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The Master and Margarita — Chapter 13

-- A, NMOMHI0, NoMHIO! -- BCKpuyan MBaH. --
Ho s 3a6bbin, kak Bawa damMmununs!

-- OcTaBuM, MOBTOpsSAO, Mol damunuio, ee

HeT 6onblue, -- OTBETUN roCTb. — [1eNno He B
Her. Yepe3s peHb B Apyron rasere  3a
noanmcbio McTtucnasa JlaBpoBuua

obHapyxunacb Apyras cratbsl, rAe asTop
ee npeanonaran yaaputb, W Kpernko
yaaputb, no MunatumHe n  TOMy 6oromasy,
KOTOpbIN B3gyMasn npotawuTtb (OnaTb 3TO
npoknaToe cnoso!) ee B neyaTb.

OcTtonbeHeB oT 3TOro cnosa "lMunatumHa", a
pa3BepHyn TpeTbio rasety. 3aecb 66110 ABe
CTaTbu: ogHa -- JlaTyHcKoro, a Agpyras --
noanucaHHas 6ykeamm "H.3.". YBepsto Bac,
yTo npousBegeHusa ApuMmaHa U JlaBpoBuYa
MOr/IM CYMTATbCH LYTKOK MO CPaBHEHMUIO C
HanucaHHbIM JlaTyHcKkuM. [OCTaTO4YHO Bam
CKasaTb, YTO Ha3biBanacb CTaTbs JIaTyHCKOro
"BonHcTBYIOWMN ctrapoobpsagen". 4 Tak
yBNEKCa 4yTeHumeMm cTatenn o cebe, yTO He
3aMeTun, Kak oHa (ABepb S 3abbls1 3aKpbITh)
npeacrana npego MHOK C MOKPbIM 30HTUKOM
B pyKax M MOKpbIMM Xe rasetamu. [nasa ee
NMCTOYaNNM OrOHb, PYKM Apoxannm m  6blaun
xonogHbl. CnepBa OHa 6pocuniacb MeHs
uenoBaTb, 3aTeM, XpPUMJbIM FOJIOCOM M CTy4a
PYKOIO MO CTOJly, CKasasia, 4YTo OHa OTpaBuT
JlaTyHCKOro.

MBaH KaK-TO CKOHMYXEHHO MOKPSIXTEN, HO
HWUYero He ckasarn.

-- Hactanu coBepweHHO 6e3pafocTHble
AHW. PomaH 6bin HanucaH, 6onble aenatb
6bl10 Heyero, M Mbl 0ba XuaM TeMm, u4TO
CUAENM Ha KOBPMKE Ha MOy Yy MeYku w
CMOTpPEenn Ha OoroHb. Bnpouyem, Tenepb Mbl
bonbwe pacctaBanncb, 4YemM paHbwe. OHa
CTana yxoauTb rynstb. A CO MHOW cry4ymnach
OpPUIrMHANbHOCTb, KakK Hepeako ObiBano B
MOEWN >XWU3HW... Y MEHS HEeOXWAAHHO 3aBesics
apyr. [a, na, npeacraebTe cebe, 9 B obLiem
He CKJIOHEH CXOAWUTbCS C ntoabMn, obnagato
YEepTOBOM CTPAHHOCTbIO: CXOXYCb C JIHOAbMMU
TYyro, HenoBep4YMB, NOAO3PUTENEH. n --
npeacrtasbTe cebe, npu 3ToM obA3aTenbHO
KO MHe nMpoHMKaeT B AywWwy KTOo-HMOyAb
HenpeaBWAEHHbIN, HEOXMAAHHbBIA N BHELLHe-

The blue text is not in the English translation

English translation

Ah, I remember, I remember!' Ivan cried
out. 'But I've forgotten your name!'

'Let's leave my name out of it, I repeat, it
no longer exists,' replied the guest. 'That's
not the point. Two days later in another
newspaper, over the signature of Mstislav
Lavrovich, appeared another article, in
which its author recommended striking,
and striking hard, at Pilatism and at
the icon-dauber who had ventured to
foist it (again that accursed word!) into
print.

'Dumbfounded by this unheard-of word
"Pilatism", I opened a third newspaper.
There were two articles in it, one by
Latunsky, the other signed with the initials
"N.E." I assure you, the works of Ariman
and Lavrovich could be counted as jokes
compared with what Latunsky wrote.
Suffice it to say that Latunsky's article
was entitled "A Militant Old Believer". I
got so carried away reading the article
about myself that I didn't notice (I had
forgotten to lock the door) how she
came in and stood before me with a wet
umbrella in her hand and wet newspapers
as well. Her eyes flashed fire, her
trembling hands were cold. First she
rushed to kiss me, then, in a hoarse
voice, and pounding the table with her
fist, she said she would poison Latunsky.'

