking prom-
enades, not on Nevsky Avenue, but in the Tavrichesky Gardens, and
that it had been doing so for some time now. In fact, even when
Khosrov Mirza lived there he used to marvel at this freak of nature.
Students from the School of Surgeons went there. One socially
prominent lady wrote a special letter to the director of the park
suggesting that he show this rare object to children, if possible
with explanations and instructions that would edify the younger
generation.

All this was quite welcome to those who never miss a party and
like to display their wit before the ladies; without it topics of conver-
sation would have been exhausted. But there was also a dissatisfied
and displeased minority among respectable people. One gentleman
said he could not understand how it was possible in our enlightened
age for such preposterous lies to be believed and that he was flabber-
gasted at the passivity of the authorities. Apparently this gentleman
was one of those who desire the government to interfere in every-
thing, including his daily fights with his wife.

Following these events . . . but here again, things become be-
clouded and what followed these events has remained completely
unknown.
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CHAPTER 3

The world is full of absolute nonsense. Sometimes it is really unbe-
lievable. Suddenly, the very nose that used to go around as a state
councilor and caused such a stir all over the city turned up, as though
nothing had happened, in its proper place, namely between the
cheeks of Major Kovalev. This happened on April 7. Waking up and
chancing to glance in the mirror, what did he see but his nose! He
grabbed it with his hand—no doubt about it—it was his nose, all
right!

“Aha!” Kovalev said.

And in his infinite joy he would have performed a jig, barefoot as
he was, had not Ivan come in at that moment. He ordered Ivan to
bring him some water to wash with and, while washing, looked again
into the mirror: he had his nose. Drying himself with his towel, he
looked again—the nose was still there!

“Here, Ivan, look, I think T have a pimple on my nose,” he said, all
the while thinking anxiously: “Wouldn’t it be terrible if Ivan came
out with something like, ‘No, sir, not only is there no pimple on your
nose, there is no nose on your face.” ”

But Ivan simply said:

“Nothing, sir, I see no pimple, the nose is clear.”

“Feels good, dammit!” the major said to himself and snapped his
fingers gaily.

At that moment, through the partly opened door, there appeared
the head of Ivan Yakovlevich, the barber, wearing the expression of a
cat that had just been smacked for the theft of a piece of suet.

“Your hands clean?” Kovalev shouted out to him.

“They’re clean, sir.”

“Liar!”

“I swear they’re clean.”

“You know, they’d better be.”

Kovalev sat down. The barber wrapped a towel around his neck
and in one instant transformed the major’s whiskers and a part of his



224 FaANTAsSTIC TALES

cheek into whipped cream of the kind that is likely to be served at a
birthday party in the house of a rich merchant.

“Well, I'll be damned!” Ivan Yakovlevich muttered under his
breath, Jooking at the nose. Then he turned the major’s head and
looked at the nose from the other side and muttered. “Well, well, well

»

.. who would have thought . . .” and he stared at the nose for a
moment.

Then, with a daintiness that can only be imagined, he lifted two
fingers to catch the nose by its tip. Such was Ivan Yakovlevich’s shav-
ing style.

“Look out, look out, careful!” Kovalev shouted and Ivan Yakovle-
vich dropped his hand and stood there frozen and embarrassed as
never before. Finally he snapped out of it and started carefully tick-
ling the major under his chin with the razor. And although it felt
quite awkward and unusual for him to shave someone without hold-
ing him by the olfactory organ of the human body, he managed,
somehow, by resting his rough thumb on Kovalev’s cheek, then on his
lower gum, to overcome all the obstacles and complete the shaving
operation.

When he was through being shaved, Kovalev hurried to get
dressed, rushed out, took a cab and drove to the tearoom. Before
even sitting down, he shouted: “Waiter, a cup of chocolate!” then
rushed over to the mirror: the nose was there. Happy, he glanced
around the room and twisted his face into a sarcastic expression by
slightly screwing up his eyes, when he saw two army officers, one of
whom had a nose about the size of a waistcoat button. Then he left
for the department through which he was trying to get the vice-
gubernatorial post or, failing that, a position in the administration.
Walking through the reception room, he glanced in the mirror: the
nose was in its place.

Then he drove to see another collegiate assessor, that is, a major
like himself. This major was a biting wit, and, parrying his digs,
Kovalev would often say to him:

“Oh, I see through you clearly, you needler!”

On his way there, Kovalev thought: “Now, if the major does not
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split his sides with laughter when he sees me, that will be a sure sign
that whatever I may have is sitting in its proper place.”

And when the other collegiate assessor showed no signs of hilarity,
Kovalev thought:

“Fine! It feels good, it feels good, dammit!”

In the street he met Mrs. Podtochina and her daughter and was
greeted with joyful exclamations which went to show that they did
not find he was missing anything. He had a very long talk with them
and, on purpose, took out his snuff-box and filled his nose with great
deliberation, through both orifices, muttering under his breath:

“Here, look and admire, you hens! But still, I won’t marry the
daughter, just par amour as they say, but nothing more. . . .”

And from then on, Major Kovalev could be seen on Nevsky
Avenue, in theatres, everywhere. And the nose was there, sitting on
his face, as though nothing had happened. And after that, Major
Kovalev was always in good spirits, smiling, pursuing absolutely every
pretty lady without exception and even stopping one day in front of a
small shop and purchasing some sort of ribbon for his lapel, although
his reason for doing so remained a mystery because he had never
been made a knight of any order.

So that’s what happened in the northern capital of our vast coun-
try. Only now, on further thought, do we see that there is much that is
improbable in it. Without even mentioning the strangeness of such a
supernatural severance of the nose and its appearance in various
places in the form of a state councilor, how could Kovalev have failed
to understand that he could not go and advertise about a nose in the
press? I don’t mean that I think that an advertisement would have
cost too much, that would be nonsense and I'm not stingy; but it’s not
decent, it’s not clever, and it’s not proper! And then too, how could
the nose have got into the roll of bread, and how could Ivan Yakovle-
vich himself? . . . Now, that I cannot understand. It’s absolutely
beyond me. But strangest of all, the most incomprehensible thing, is
that there are authors who can choose such subjects to write about.
This, I confess, is completely inexplicable, it’s like . . . no, no, I can’t
understand it at all. In the first place, there is absolutely no advantage
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in it for our mother country. Secondly . . . well, what advantage is
there in it at all? T simply cannot understand what it is. . . .

However, when all is said and done, and although, of course, we
conceive the possibility, one and the other, and maybe even . . . Well,
but then what exists without inconsistencies? And still, if you give it a
thought, there 75 something to it. Whatever you may say, such things
do happen—seldom, but they do.

THEOPHILE GAUTIER

The Beautiful

Kjémmpﬁr@

(La morte amoureuse, 1836)

Aside from being the celebrated master of bigh Romanticism and the
first phase of Parnassianism, Théophile Gautier (1811-1872) was Hoff-
mann’s first follower in France. Among bis numerous fantastic stories,
“La morte amoureuse” is the most famous and most perfect (too perfect
perbaps, as is Gautier’s habit), a work conceived and carried out follow-
ing all the rules. The theme of the living dead and vampires (a female
vampire in this case) is found here in a realization of the highest quality,
one that deserved Baudelaire’s praises.

The temptation of Romuald, the newly ordained priest who meets
the beautiful Clarimonde, the vision of the city from the towers above,
with the palace of the courtesans illuminated by the sun; the life of
penitence in the distant parish until a servant on horseback summons
Romuald to give Clarimonde the last rites; love with the dead womany
the uncertainty as to whether the dream is his days as a poor priest or



