WHAT GOOD ARE RELATIVES?

For two days Timofei Vasil'evich had been looking for his
nephew, Serega Vlasov. On the third day, just before leaving
town, he found him. He met him in a trolley car.

Timofei Vasil'evich boarded the trolley, took out a coin, and
was about to give it to the conductor; only he looked—who could
it be? The conductor’s face seemed very familiar. Timofei
Vasil'evich stared—yes! That's who it was—Serega Vlasov, his
very own self, working as a trolley conductor.

“Well!” exclaimed Timofei Vasil'evich. “Serega! Is it really
you, my fine friend?”

The conductor seemed embarrassed, checked his roll of tickets
without any apparent need to do so, and said: “Just a moment,
uncle . . . let me give out the tickets.”

“0.K.! Go right ahead,” his uncle said happily. “T'll wait.”

Timofei Vasil’evich smiled and began to explain to the passen-
gers: “He’s a blood relative of mine, Serega Vlasov. My brother
Peter’s son . . . I haven’t seen him for seven years . . .”

Timofei Vasil’evich looked with joy on his nephew and shouted
to him: “Serega, my fine friend, I've been looking for you two
days. All over town. And look where you are! A conductor . . .
And I went to your address. On Raznochin Street. Not here, they
answer. He went away, left this place. Where, says I, did he go,
answer me, says L. I'm his blood uncle. We don’t know, says
they . . . And there you are—a conductor, aren’t you?”

“A conductor,” the nephew answered cautiously.

The passengers began to stare with curiosity at the relative.
The uncle laughed happily and looked lovingly at his nephew,
but the nephew was obviously embarrassed and, feeling that he
was after all on duty, did not know what to say to his uncle or how
to behave in his presence.

“So,” the uncle said again, “you’re a conductor on the trolley
line?”

“A conductor . . .”

“Say, isn’t that a coincidence! And I, Serega, my fine friend, I
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was just looking into the trolley—and what’s that? The face on
that conductor looks very familiar. And it turned out to be you.
Ah, there’s luck for you! Well, I'm so glad. I'm so pleased,
really . . .”

For a moment the conductor shifted from foot to foot, and
then suddenly he said: “You’ve got to pay, uncle. To get a ticket
.. . Are you going far?”

The uncle laughed happily and slapped him across the change
purse.

“I would have paid! I swear to God! If I'd gotten on another
car, or if I'd missed this one—O.K.—I would have paid. I would
have paid my good ‘money. Ah, there’s luck for you! . . . I'm
going to the railroad station, Serega, my fine friend.”

“Two stops,” said the conductor wearily, looking to the side.

“No, you don’t mean it?” Timofei Vasil’evich seemed sur-
prised. “You don’t mean it? You're kidding?”

“You must pay, uncle,” the conductor said softly. “Two stops.
Because you can't travel for nothing and without a ticket.”

Timofei Vasil'evich, offended, pressed his lips together and
looked sternly at his nephew.

“Is this the way you treat your blood uncle? You rob your
uncle?”

The conductor stared gloomily out of the window.

“That's piracy!” the uncle said angrily. “] haven’t seen you, you
son of a bitch, for seven years, and what do you do? You ask
money for a trip. From your blood uncle? Don’t you wave your
hands at me. You may be my blood relative, but I'm not scared
of your hands. Don’t wave, you'll give the passengers a chill.”

Timofei Vasil'evich turned the coin over in his hand and put it
back in his pocket.

“What do you think of the likes of him, brothers?” Timofei
Vasil'evich appealed to the public. “From his blood uncle he asks.
Two stops, he says . . .Eh?”

“You must pay,” said the nephew, almost in tears. “Please don’t
be angry, comrade uncle. Because this isn’t my trolley. It’s a state
trolley. It belongs to the people.”

“To the people,” said the uncle, “that’s not my business. You
could show a little respect for your blood uncle. You could say,
‘Uncle, put away your hard-earned ten kopecks. Travel free’
Your trolley wouldn't fall apart on account of that. I was riding
in a train the other day . . . The conductor was no relation, but
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still he said: ‘Please, Timofei Vasil'evich,’ sa : i
! ase, T , says he, ‘why bring u
such a l_h:ng ... justsit...” And he took me along . . . Andghe’rs)
no relation . . . Just an old village friend. And you do this to your
blo’lt‘)hd uncle . . . You'll get no money from me.”
e conductor wiped his forehead with hi
e his hands and suddenly
“Ge.?t off, comrade uncle,” said the nephew officially.
3 Seelr}llg t?;le m;tter w;s taking a serious turn, Timofei Vasil’evich
rung his hands, took out his ten-kopeck piec i
again put it back. i B v A RS
“No,” he said, “I can’t! Pay you :
i y you, you snot, I can’t. Better let
Timofei Vasil'evich arose solemnly and indi
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his way to the exit. Then he turned. . sreifarstanss
“Driving out your uncle Your blood uncle,” Ti i
Driv ut | e Timofei
Vasil'evich said in a f - yom
Slaaiui vig. a fury, “Why, you snot . . . I can have you

