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HOYb ITEPBASA

FIRST NIGHT

¢ . & L
The Dreamer and the city at the threshold of the white night.



It was a wonderful night, the kind of night possible only when we are young,
dear reader. The sky was so starry and so bright that, looking at it, one could
not help wondering whether ill-tempered and capricious people could live
beneath such a sky. That too is a youthful question, dear reader, very youthful;
but may the Lord place it more often in your heart! Speaking of capricious and
ill-tempered people, I cannot help recalling my state of mind throughout that
day. From early morning I had been oppressed by a strange despondency.
Suddenly it seemed that I was alone, that everyone was abandoning me and
moving away. Anyone may reasonably ask who “everyone” was. Although I
had lived in Petersburg for almost eight years, I scarcely knew a soul. Yet why
did I need acquaintances? I knew all Petersburg as it was. That is why I felt
abandoned when the whole city packed its belongings and went off to the
dachas. I was afraid of being left alone, and for three days I wandered through
the city in deep dejection, not knowing what to do with myself.




Bruia uypnas HOUb, TAKas HOUb, KOTOpAsA pas3Be TOIBKO H MOKeT ObITh
TOT[Ia, KOrJa MbI MOJOMbI, 1106e3HbIH ynTaTe b. He60 6bL10 Takoe 3Be3JIHOe,
Takoe cersioe Heo, UTO, B3IVIAHYE Ha HEro, HEBOJIBHO HY/KHO OBLIO CIIPOCHTD
cebsi: HeyKeJIn e MOTYT KUTh II0J TaKHM HeOOM pasHble CepauThIe U
KarpusHele J0au? 3T0 TOMXKe MOJIOL0H BOIIPOC, TH00e3HBII YHTATEIb, OUeHb
MOJIOZIOH, HO HOIIUIH €ro BaM rocroib yaie Ha qyury!.. [oBops o KanpusHbIx
M PasHBIX CePAUTHIX rOCIIONAX, 4 He MO He IIPUIIOMHHUTE H CBOET0
6J1aroHpaBHOrO IOBeIeHH BO Bech 3TOT Aenb. C caMoro yrpa MeHd cTaia
MYUMTE KaKasg TO YOIUBHUTeIbHAd ToCKa. MHe BAPYT II0Ka3aJI0Ch, YTO MEHH,
OJMHOKOTr0, BCe IIOKUIAIT U UTO BCe 0T MeHs orcTynanTced. OHO, KOHeYHO,
BCAKHH BIIpaBe CIIPOCHTE: KTO K 3TH Bee? IIOTOMY UTO BOT y’Ke BOCEMb JIeT,
KakK # kuBy B [lerepOypre, ¥ M0YTH HU OJHOrO 3HAKOMCTBA HE YMeJI 3aBeCTH.
Ho k uemy mHue snakomcrBa? Mue u 6e3 Toro snakom sech [leTepGypr; BoT
oueMy MHe U I10Ka3aJI0Ch, YTO MEH: BCe ITOKU AT, Korja seck [lerepOypr
MOJHAICA U BAPYT yexas Ha Aady. MHe cTpalllHo CTalIo 0CTaBATLCH OLHOMY,

M LeJIBIX TPU OHHA g4 OPOJHUI 110 rOpoay B rIy0OKOM TOCKe, PeLIUTENbHO He
MOHKMMAs, YTO CO MHOI JleJiaeTcs.




Whether walking down Nevski Avenue, going to the Gardens or walking down
the alley, there was not a single face I had been accustomed to encountering at
the same time and place all year long. They do not know me, of course, but I
do. I know them intimately, I have almost done a study of their faces, and I am
delighted when they are happy, and downcast when they are under a cloud. I
have almost made a friendship with an old man I meet every blessed day, at the
same time at the Fontanka. He has a very serious and thoughtful face; he is
always whispering to himself and brandishing his left arm, while in his right
hand he holds a long knotted stick with a golden knob. She even looks at me
and cares about me. If it turns out I am not at the same place as Fontanka at a
certain time, I am sure you'll be disappointed. So we almost lean on each other,
especially when we are both in a good mood.




