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B kade
Muxann AdaHacbeBuny bynrakos

Kade B TbINI0BOM ropoge.

MOKpbITbIA rpA3blo NOA. TyMaH oT
TabayHoro AbiMa. JIMNKue rpsisHble CTONINKMU.
Heckonbko BOEHHbIX, HECKO/IbKO AaM U
OYeHb MHOIO LUTaTCKMUX.

Ha scTpage nuaHWHO, BUONOHYENb U
CKpUMKa urparT 4To-To pasyxabucroe.
Mpobupatock Mexay CTonKamm u
yCaxXnearocb.

K cTtonuky noaxoaut 6apbiwHa B 6en1om
nepeaHUYKe 1 BONPOCUTENbHO CMOTPUT Ha
MeHS.

- ByabTe niobe3Hbl, faliTe CTakaH 4ato 1
OBa MUPOXHbIX.

BapbIWwHA ncyesaeT, NOTOM BO3BpallaeTcs
M C TaKnM BMAOM, Kak 6yaTo Aenaet MHe
OA0JIXeHue, CTaBUT Npeao MHOW CTakaH C
XKENTOM XNAKOCTbIO M Tapenoyky € ABYMS
CYXUMU MUPOXKHBIMU.

CMOTpto Ha CTakaH.

XuakocTb No BMAY OTAANIEHHO
HanoMuHaeT YaMn.

XXentasa, MyTHas.

Mpobyto noxeukomn.

TenneHbKas, HEMHOroO crnagkasi, HEMHOro
npoTMBHas.

3aKkypuBato nannpocy v ornsabisato
ny6nunky.

3a cocegHuM CTONMK C LWYMOM
YCaXXMBaeTCs KOMNaHus: ABOE LUITaTCKUX
rocrnoj v ogHa gama.

[ama xopowo ogeTa, WypLKNT LESIKOM.
LLITaTckmue npom3sBoaaT camoe
6naronpusaTHOE BneyaTNeHne: pocnble,
pyMsiHble, ynuTaHHble. B pasrape
npu3bIBHOro Bo3pacTta. OAeTbl NPenecTHo.
Ha cTtonvke nepes HUMKM NOSBNSETCA
Tapenka C NMMPOXHbIMU N TP CTakaHa kode
"no-Bapwasckn".

HauyunHaloT pasrosapuBaTh.

[o meHa obpbiBKaMun A0ONETAlOT C/10Ba
LITATCKOro B TaKUPOBAHHbIX 60TUHKaX,
KOTOpbI/ CMAUT NO6AMXKE KO MHe.

Fonoc o3aboyeHHbIN.

CnbIWHO:

- PocToB... MOXxeTe cebe npeacTtaBuTsb...
HEMUBbI... KUTaWLUbl... MAHMUKA... OHU B KaCKax...
CTO TbICSAY KOHHMULbI...

N onsaTb:

- PocToB... naHuka... PocToB... KOHHMUA...
- 3TO y>XacHo, - TOMHO roBopuT gaMa. Ho
BWAHO, YTO ee Masio TPEBOXUT U
CTOTbICAYHAsA KOHHMUA, U Kacku. OHa,
WYPSCb, KYPUT Nanupocky n 6nectawmmm
rnasamu ornsagbiBaeT kade.

A nakmpoBaHHble 60TUHKKN NPOoAOIKAT

In the Café
Mikhail Afanasievich Bulgakov

A café in a city far from the front.

A filthy floor. Fog from tobacco smoke.
Sticky, dirty little tables.

Several soldiers, several ladies, and a lot
of civilians.

On the stage a piano, cello, and violin play
a rollicking tune.

I make my way among the little tables and
take a seat.

A young lady in a little white apron comes
up to my table and looks at my questioningly.
“"Would you be so kind as to get me a cup
of tea and two pastries?”

The young lady disappears, then returns
looking like she was doing me a favor and
puts a cup full of yellow liquid and a plate
with dry pastries in front of me.

I look at the cup.

The liquid has an appearance that vaguely
resembles tea.

Yellow, cloudy.

I try it with a spoon.

