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     , I was leaving for Kazan, to study at the University—no
    

    
     The thought of University studies had been put into my head by a gymnasia student, N. Yevreinov—a lovable youth, very handsome, with the tender eyes of a woman. He lived in an attic room in the same house with me. Seeing me often with a book under my arm, he grew so interested as to seek my acquaintance; and it was not long before he began to urge it upon me that I possessed an “extraordinary gift for learning.”
    

    
     “Nature created you to further science,” he declared, tossing his long hair back in grace ful emphasis.
    

    
     I did not yet know, then, that one might further science in the capacity of guinea pig; and Yevreinov made it so very clear that it was just such lads as I the universities were lacking. The memory of Lomonosov, of course, was evoked as a shining example. In Kazan, Yevreinov said, I would stay with him, studying through the autumn and winter to master the gymnasia program. Then I would take “some few” examinations—that was just how he put it: “some few”; the University would grant me a scholarship; and in five years or so I would be a “learned man.” It was all very simple; for Yevreinov was nineteen, and his heart was kind.
    

    
     He passed his examinations and left. Some two weeks later, I followed.
    

    
     In parting, Granny told me:
    

    
     “Don’t you be cross with people. You’re always so cross. Stern, you’re getting to be, and too demanding. That comes down to you from Grandfather. And—well, what’s your grandfather? Lived all these years, and ended up nowhere, the poor old man. You keep one thing in mind: it’s not God that judges men. That’s the devil’s pastime. Well, goodbye….”
    

    
     And, brushing the scant tears from her dark, flabby cheeks, she said:
    

    
     “We won’t meet again. You’ll be moving farther and farther off, restless soul, and I’ll be dying.”
    

    
     I had drifted away from my dear grandmother of late, seeing her only rarely; but now it came to me with sudden pain that I would never again meet a friend so close, so much a part of me.
    

    
     From the stern of the boat I looked back to where she stood, at the edge of the pier—crossing herself and, with the corner of her worn old shawl, drying her face and her dark eyes, bright with inextinguishable love of man.
    

    
     And there I was, in the semi-Tatar city Cramped rooms in a small, one-storey house standing, all alone, on a low hill at the end of a narrow, poverty-stricken street. On one side the house faced a vacant lot, thickly overgrown with weeds—the scene of a onetime conflagration. Deep among the wormwood, the agrimony and horse sorrel, surrounded by elder thickets, loomed the ruins of a brick building; and beneath the ruins there was a big cellar, in which stray dogs lived and died. I remember it very well, that cellar: one of my universities.
    

    
     The Yevreinovs—mother and two sons—lived on a miserly pension. From my first days in their home, I perceived the tragic melancholy with which the drab little widow, returning from the market, would lay out her purchases on the kitchen table and ponder her difficult problem: how to turn a few small bits of inferior meat into good and sufficient food for three healthy boys—not to speak of herself.
    

    
     She spoke very little. Her grey eyes were set in the meek and hopeless obstinacy of a work horse that has spent its strength to the last. Dragging its cart uphill, the poor horse knows that it can never make the top; yet still it pulls its load.
    

    
     One morning, three or four days after my arrival, I was helping her with some vegetables in the kitchen. The boys were still asleep. Quietly, warily, she asked me:
    

    
     “What have you come to town for?”
    

    
     “To study. At the University.”
    

    
     Her eyebrows slowly lifted, crinkling her sallow forehead. Her knife slipped, and gashed her finger. Sucking the wound, she sank onto a chair, but at once sprang up again, with a sharp:
    

    
     “Ah, the devil!”
    

    
     When she had tied up her finger with a handkerchief, she said approvingly:
    

    
     “You peel potatoes well.”
    

    
     I should think I peeled them well! I told her about my work on the river boat. She asked:
    

    
     “Do you think that’s sufficient preparation for entering the University?”
    

    
     In those days I had but little conception of humour. I took her question seriously, and explained to her the sequence of measures a result of which the doors to the temple of learning were to open before me.
    

    
     She sighed:
    

    
     “Ah, Nikolai, Nikolai!”
    

    
     Just at this point, Nikolai came into the kitchen to wash—sleepy, tousleheaded, and, as always, in excellent spirits.
    

    
     “Some meat patties would be nice, Mother,” he said.
    

    
     “Yes, they would,” the mother agreed.
    