Timofei Vasilevich threw a withering gl :
got off the trolley. g glance at his nephew and




THE ARISTOCRAT

Grigorii Ivanovich inhaled noisily, wiped his chin with his
sleeve, and began to tell the story: Brothers, I don’t like women
who wear hats. If a woman’s wearing a hat, or if she’s got silk
stockings on her, or a little pug-dog in her arms, or if she’s got a
gold tooth, then to me she’s an aristocrat, and not a woman at
all but an empty space.

In my time, of course, I once courted an aristocrat like that. I
went strolling with her and took her to the theater. It was in the
theater, in fact, that it all came out. It was in the theater that she
exposed her ideology in its full measure.

I met her in the courtyard at home. At a house meeting. I look,
and there stands just such a big deal. Stockings on her, gold tooth.

“Where are you from, citizen?” I say. “What number?”

“] am,” she says, “from number seven.”

“Please,” says I, “good luck to you.”

And all at once I found I liked her terribly. I began to go see
her often. To Apartment Number Seven. As it happened, I'd go
in a kind of official capacity. Like this: “Anything wrong here,
citizen, in the way of a broken pipe or toilet? Everything work-

ing?”
“Yes,” she replies. “Everything’s working.”

And she wraps herself up in a woolen shawl and there’s not a
whisper more. Only with her eyes she’s devouring away. And the
tooth flashes in her mouth. I came to her for a month—she got
used to it. She began to answer in more detail. Like, for example,
“the pipe’s working, thank you, Grigorii Ivanovich.”

To get on, we began to take strolls along the streets. We'd go
out on the street, and she’d ask me to take her by the arm. I was
embarrassed, but I'd take her arm and tag along like a fish out
of water. And what to say, I don’t know, and in front of people
I'm ashamed.

Well, and once she says to me: “Why,” she says, “do you al-
ways take me out on the streets? My head’s gotten all twisted.
You could,” she says, “if you'’re a man and a gentleman, take me

to the theater, for example.”
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“Can do,” says I.

And all at once on the followi
: wing day the party cell distri
g;:tzltsgf)c:rf:g:l O\I;eals-?l.: Otlllle tliCklf: I received nl:y;gf, and lts}:: I(J)lt]lt::r[
a the locksmith, who gave his
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; , but they were d i
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AMerr:i,” she says.
nd suddenly she maneuvers he
=¥ rself around to the pl i
Viclous movement, i i it
oy grabs the one with whipped cream, and laps
Th; ;l;g_lr_l;y ;hhad on me was dam_n little. At most enough for
pocthreekets . 'k e eats, and I go whisking nervously through my
C S. 2 look 1 my hand. How much do I have? Abo
plg;}(lms droppings’ worth. ; e
. :: z:oi:thﬂxe one with whipped cream and grabbed another, I
Seit s ba quack. And then I keep quiet. Such a bour; eo
embarrassment took hold of me. Like this iy
and no money on him. o BT

I walk around her lik :
compliments. T ke a rooster, and she giggles waiting for

I'say: “Isn’t it time to
But she says: “No.” £0 back to our seats? Maybe they rang.”
And takes a third.

“On an empty stomach—isn’t th
M at a lot? Y, i »
And she: “No,” she says, “I'm g ou might throw up.



22

And takes a fourth.

Then the blood runs to my head.

«put it,” says I, “back!”

And she got scared. She op
the tooth flashed.

1t seemed to me as though someone had touched a whip to my
rear. It’s all one, think I, there’ll be no strolling with her now.

«put it back,” says I, “you damn bitch!”

She stepped back. And 1 say to the attendant: “How much for

the three pastries wWe ate?”
The attendant takes it all indifferently—he takes his time.
so-and-so

“You owe me,” says he, “for eating four pieces,
much.”
“How,” says I, “for four? When the fourth is still on the plate.”

“No,” says he, “though it’s still on the plate, it was nibbled and

ened her mouth, and in her mouth

it's been smutched by 2 finger.”
“How,” says I, “nibbled, if you please. It’s your cockeyed
fantasies.”

But he still takes it indifferently—he wrings his hands in front
of his mug.

Well, of course, people gathered around. Experts. Some say

a nibble was taken, others—no.
And 1 emptied out my pockets—-something, of course, spilled
out on the floor and rolled away—the crowd laughs. But to me
it'’s not funny. I am counting my change.