Ivan grunted somewhat embarrassedly,
but said nothing.

'Joyless autumn days set in,’ [...] The
novel was written, we had nothing more
to do, and we lived, the two of us
together, we were sitting on the carpet
near the fireplace, looking at the flames.
We started going out more than before.
She started making walks. And then
something unusual happened to me, as it
happens quite often in my life... I got an
unexpected visit from a friend. Yes, yes,
just imagine: Generally I don't get easily
involved with others. I have this demonic
strangeness, I hardly converge with
people, I am mistrustful, I am suspicious.
And you must know: to me, someone has
to step unexpectedly into my soul, not



TO YepT 3HAEeT Ha YTO MOXOXWW, N OH-TO MHe
6onblue BCEX M MOHpPABUTCA.

Tak BOT B TO MPOK/SATOE BPeMS OTKpbIsiacb
KaJuTo4yKa Hawero caauka, AeHeK eue,
NMOMHIO, Obl1 TAKOM MPUSATHDLINA, OCEHHUN. Ee
He ©Obino fgoMa. M B KanuTouky BoOLIen
yenoeek. OH npowesn B AOM MO KAaKOMy-TO
Aeny K MOeMy 3acTpoWLMKYy, MOTOM coLllen
B CaAMK W KaK-TO O4YeHb ObICTpO cBen
CO MHOW 3HAKOMCTBO.

OTpeKkoMeHAO0BaNCsa OH MHE >XYPHasUCTOM.
MoHpaBuiCA OH MHe A0 Toro, BoobpasuTe,
YTO 9 €ero A0 CUX Mop MHOrAa BCMOMUHAK U
CKy4yato o HeM. [danble -- 6onblle, OH cTan
3ax04uTb KO MHe. § y3Han, YTO OH XOJOCT,
YTO >KMBET psSiAOM CO MHOWM MpUMMEpPHO B
TaKOW Xe KBapTUPKE, HO UTO eMYy TECHO TaM,
n npoyee. K cebe kak-To He 3Ban. XeHe
Moemn OH He MOHpaBWIICS ao
ype3BblyaHOCTU. HO s 3acTtynunacsa 3a Hero.
OHa ckaszana:

-- [Jenan, Kak xo4yelwb, HO TroBopt Tebe,
YTO OSTOT YesIOBEK MPOM3BOAUT Ha MeHs
BrieyaTneHne oTTasikuBatoLlee.

A paccmesinca. [La, HO 4eMm, COb6CTBEHHO
roBopsi, OH MeHs npueBnek? [leno B TOM, 4TO
BoobLle u4enoBek 6e3 cioprnpu3a BHYTPU, B
CBOEM AWNKEe, HeuHTepeceH. Takomn
ctopnpm3s B cBoeM Awmke Anousuin (pa, 9
3ab6bin CKasaTb, 4YTO MOero HOBOro
3HaKoMoro 3Banu Anousuii  Morapbiy) --
nmen. VIMEeHHOo, Hurge A0 TOro 9 He
BCTPEYan M yBEPEH, YTO HWUrAE He BCTpevy

yenoBeka TaKoOro yma, KakuMm  obnagan
Anousuii. Ecnm 9 He NoHMMan cMbicia Kako-
HMbyab 3aMeTKu B raserTe, Anonsnn
obbscHanN MHe ee O6ykBanbHO B OAHY
MWUHYTY,  Mnpu4yeM  BMAHO  ObLIO,  4TO
0b6bsICHEHME 3TO €My He CTOMI0 POBHO
Huyero. To Xe caMoe C XM3HEHHbIMU

ABNEeHMAMM M Bonpocamn. Ho 3Toro 6bis10
Mano. [lokopun ™MeHa Anousui CBOEI0
CTpacTblo K nutepaTtype. OH He ycrnokouncs
[0 Tex NMop, NoKa He YNpPOCUS MEHS NMpo4YecTb
€My MOW pOMaH BeCb OT KOPKW A0 KOpKMU,
npuMyeM O poOMaHe OH OTO3BajCAd O4eHb
NeCTHO, HO C MOTpsicaloLWen TOYHOCTbI, KakK
6bl MpUCYTCTBYS Npu 3TOM, pacckas3asn Bce
3aMevaHus pepakTopa, Kacarowmecs 3TOro
poMaHa. OH nonagasn 13 CTa pa3 CTo pas.

Kpome  ToOro, OH COBEpPLUEHHO TOYHO
06bACHMN MHe, W 9 goragbiBancs, 4YTo 3TO
6e3owmnboyHO, MoOYeMy MO poMaH He Mor

foreseen, and totally out of the known
ways, that's something I like.

One day in that damned period our garden
gate went open, I remember it was a nice
automn weather. She was not home. En
he came in through the gate. He had
passed the house in order to arrange
something with the landlord, then came
back to our little house en very rapidly we
got acquainted.