It is warmish, a little sweet, a little
disgusting.

I light up a cigarette and have a look at the
crowd.

At the neighboring table a group sits down
noisily: two civilian gentlemen and a lady.
The lady is well-dressed, she rustles her
silk.

The civilians make the nicest of
impressions: tall, ruddy, well-fed. At the peak
of draft age. Dressed charmingly.

On the little table in front of them appears
a plate with pastries, then three cups of
“Warsaw” coffee.

They start up a conversation.

The words of the civilian in patent leather
dress shoes, the one sitting closest to me,
make their way through the air in snippets.
An apprehensive voice.

Audibly:

“Rostov... you can imagine for yourself...
Germans... Chinese... panic... they have
helmets on... one hundred thousand cavalry...
And again:

“Rostov... panic... Rostov... cavalry...”
“That is terrible,” languorously says the
lady. But it is obvious that neither the one

”

hundred thousand cavalrymen nor the helmets

bother her very much. Rustling in her silk,
she smokes a cigarette and looks about the
café with sparkling eyes.

And the patent leather dress shoes continue
to whisper.

My imagination begins to play.



wenTaTb.
®aHTasna Mo HauYnHaeT urpaTb.

YT0 6b1710 6bI, ECNM A BHE3AMHO Yy40M,

Kak B Cka3ke, noay4ymn 6bl BAPYr BNacTb

HaA BCEMM 3TUMU WITAaTCKMMMK rocnogammn?
En-bory, 370 661110 661 NpekpacHo!

TyT xe B kade s BcTan 6bl 1, nogonas K
rocnoauHy NaknpoBaHHbIX HO0TUHOK,

ckasan:

- MonpgemTe co MHoM!

- Kyna? - usymneHHo cnpocumn 6ol

rocrnoauH.

- A cnblwan, 4To Bbl 6ecnokouTech 3a
PocToB, s cabiwan, 4yto Bac 6ecrnokont
HawecTBne 60NnbLLEBMKOB.

- DTo AenaeT BaM 4YecCTb.

- laemMTe co MHOWM, - 9 AaM BaM
BO3MOXHOCTb 3anncaTtbCs HEMEASIEHHO B
yacTb. TaM BaM MOMeHTanbHO AaayT
BVMHTOBKY M MOJIHYIO BO3MOXHOCTb NpoexaTb
Ha Ka3eHHbIN cyeT Ha PPOHT, rAe Bbl MOXETE
MPUHATb y4acTue B OTpaKeHUM HEHABUCTHbIX
BCeM 60NbLUEBMKOB.

Boobpaxalto, 4To nocne aTmMx CnoB
caenanocbk 6bl C rocnogMHOM B
NaknpoBaHHbIX 60TUHKaX.

OH B 0AWH MUr yTpaTun 6bl CBON YyAHbIN
pyMsiHeL, WU KYCOK MUPOXHOro 3acTpsan 6bl y
Hero B ropJne.

OnpaBmMBLIMCbL HEMHOTO, OH Hayan 6bl
6opmMoTaTh.

M3 3TOro HeCBA3HOro, HO XapKoro seneTa
BbISICHUNOCh 6bl Npexae Bcero, 4to
Hapy>HoCTb 6biBaeT o6MaHuMBa.
Oka3sblBaeTcs, 3TOT UBETYLUNIA, PYMSHbIN
yenosek 6oneH... OT4asgHHO, HenonpasMMo,
Hensneummo Bapebesrn 6onen! Y Hero nopok
cepaua, rpbbka v camas yxacHas
HeBpacTeHus. TONbKO Yyay MOXHO
npunmcaTb TO 06CTOATENbCTBO, UTO OH CUAUT
B KO(EeNnHOM, nornowias nMpoXHble, a He
nexuT Ha knaabuie, B CBOKO oyepeab
norsowaemMblii YepBsMU.

W HakoHel, y Hero ectb BpayebHoe
cBuaeTenbcTeo!

