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About Tolstoy:

Count Lev Nikolayevich Tolstoy, commonly referred to in English
as Leo Tolstoy, was a Russian novelist, writer, essayist,
philosopher, Christian anarchist, pacifist, educational reformer,
moral thinker, and an influential member of the Tolstoy family. As
a fiction writer Tolstoy is widely regarded as one of the greatest
of all novelists, particularly noted for his masterpieces War and
Peace and Anna Karenina; in their scope, breadth and realistic
depiction of Russian life, the two books stand at the peak of
realistic fiction. As a moral philosopher he was notable for his
ideas on nonviolent resistance through his work The Kingdom of God
is Within You, which in turn influenced such twentieth-century
figures as Mohandas K. Gandhi and Martin Luther King, Jr. 







Our division had been out in the field. The work in hand was
accomplished: we had cut a way through the forest, and each day we
were expecting from headquarters orders for our return to the fort.
Our division of fieldpieces was stationed at the top of a steep
mountain- crest which was terminated by the swift mountain-river
Mechik, and had to command the plain that stretched before us. Here
and there on this picturesque plain, out of the reach of gunshot,
now and then, especially at evening, groups of mounted mountaineers
showed themselves, attracted by curiosity to ride up and view the
Russian camp.

The evening was clear, mild, and fresh, as it is apt to be in
December in the Caucasus; the sun was setting behind the steep
chain of the mountains at the left, and threw rosy rays upon the
tents scattered over the slope, upon the soldiers moving about, and
upon our two guns, which seemed to crane their necks as they rested
motionless on the earthwork two paces from us. The infantry picket,
stationed on the knoll at the left, stood in perfect silhouette
against the light of the sunset; no less distinct were the stacks
of muskets, the form of the sentry, the groups of soldiers, and the
smoke of the smouldering camp-fire.

At the right and left of the slope, on the black, sodden earth,
the tents gleamed white; and behind the tents, black, stood the
bare trunks of the platane forest, which rang with the incessant
sound of axes, the crackling of the bonfires, and the crashing of
the trees as they fell under the axes. The bluish smoke arose from
tobacco-pipes on all sides, and vanished in the transparent blue of
the frosty sky. By the tents and on the lower ground around the
arms rushed the Cossacks, dragoons, and artillerists, with great
galloping and snorting of horses as they returned from getting
water. It began to freeze; all sounds were heard with extraordinary
distinctness, and one could see an immense distance across the
plain through the clear, rare atmosphere. The groups of the enemy,
their curiosity at seeing the soldiers satisfied, quietly galloped
off across the fields, still yellow with the golden corn- stubble,
toward their auls, or villages, which were visible beyond the
forest, with the tall posts of the cemeteries and the smoke rising
in the air.

Our tent was pitched not far from the guns on a place high and
dry, from which we had a remarkably extended view. Near the tent,
on a cleared space, around the battery itself, we had our games of
skittles, or chushki. The obliging soldiers had made for us rustic
benches and tables. On account of all these amusements, the
artillery officers, our comrades, and a few infantry men liked to
gather of an evening around our battery, and the place came to be
called the club.

As the evening was fine, the best players had come, and we were
amusing ourselves with skittles[1] . Ensign
D., Lieutenant O., and myself had played two games in succession;
and to the common satisfaction and amusement of all the spectators,
officers, soldiers, and servants[2] who were
watching us from their tents, we had twice carried the winning
party on our backs from one end of the ground to the other.
Especially droll was the situation of the huge fat Captain S., who,
puffing and smiling good-naturedly, with legs dragging on the
ground, rode pickaback on the feeble little Lieutenant O.

When it grew somewhat later, the servants brought three glasses
of tea for the six men of us, and not a spoon; and we who had
finished our game came to the plaited settees.

There was standing near them a small bow-legged man, a stranger
to us, in a sheepskin jacket, and a papakha, or Circassian cap,
with a long overhanging white crown. As soon as we came near where
he stood, he took a few irresolute steps, and put on his cap; and
several times he seemed to make up his mind to come to meet us, and
then stopped again. But after deciding, probably, that it was
impossible to remain irresolute, the stranger took off his cap,
and, going in a circuit around us, approached Captain S.

"Ah, Guskantinli, how is it, old man?"[3] said S.,
still smiling good-naturedly, under the influence of his ride.

Guskantni, as S. called him, instantly replaced his cap, and
made a motion as though to thrust his hands into the pockets of his
jacket; [4] but on the side toward me there was no
pocket in the jacket, and his small red hand fell into an awkward
position. I felt a strong desire to make out who this man was (was
he a yunker, or a degraded officer?), and, not realizing that my
gaze (that is, the gaze of a strange officer) disconcerted him, I
continued to stare at his dress and appearance.

I judged that he was about thirty. His small, round, gray eyes
had a sleepy expression, and at the same time gazed calmly out from
under the dirty white lambskin of his cap, which hung down over his
face. His thick, irregular nose, standing out between his sunken
cheeks, gave evidence of emaciation that was the result of illness,
and not natural. His restless lips, barely covered by a sparse,
soft, whitish moustache, were constantly changing their shape as
though they were trying to assume now one expression, now another.
But all these expressions seemed to be endless, and his face
retained one predominating expression of timidity and fright.
Around his thin neck, where the veins stood out, was tied a green
woollen scarf tucked into his jacket, his fur jacket, or
polushubok, was worn bare, short, and had dog-fur sewed on the
collar and on the false pockets. The trousers were checkered, of
ash-gray color, and his sapogi had short, unblacked military
bootlegs.

