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At the Tolstoy Museum we sat and wept. Paper streamers
came out of our eyes. Our gaze drifted toward the pictures.
They were placed too high on the wall. We suggested to the
director that they be lowered six inches at least. He looked
unhappy but said he would see to it. The holdings of the
Tolstoy Museum consist principally of some thirty thousand
pictures of Count Leo Tolstoy.

After they had lowered the pictures we went back to the
Tolstoy Museum. I don’t think you can peer into one man'’s
face too long—for too long a period. A great many human
passions could be discerned, behind the skin.

Tolstoy means “fat” in Russian. His grandfather sent his
linen to Holland to be washed. His mother did not know
any bad words. As a youth he shaved off his eyebrows, hop-
ing they would grow back bushier. He first contracted gonor-
rhea in 1847. He was once bitten on the face by a bear. He
became a vegetarian in 1885. To make himself interesting,
he occasionally bowed backward.

Tolstoy's coat
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Tolstoy as a youth
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I was eating a sandwich at the Tolstoy Museum. The Tol-
stoy Museum is made of stone—many stones, cunningly
wrought. Viewed from the street, it has the aspect of three
stacked boxes: the first, second, and third levels. These are of
increasing size. The first level is, say, the size of a shoebox,
the second level the size of a case of whiskey, and the third
level the size of a box that contained a new overcoat. The
amazing cantilever of the third level has been much talked
about. The glass floor there allows one to look straight down
and provides a “floating” feeling. The entire building,
viewed from the street, suggests that it is about to fall on
you. This the architects relate to Tolstoy’s moral authority.

In the basement of the Tolstoy Museum carpenters un-
crated new pictures of Count Leo Tolstoy. The huge crates
stencilled FRAGILE inred ink . . .

The guards at the Tolstoy Museum carry buckets in
which there are stacks of clean white pocket handkerchiefs.
More than any other Museum, the Tolstoy Museum induces
weeping. Even the bare title of a Tolstoy work, with its bur-
den of love, can induce weeping——for example, the article ti-
tled “Who Should Teach Whom to Write, We the Peasant
Children or the Peasant Children Us?” Many people stand
before this article, weeping. Too, those who are caught by
Tolstoy’s eyes, in the various portraits, room after room after
room, are not unaffected by the experience. It is like, pe'ople
say, committing a small crime and being discovered at it by
your father, who stands in four doorways, looking at you.



At Starogladkovskaya,
about 1852

Tiger hunt, Siberia
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I was reading a story of Tolstoy’s at the Tolstoy Museum. In
this story a bishop is sailing on a ship. One of his fellow-pas-
sengers tells the bishop about an island on which three her-
mits live. The hermits are said to be extremely devout. The
bishop is seized with a desire to see and talk with the her-
mits. He persuades the captain of the ship to anchor near
the island. He goes ashore in a small boat. He speaks to the
hermits. The hermits tell the bishop how they worship God.
They have a prayer that goes: “Three of You, three of us,
have mercy on us.” The bishop feels that this is a prayer
prayed in the wrong way. He undertakes to teach the her-
mits the Lord’s Prayer. The hermits learn the Lord’s Prayer
but with the greatest difficulty. Night has fallen by the time
they have got it correctly.

The bishop returns to his ship, happy that he has been
able to assist the hermits in their worship. The ship sails on.
The bishop sits alone on deck, thinking about the expe.rl-
ences of the day. He sees a light in the sky, behind the ship.
The light is cast by the three hermits floating over the water,
hand in hand, without moving their feet. They catch up
with the ship, saying: “We have forgotten, servant of God,
we have forgotten your teaching!” They ask him to teach
them again. The bishop crosses himself. Then he tells the
hermits that their prayer, too, reaches God. “It is not for me
to teach you. Pray for us sinners!” The bishop bows to the
deck. The hermits fly back over the sea, hand in hand, to
their island. o

The story is written in a very simple styl.e. .It is said to
originate in a folk tale. There is a version of it in St. Augus-
tine. 1 was incredibly depressed by reading this story. Its

beauty. Distance.



The Anna-Vronsky Pavilion

49

grasped the 741 Sunday vis-
series of lectures on the
»” The visitors were
who were probably

At the Tolstoy Museum, sadness
itors. The Museum was offering a
text “Why Do Men Stupefy Themselves
made sad by these eloquent speakers,
right.

People stared at tiny pictures of Turgenev,
Fet. These and other small pictures hung a
tremely large pictures of Count Leo Tolstoy.

In the plaza, a sinister musician played a wood trumpet
while two children watched.

We considered the 640,086 pages (Jubilee Edition) of the
author’s published work. Some people wanted him to g0
away, but other people were glad we had him. “He has been
a lifelong source of inspirat

I haven’t made up my mind. Standing here in the “Sum-
mer in the Country” Room, several hazes passed over my
eyes. Still, 1 think I will march on to “A Landlord’s Morn-
ing.” Perhaps something vivifying will happen to me¢ there.

Nekrasov, and
longside ex-

jon to me,” one said.

At the disaster (arTow indicates Tolstoy)




Museum plaza with monumental head (Closed Mondays)
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