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Prologue

[The square on to which the windows of the district court looked out was already almost completely empty by this hour in the early evening. Two mongrels were yelping lazily at each other beside a street lamp, a boy in a cloth jacket and blacked boots was hopping over a puddle on one leg. But from the far end of the square, where it runs into Malaya Kupecheskaya Street, there came the resounding clop-clop of hooves over cobblestones, the rumble of wheels and the jingle of harness. This combined noise approached at a spanking pace, and soon it was possible to make out a lathered pair of piebald greys pulling along a sprung carriage. Standing on the box, waving a whip, was a dusty monk in a black cassock that fluttered behind him in the wind, and his head was uncovered, so that his long locks were tousled and tangled; and then it became clear that the forehead of this terrible coachman was covered in blood and his eyes were bulging out of his very head. The small number of people in the street who saw this sight all froze in amazement.

Approaching the court building, the monk pulled back on the reins, halting the dashing horses, jumped to the ground and shouted to Pelagia.

Pelagia turned back quickly towards the Bishop. Mitrofanii had not seen the strange monk or heard his shout, but he immediately sensed that something was wrong. He pushed the correspondent aside gently but firmly and . . .]
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