"I beg of you, do not disturb yourself," said I when he for the
second time, timidly glancing at me, had taken off his cap.

He bowed to me with an expression of gratitude, replaced his
hat, and, drawing from his pocket a dirty chintz tobacco-pouch with
lacings, began to roll a cigarette.

I myself had not been long a yunker, an elderly yunker; and as I
was incapable, as yet, of being good-naturedly serviceable to my
younger comrades, and without means, I well knew all the moral
difficulties of this situation for a proud man no longer young, and
I sympathized with all men who found themselves in such a
situation, and I endeavored to make clear to myself their character
and rank, and the tendencies of their intellectual peculiarities,
in order to judge of the degree of their moral sufferings. This
yunker or degraded officer, judging by his restless eyes and that
intentionally constant variation of expression which I noticed in
him, was a man very far from stupid, and extremely egotistical, and
therefore much to be pitied.

Captain S. invited us to play another game of skittles, with the
stakes to consist, not only of the usual pickaback ride of the
winning party, but also of a few bottles of red wine, rum, sugar,
cinnamon, and cloves for the mulled wine which that winter, on
account of the cold, was greatly popular in our division.

Guskantini, as S. again called him, was also invited to take
part; but before the game began, the man, struggling between
gratification because he had been invited and a certain timidity,
drew Captain S. aside, and began to say something in a whisper. The
good-natured captain punched him in the ribs with his big, fat
hand, and replied, loud enough to be heard:

"Not at all, old fellow[5] , I assure
you."

When the game was over, and that side in which the stranger
whose rank was so low had taken part, had come out winners, and it
fell to his lot to ride on one of our officers, Ensign D., the
ensign grew red in the face: he went to the little divan and
offered the stranger a cigarette by way of a compromise.

While they were ordering the mulled wine, and in the steward's
tent were heard assiduous preparations on the part of Nikita, who
had sent an orderly for cinnamon and cloves, and the shadow of his
back was alternately lengthening and shortening on the dingy sides
of the tent, we men, seven in all, sat around on the benches; and
while we took turns in drinking tea from the three glasses, and
gazed out over the plain, which was now beginning to glow in the
twilight, we talked and laughed over the various incidents of the
game.

The stranger in the fur jacket took no share in the
conversation, obstinately refused to drink the tea which I several
times offered him, and as he sat there on the ground in Tartar
fashion, occupied himself in making cigarettes of fine-cut tobacco,
and smoking them one after another, evidently not so much for his
own satisfaction as to give himself the appearance of a man with
something to do. When it was remarked that the summons to return
was expected on the morrow, and that there might be an engagement,
he lifted himself on his knees, and, addressing Captain B. only,
said that he had been at the adjutant's, and had himself written
the order for the return on the next day. We all said nothing while
he was speaking; and notwithstanding the fact that he was so
bashful, we begged him to repeat this most interesting piece of
news. He repeated what he had said, adding only that he had been
staying at the adjutant's (since he made it his home there) when
the order came.

"Look here, old fellow, if you are not telling us false, I shall
have to go to my company and give some orders for to-morrow," said
Captain S.

"No … why … it may be, I am sure," … stammered
the stranger, but suddenly stopped, and, apparently feeling himself
affronted, contracted his brows, and, muttering something between
his teeth, again began to roll a cigarette. But the fine-cut
tobacco in his chintz pouch began to show signs of giving out, and
he asked S. to lend him a little cigarette.[6]

We kept on for a considerable time with that monotonous military
chatter which every one who has ever been on an expedition will
appreciate; all of us, with one and the same expression,
complaining of the dullness and length of the expedition, in one
and the same fashion sitting in judgment on our superiors, and all
of us likewise, as we had done many times before, praising one
comrade, pitying another, wondering how much this one had gained,
how much that one had lost, and so on, and so on.

"Here, fellows, this adjutant of ours is completely broken up,"
said Captain S. "At headquarters he was everlastingly on the
winning side; no matter whom he sat down with, he'd rake in
everything: but now for two months past he has been losing all the
time. The present expedition hasn't been lucky for him. I think he
has got away with two thousand silver rubles and five hundred
rubles' worth of articles,—the carpet that he won at Mukhin's,
Nikitin's pistols, Sada's gold watch which Vorontsof gave him. He
has lost it all."

"The truth of the matter in his case," said Lieutenant O., "was
that he used to cheat everybody; it was impossible to play with
him."

"He cheated every one, but now it's all gone up in his pipe;"
and here Captain S. laughed good-naturedly. "Our friend Guskof here
lives with him. He hasn't quite lost HIM yet: that's so, isn't it,
old fellow?"[7] he asked, addressing Guskof.

Guskof tried to laugh. It was a melancholy, sickly laugh, which
completely changed the expression of his countenance. Till this
moment it had seemed to me that
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