1 counted the money—enough for four pieces and a little over.
Dear mother, I'd picked 2 quarrel for nothing.

1 paid. I turn to the lady: “Eat,” says L. “It’s paid for.”

The lady doesn’t move. She’s embarrassed to eat it. And here
some old joker butted in.

“Give it here,” says he. “T'll eat it.”

And he ate it, the scum. With my money.
We took our seats in the theater. We watched the opera. Then

home.

And at home she says to me in that bourgeois tone of hers:
“Enough swinery on your part. Those who don’t have money
shouldn’t go out with ladies.”

And I say: “Money isn’t happiness. Pardon the information.”

So I left her.

1 don’t like aristocrats.

THE BATHHOUSE

We?lzi:?rt;i:&usgs are not so bad. You can wash yourself. Only
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- 2 e i
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e fikt;ct]l(l?f %’et ﬂapPing about on my legs now. Annoying to
a bucket. Wiiho:t iogu‘;igf tl:0 s besgpaadiirhad tpbedent
g sy , how can you wash? That’s the only
I 1%?11: 1:.;2 a bucket. T see one citizen washing himself with
athln deehol bine e ‘:hlfrflta“‘:ld&lnﬁlgﬂ one, washing his head in another,
s left hand so no one would take it
I pulled at the third buck
; et; amo i
ta]E:awlth fotr myself. But the citizen wor?fl:tﬂ;zr e Sl g
a » :
St ere IY(;L‘IIHU;L et(;:a yssa‘)‘,;’nhe: “stealing other people’s
theIcyes, s ke wc,)n’t . so’damn %g;pggu a bucket between
say: “This isn’t the tsarist regime,” 1
hitti s regime,” I say, “to
o i, bt g e
not in a theater,” I sa? phiturbrsaetasrerses biypkbude:
‘I‘llu:al:stt;lugesctla Ins back gnd starts washing himself again
_ nd around,” think I, “waiting his He’
hk;]y to go on washing himself,” think I, “for a%mth plfl;af':em. Heﬁ
A?tloved along. - i Sy,
Al T et T e s
o i s or i y
I just lifted his bucket and ndde of ]vtrlisfhi;emng’ S eqrbineys
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So now there’s a bucket, but no place to sit down. And to
wash standing—what kind of washing is that? That’s the only
trouble.

All right. So I'm standing. I'm holding the bucket in my hand
and I'm washing myself.

But all around me everyone's scrubbing clothes like mad. One
is washing his trousers, another’s rubbing his drawers, a third’s
wringing something out. You no sooner get yourself all washed
up than you’re dirty again. They're splattering me, the bastards.
And such a noise from all the scrubbing—it takes all the joy
out of washing. You can’t even hear where the soap squeaks.
That's the only trouble.

“To hell with them,” T think. «Pll finish washing at home.”

I go back to the locker room. 1 give them one ticket, they give
me my linen. I look. Everything’s mine, but the trousers aren’t
mine.

“Citizens,” 1 say, “mine didn’t have a hole here. Mine had a
hole over there.”

But the attendant says: “We aren’t here,” he says, “just to watch
for your holes. You're not in a theater,” he says.

All right. I put these pants on, and I'm about to go get my
coat. They won’t give me my coat. They want the ticket. I'd for-
gotten the ticket on my leg. I had to undress. I took off my pants.
1 look for the ticket. No ticket. There’s the string tied around my
leg, but no ticket. The ticket had been washed away.

I give the attendant the string. He doesn’t want it.

“You don't get anything for a string,” he says. “Anybody can
cut off a bit of string,” he says. “Wouldn’t be enough coats to g0
around. Wait,” he says, “till everyone leaves. We'll give you what’s
left over.”

I say: “Look here, brother, suppose there’s nothing left but
crud? This isn't a theater,” I say. “Pl identify it for you. One
pocket,” I say, “is torn, and there’s no other. As for the buttons,”
I say, “the top one’s there, the rest are not to be seen.”

Anyhow, he gave it to me. But he wouldn’t take the string.

I dressed, and went out on the street. Suddenly I remembered:
I forgot my soap.

I went back again. They won't let me in, in my coat.

“Undress,” they say.

1 say, “Look, citizens. I can’t undress for the third time. This

isn’t a theater,” I say. “At least give me what the soap costs.”
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Nothing doing.
g?thmg doing—all right. I went without the soap.
A rci:mn'se, the reader whg is accustomed to formalities might
urious to know: what kind of a bathhouse was this? Whg
was it located? What was the address? . 5

What kind of a bathh 9 . :
kopecks to get in. ouse? The usual kind. Where it costs ten
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