- DTO HUYero, - B3AOXHYBLN, CKa3zan bbl 5,

- Y MEHSl Y CaMOro ecTb CBMAETENbCTBO, U
[axe He 04HO, a uenbix Tpu. N1 TeM He MeHee,
KaK BUANTE, MHE NMPUXOAUTCS HOCUTb
QHIINMIACKYIO WKHenb (KoTopas, K CnoBy
CKaszaTb, COBEPLUEHHO HE rpeeT) U Kaxayo
MUHYTY 6bITb FOTOBbLIM K TOMY, 4TO6
OKa3aTbCs B 3LWESIOHE, UM elle K KaKon-
HMBYAb HEOXNAAHHOCTN BOEHHOTIO
xXapakTepa. lNnoHbTe Ha cBugetenncreal He
[0 HuX Tenepb! Bbl caMn TOMIbBKO UYTO Tak
6e30TpagHO pucoBanu NOSIOXKeEHNE Aen...
TyT rocnoauH ¢ xapom 3anenetan 6bi
Aanblle u ctan 6bl AoKa3blBaTb, YTO OH,
COB6CTBEHHO, yXXe B3SIT Ha y4eT n paboTaeT Ha
060poOHYy TaM-TO 1 TaM-To.

- CTouT N1 roBopuTb 06 y4eTe, - OTBETUN

6bl 8, - NONacTb Ha Hero TPyAHO, a CHATLCA C
Hero 1 nNonacTb Ha cny>x6y Ha GpPOHT - oAnH

What would happen if, by a sudden
miracle, like in a magic tale, I instantly
gained power over all of these civilian
gentlemen?

Good God, it would be wonderful!

Right here in this café, I would get up, go
over to the gentleman in his patent leather
dress shoes, and say:

“Come with me!”

“Where to?"” the flabbergasted gentleman
would ask.

"I heard how you were worried about
Rostov; I heard how you are worried about
the advance of the Bolsheviks.”

“That does you credit.”

“Come with me, I will give you the
opportunity to sign up in a unit right away.
They will give you a rifle that very moment
and a full-ride opportunity to go to the front at
state expense, where you will be able to take
part in driving back those much hated
Bolsheviks.

I can imagine what would happen with this
gentleman in the patent leather dress shoes
after hearing that.

In one moment he would lose his amazing
ruddy complexion, and a piece of pastry
would get stuck in his throat.

Beginning to regain his feet, he would start
to mumble.

From this disconnected, but passionate
babble it would first and foremost become
clear that external appearances can be

misleading.
As it turns out, this blossoming, ruddy
person is ill... Unable to get better,

unresponsive to medical treatment,
hopelessly, shatteringly ill! He has a cardiac
malformation, a hernia, and the very worst
sort of neurasthenia. Only by a miracle can
one explain the present situation, that he is
sitting in a café swallowing pastries instead of
laying in a cemetery not eating, but being
eaten by worms.

And what is more, he has the written
testimony of a doctor!

“That’s okay,” I would say, sighing, "I

myself have the written testimony of a doctor,
and not just one, but three entire testimonies.
And none-the-less, as you see, I am forced to
wear an English overcoat (which, I might add,
simply does not warm a thing) and every
minute I must be prepared to turn up in a
transport car, or in some other sort of
unexpected situation of the military sort. Spit
on these doctors’ testimonies! There is no
time for them! You yourself just a moment
ago were describing the dire situation...”

Here the gentleman would heatedly start
babbling on, trying to prove that he is already
registered and works for the defense efforts at
various places.

“Is it really worth discussing registration,”

I would answer, “since it is hard to get, but



MOMeHT!

YT0 Xe kacaeTcs paboTbl Ha 060pPOHY, TO
Bbl... KaK 6bl Bblpa3nTbcs... 3abnyxgaertech!
Mo BCEM BHELWHMM NMpuU3HaKkaM, No BCEMY
BalleMy MOBeAEeHMNI0 BUAHO, YTO Bbl
paboTaeTe ToNbKO Haa HabuBkoM
Cco6CTBEHHbIX KApMaHOB LL@pCKUMN U
AOHCKUMUK ByMaxkamun. ITo, BO-NepBbIX, a
BO-BTOpbIX, Bbl paboTaeTe Ha4 pa3pyLUeHNEM
TblNa, WNaacb No KodernHbIM 1
KnHemaTorpadam 1M ces CBOMMWU paccKasammu
CMYTY W CTpax, KOTOPbIMW Bbl 3apaxaeTe
BCEX OKpYyxawwmx. Cornacutecb camu, 4to
13 Takor paboTbl Ha 060POHY HMUYEro, KpoMe
MakocTu, NOAYYNTbLCA He MOoXeT!