Moviny nu na HeBckuii, moriny nu B cafy, 6poky JI 110 HabepeKHOH — HH
OJHOTO JIMLIA U3 TeX, KOO IIPUBBIK BCTPEYATh B TOM Ke MeCTe, B M3BeCTHDIN
uac, teblit rog. OHM, KOHeYHO, He 3HAIOT MeHs, Ja 51 TO UX 3Halo. 51 KopoTko
HX 3HAIO; 1 MOYTH U3YYHIT UX PU3HOHOMUHU — U JII00YI0Ch Ha HUX, KOTJa OHU
BeceJIbl, M XaHJPIo, KOTJa OHM 3arymaHsaTcd. S mouru ceen apyx0y ¢ ogHuM
CTAPUYKOM, KOTOPOTO BCTpeYaro KayKIblil 60U NeHb, B U3BECTHBIH Yac, Ha
Donranke. PU3HOHOMHUA TaKas BaykKHas, 3aJyMUMBasi; Bee IIeryeT 101 HoC
M MaxaeT JIeBOI PYKoii, a B IIpaBoi y Hero JJIMHHAas Cy4KOBaTas TPOCTb €
30J10ThIM HabanmamuukoM. [laske OH 3aMeTHII MeHs ¥ IPUHUMAET BO MHe
ayuresHoe yuactue. CIyduch, 4To 51 He Oyy B M3BECTHBII Yac Ha TOM Ke
mecte POHTAHKH, 5 YBepPeH, YTO Ha Hero HamafeT XaHpa. BoT or4ero Msl
HMHOTMA YyTh He KIaHseMcs JPYT ¢ OpyroM, ocobeHHo Korja oba B XopoLiem
pacnonoxeHHH gyxa. HaMmenHu, Korga Mbl He BUIAIHCH LeJble 1Ba JHA M Ha
TpPeTHIl JeHb BCTPETHIIMCH, MbI yyKe ObLI0 U CXBATHIIMCH 3a LIUIAILL, Aa 61aro
OIIOMHMJIMCH BOBPeMs, OIIYCTHIIM PYKU M € y4acTHeM IIPOLLIN OPYT Iofe
apyra. Mue Toxe M JoMa 3HAKOMBI.




The other day, when we had not seen each other for two days and met the
third, we were touching our hats, but, realizing in time, we let go of our hands
and crossed a glance of interest. I know the houses, too. When I walk, it seems
they are walking down the street to look at me from every window, and almost
to say, "Good morning!" How are you? I am fine, thank God, and I am getting a
new floor in May, or how are you? Tomorrow they are going to redecorate me,
or, almost burn me and I have got a good scare, and so on. I have my favourites
among them, some of them dear friends; one of them intends to be treated by
an architect this summer. I will go on purpose every day to make sure the
operation is not a failure. God forbid! But I will never forget an incident with a
very pretty little house of light pink. It was such a lovely little brick house,
looking at me with such hospitality and with such pride at its harsh neighbors,
that my heart rejoiced every time I passed by it. Suddenly, last week, I was
walking

"They're painting me from the street, and when I looked at my friend I heard a
whimper: yellow! The villains! The barbarians! They had spared nothing, no
columns, no corners, and my poor little friend was yellow like a canary. I
almost had bile. And until today I have not had the courage to visit my poor
disfigured friend, painted in the colour of the Heavenly Empire.

So now you understand, reader, in what sense I know all of Petersburg.




Korpa s may, kaxabiil kak 6ygro saberaeT Brepej MeHs Ha YJIULY, [JISIUT
Ha MeHsl BO BCe OKHA M UyTh He TOBOPUT: «3IPABCTBYIITe; KaK Ballle 300POBbe?
o s, ciaaBa 6ory, 3J0poB, a KO MHe B Mae Mecsle npubasar srax». Mmu: «Kak
Ballle 3[0poBbe? a MeHs 3aBTpa B IIOUMHKY». Mu: «f uyTh He cropen u
IIPUTOM MCIYTANCH» U T. A. VI3 HUX y MeHs eCTh JII00HUMIIBL, €CTh KOPOTKHE
IpUATENIN; OQUH U3 HUX HaMepPeH JIeYUThCs 9TO JIeTo Y apxurekropa. Hapouno
Oyay 3aX0AUTb KOKIBIH JeHb, 4T00 He 3aJIeIHIN KaK HUOY b, COXpPAHH ero
rocriogu!.. Ho Hukorpa He 3a0yy MCTOPUH C OQHUM IIPEXOPOIIEHBKUM
CBETJIO PO30BBIM JOMMKOM. 3T0O ObLI TAKOM MUJIEHbBKHH KAMEHHBII JOMUK,
TaK HPUBETIMBO CMOTpeJI Ha MeHs, TaK TOPJAEeIMBO CMOTpEN Ha CBOUX
HeYKIJIIOKHX cOCellel, YTO Moe cepAlie PaJoBasIoCh, KOTJa MHe CIy4Yarloch
IPOXOJUTH MUMO. BApyr, Ha mpolwIo Hepese, g IIPOXOKY I10 YIIHLE U, KaK
IIOCMOTpEJI Ha IPUATENs — CIBIIIYC) KaToOHBIN KPUK: «A MeHs KpaciT B
KeNTyr0 Kpacky!» 3nopen! Bapsapst! OHI He IIOLIAMIM HUYEro: HU KOJIOHH,
HH KapHM30B, M MOV IIPUATENb [OKeJITell, KaK KaHapelKa. Y MeHs uyTh He
PasInIach JKeldb 10 ITOMY CIIY4alo, U s elle [0 CUX II0p He B CHJIaX ObLI
IOBHUAATHCH C U3YPOLOBAHHBIM MOUM OeIHSKOM, KOTOPOTO PACKPACHIIH II0[
LBeT o HeOeCHON UMIIePUL.

HWrak, BB IOHUMaeTe, YUTaTeNIb, KAKMM 00pa3oM s 3HAKOM CO BCeM
[TerepGyprom.
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