He introduced himself as a journalist. I
liked him so much, just imagine, that I
remember still now and yes, that I even
miss him. He started coming more often. I
learned that he was single, that he lived in
the neighbourhood of the apartment, and
much more. I never invited him though.
My wife didn't like him at all. But I threw
myself into the breach for him. She said:

- Do what you want, but I tell you that
this person makes a obnoxious impression
on me.

I started laughing. Yes, sure but, in fact,
why was I attracted to him? As a
principle, people who have no surprises
within themselves are totally uninteresting
to me. And Aloisy (oh yes, I forgot to tell
that my new friend was called Aloisy
Mogarych) did have surprises. Anyway, I
know that I never met someone like him
before, and that I never will meet a man
with a spirit like Aloisy's. When I didn't
understand the deeper meaning of
something I had been reading in the
newspaper, Aloisy explained it to me in a
minute and to the letter and one could see
hat this explanation was of no trouble to
him. Even when it was about the
important questions of life. But it meant
nothing yet. What made me submit to
Aloisy was his passion for litterature. He
could not be stopped - he asked me to
read out loud my novel from the
beginning to the end, and he reacted
flattering to the story, but with a
astonishing accuracy, and - as if he had
been there himself - he gave me all the
observations that the editor had been
giving too, for hundred percent.

Furthermore he explained to me exactly -
and I gues that what he told was right,
why my story could not be printed. He



6bITb Hane4yaTaH. OH NpsIMO roBOpW: rnasa
Takasi-To UATU He MOXET...

[...] Here’s a loose end in the Russian text.

CraTbn He npekpawanucb. Hag nepsbiMn U3
HUX 4 cMesancd. Ho uyem 6onbwe wux
nosiBNsiNOCbL, TeM 6Hosee MeHANoCb Moe
OTHOWEHne K HuM. Btopoli crtaguen 6bina
ctagms  yaumBneHus. YTo-TO Ha penkocTb
danbwmBoe U HeyBepeHHOe YyBCTBOBAJIOCh
6yKkBanibHO B KaXxAOW CTPOYKE 3TUX CTaTen,
HECMOTPS Ha MX FPO3HbIA U YBEPEHHbIA TOH.
MHe BCe Ka3anocb, -- U 9 He MOr OT 3Toro
oTAenaTbCsd, -- 4YTO aBTOpbl 3TUX CTaTen
roBOpsT He TO, YTO OHU XOTHAT CKasaTb, WU
UYTO UX SPOCTb BbI3bIBAETCA UMEHHO 3TUM. A
3aTem, npeacrtasbte cebe, HacTtynuna
TpeTbs CTaamsa -- cTpaxa.

HeT, He cTpaxa 3Tux cTaTeil, nomMuTe, a
CTpaxa nepea ApPYrMMW, COBEPLUEHHO He

OTHOCSALMMUCA K HUM  WINM K pOMaHy
Bewamn. Tak, Hanpumep, £ cTan 60aTbcs
TeMHOTbl. CnoBoM, HacTynuna cTagus

ncuxuyeckoro 3abonesaHusa. CTouno MHe
nepea CHOM MOTYWMWUTb flaMny B MasieHbKOW
KOMHaTe, KaK MHe Ka3ajoCb, 4TO uepe3
OKOHLIE, XOT OHO W 6bISI0 3aKpbITO, BNe3aeT
Kakom-To CnpyT C OuYeHb AJIMHHLIMKU U
XONOAHbIMK Wynansuamn. W cnate MHe
MPULINOCH C OTHEM,

said in a direct manner: this chapter will
not make it...

[...] the guest went on. 'The monstrous
failure with this novel seemed to have
taken out a part of my soul. Essentially
speaking, I had nothing more to do, and I
lived from one meeting with her to the
next. And it was at that time that
something happened to me. Devil knows
what, Stravinsky probably figured it out
long ago. Namely, anguish came over me
and certain forebodings appeared.

"The articles, please note, did not cease.
I laughed at the first of them. But the
more of them that appeared, the more
my attitude towards them changed. The
second stage was one of astonishment.
Some rare falsity and insecurity could
be sensed literally in every line of
these articles, despite their threatening
and confident tone. I had the feeling,
and I couldn't get rid of it, that the
authors of these articles were not saying
what they wanted to say, and that their
rage sprang precisely from that. And then,
imagine, a third stage came - of fear.

No, not fear of these articles, you
understand, but fear of other things totally
unrelated to them or to the novel. Thus, for
instance, I began to be afraid of the dark.
In short, the stage of mental illness came.
It seemed to me, especially as I was falling
asleep, that some very cold and pliant
octopus was stealing with its tentacles
immediately and directly towards my heart.
And I had to sleep with the light on.