HeT! Bbl, 6€3yCcnoBHO, HE rogmMTecb Ans
3ToN paboTbl. 1 eANHCTBEHHO, YTO BaM
ocTaeTcs caenaTb, 3TO OTNPaBUTLCS Ha
poHT!

TyT rocnoguH ctan 6bl xBaTaTbCs 3@
COJIOMUHKY M 3a8BW/, YTO OH NOAb30BaNCs
NbroToi (eANHCTBEHHbIN CblH Y MOKOWHOM
MaTepu, WM YTO-TO B 3TOM pPOAE), U HAaKOHeLl,
UYTO OH N BMHTOBKM-TO B pyKax AepxaTb He
yMeeT.

- Paau bora, - ckasan 6bl 5, - He roBopuTe
Bbl HW O Kakux nbrotax. NoBTopsto BaM, He
00 HUX Tenepb!

YTo KacaeTcs BUHTOBKM, TO 3TO YNUCTbIE
nyctaku! YBepso Bac, YTO HUYEro HET nerye
Ha CBEeTe, YeM Bbly4YnUTbCHA CTPENaTb M3
BMHTOBKW. [OBOPIO BaM 3TO Ha OCHOBaHWUU
cobcTBEeHHOro onbiTa. YTo Xe KacaeTcs
BOEHHOW cnyx6bl, TO 4TO X nogenaews! 4
TOXe He C/YXWM, @ BOT NpUX0ANTCS...
YBepsito Bac, YTO MEHS HUCKOJIbKO He
NpUBNEKAET BOMHA U COMPSIXXEHHbIE C HEHD
6ecnokoncTea U beacrTems.

Ho uTto nopgenaews! MHe camMoMy He

O4YeHb XOPOoLO, HO MPUXOAUTCS NPUBbIKATb!
1 He MeHee, a MOXeT 6bITb, Aaxe 6onblie
Bac Nt06710 CMOKOMHYO MUPHYIO XWU3Hb,
KnHematorpadsbl, MArkme amsaHbl U kode no-
BapLuascku!

Ho, yBbl, 1 HE MOT'y HUYEM 3TUM
nosib30BaTbCs BCNAcCTb!

N BaM M MHe HMYero He OCTaeTcs, Kak
MPUHATb y4acTue Tak UIN nHavye B BOWMHE,
MHa4ye HaxXJIbIHET Ha Hac KpacHas Ty4ya, 1 Bbl
caMum NoHuMaeTe, 4To byaer...

Tak rosopun 6bl 91, HO, YBbl, FOCNOANHA B
NaknpoBaHHbIX 60TnHKax g He ybeaun 6bl.
OH Hauvan 6bl 6opMoOTaTh MM HaKoHeL,
MOHsSN 6bl, UTO OH HE XOYET... HE MOXET... He
xenaet MATU BoeBaThb...

- Hy-c, Toraa Hu4ero He nogenaeuws, -
B340XHYB, cka3an bbl 51, - pa3 9 He

Mory Bac y6eauTb, BaM NpoCTo nNpuaeTcs
nokopuTbca obcroaTenbcream!

N, 06paTnBLINCE K OKpYXaoWnM MeHs
6bICTPbIM UCMOIHUTENSAM MOUX
pacrnopsixeHun (B MOel MeuTe S, KOHEeYHO,
npeacTaBuia U UX Kak HeobxoauMbIi
3N1eMEHT), A ckasan 6bl, ykasbiBas Ha

getting released from it and winding up at the
front takes all of one minute!”

“As concerns working for the defense, you
have been, how should I put it..., led astray!
According to all external signs, according to
your every behavior it is obvious that you are
working for nothing more than the padding of
your own pockets with tsarist and Don
currency. That’s one thing, and another thing
is that you are working for the destruction of
the home front, gadding about cafés and
cinemas and spreading your stories of
confusion and fear, by which you are
infecting all those around you. You yourself
must agree that nothing but filth can come of
such work for the defense!”

“No! You, unconditionally, are of no use

for that job. And the only thing that remains
for you to do is to head for the front!”

Here the gentleman would start grasping at
straws and would announce that he belongs in
a category excepted from service (the only
son of a dead mother, or something like that),
and finally, that he doesn’t even know how to
hold a rifle.

“For God’s sake,” I would say, “don't tell

me about any exceptions. I'm telling you,
there is no time for them now!”

“As far as rifles are concerned, that’s just
nonsense! I assure you that there is nothing
easier in this world than to learn to shoot a
rifle. I'm telling you that based on my own
experience. And concerning military service,
what can you do? I wasn't serving either, but
now I am having to... I assure you, that war,
with its accompanying worries and trials, did
not attract me in the least.”

“But what can you do! I'm not very well
myself, but I'm having to get used to it!”

"I no less than you, and perhaps even more
than you, love the quiet, peaceful life,
cinematography, soft couches, and “Warsaw”
coffee!”

“But, alas, I can enjoy none of these things
to my heart’s content!”

“Neither you nor I have any option left
except to take part in some way or another in
the war, otherwise the red storm cloud will
sweep down upon us, and you yourselves
understand what will happen then...”

That's how I would speak, but, alas, I

would not convince the gentleman in the
patent leather dress shoes.

He would start to mutter or finally would
understand that he doesn’t want, can not, does
not desire to go fight...

“Well then, you can't help it,” sighing, I
would say, “if I can’t convince you, you'll

just have to submit to the circumstances!”
And, turning to the efficient executors of

my orders that surround me (in my dream I,
of course, also imagined them as an
obligatory element), I would say, pointing at
the completely deflated gentleman:



COoBepLUeHHO ybuToro rocnoaunHa:

- MpoBoaunTe rocnoanHa K BOMHCKOMY
HayanbHUKY!

[MOKOHYMB C rocNnogMHOM B

NlaKMpoBaHHbIX 60TUHKaX, 1 0bpaTuncs 6bl kK
cnepyroLwemy...

Ho, ax, okasasnocb 6bl, YTO S TaK yBJieKcs
pa3roBOpPOM, YTO YyTKME WITATCKUE, yCblWwaB
TONbKO Ha4vano ero, 6ecwyMHoO, OAMH 3a
ApYyrnM, NOKMHYN Kade.

Bce oo oaHoro, Bce pewmnTenbHo!

Tpwo Ha a3CcTpaje nocsne aHTpakTa Ha4dano
"TaHro". {1 Bbilwen U3 3aayMUYMBOCTH.
®aHTa3na KOH4YMNACh.

[Bepb B kade Bce xsonana u xsaonana.
Hapoay npubbiBano. NocnoanH B
NakMpoBaHHbIX 60TUHKAX nocTyyan
noxeukon n notpebosan ewie NNPOXHbIX...
A 3annaTtun ABaAuaTb CeEMb pybnen u,
npobpaBLINCb MexAay 3aHATbIMU CTONIMKaMMU,
Bblles Ha ynauuy.

KaBka3ckas razeta, 5/18 aHBaps 1920 r.

“Take this gentleman to the commanding
officer!”

Having dispatched the gentleman in the
patent leather dress shoes, I would turn to the
next one...

But, ah, as it would turn out, I had gotten

so carried away with the conversation that the
sensitive civilians, having heard only the
beginning of it, noiselessly, one after the
other, left the café.

Decidedly all of them, to the very last one!

After the intermission the trio on the stage
began playing “Tango.” I came out of my
reverie. The fantasy was over.

The door to the café banged and banged.
The crowd expanded. The gentleman in
the patent leather dress shoes knocked with
his spoon and demanded some more
pastries...

I paid twenty seven rubles and, making my
way among the occupied little tables, went
outside.

The Caucasian Newspaper, January 5/18, 1920.