    
     Anxious to display my erudition in the culinary arts, I remarked that the meat was not good enough for patties, and, besides, that there was not enough of it.
    

    
     At this Varvara Ivanovna became very angry, and directed at me a few such forceful words that my very ears flushed and seemed to grow. Flinging down the bunch of carrots she had been washing, she left the kitchen. Nikolai winked at me, and explained:
    

    
     “She’s in a mood.”
    

    
     Settling down comfortably on a bench, he informed me that women, generally, were more nervous than men, such being the female make-up, as had been incontestably established by a certain eminent scientist—in Switzerland, if I remember correctly. An Englishman, one John Stuart Mill, had also had something to say on this subject.
    

    
     Nikolai greatly enjoyed the process of teaching me, and seized on every opportunity that offered for stuffing into my brain one or another essential item, ignorance of which must surely make life impossible. I would drink in his words eagerly; and after a while Foucault, de la Rochefoucauld, and de la Rochejaquelein would merge, in my mind, into one entity, and I would be quite unable to recall whether it was Lavoisier who had beheaded Dumouriez, or the other way around. The kindly youth was sincerely determined to “make someone” of me. He promised it confidently. But—he lacked the time, and the proper conditions, for systematic guidance of my education. Blinded by the egoism and thoughtlessness of youth, he did not see how his mother had to strain and shift to make ends meet. Still less was this noticed by his brother, a slow, untalkative schoolboy. But I had long been adept in the intricate conjury of kitchen chemistry and economics. I clearly perceived the desperate strivings of this woman, daily compelled to fool her children’s stomachs and to feed a young stranger of unprepossessing appearance and uncouth manners. Naturally enough, every crumb of bread I swallowed here weighed heavily on my conscience. I began to search for work. Leaving the house in the early morning, I would stay away until I was sure dinner was over; and in bad weather I would spend these hours in the shelter of the cellar in the vacant lot. Sitting there among the dead dogs and cats, breathing the odours of putrefaction, listening to the pouring rain and the moaning wind, I soon began to understand that the University was an empty dream; that I would have done more wisely to run away to Persia. This, after picturing myself as a grey-bearded wizard, creator of means for growing wheat and rye with kernels the size of apples, and potatoes that would weigh a pood apiece—not to speak of numerous other benefactions for this earth, on which life was so confoundedly difficult, difficult not only for me.
    

    
     I had already learned to dream of strange adventures and prodigious deeds. This was a great help to me in life’s hard days; and, hard days being many, I grew more and more proficient at such dreaming. I looked for no outside assistance, and set no hopes on luck or chance. But I was gradually developing an unyielding obstinacy of will; and the more difficult life became, the stronger, even the wiser, I felt myself to be. I realized in very early life that a man is made by the resistance he presents to his surroundings.
    

    
     To keep from starving, I would go to the Volga wharves, where one could easily earn fifteen or twenty kopeks. Here, among the stevedores, tramps, and thieves, I felt like a rod of iron thrust into hot coals; for every day was saturated with intense and searing impressions. Here I looked upon a whirling world in which men’s instincts were coarse, their greed naked and undisguised. I was attracted by these people’s bitterness against life, attracted by their attitude of mocking hostility towards everything on earth, and of carelessness towards themselves. All that I myself had experienced drew me to these people, urged the desire to plunge wholly into their caustic world. Bret Harte’s tales, and the innumerable cheap novels I had read, still further intensified this world’s attraction for me.
    

    
     There was Bashkin, professional thief and former normal school student—a consumptive man, often and brutally beaten. Eloquently, he admonished me:
    

    
     “What makes you so bashful, like a shrinking girl? Afraid to lose your honour? A girl— her honour’s all she’s got to lose. For you, it’s just a yoke. An ox is honest; but an ox can fill its belly on hay.”
    

    
     Bashkin was small and redheaded, and went about clean-shaven—like an actor. His soft, smooth movements brought to mind a kitten.
    

    
     Towards me, he dopted an instructive, protective attitude; and I could see that, with all his heart, he wished me luck and happiness. Highly intelligent, he had read many good books, of which 
     
      The Count of Monte Cristo
     pleased him best of all.
    

    
     “That book has heart in it, and purpose, too,” he said.
    

    
     He was a lover of women, and spoke of them ecstatically, smacking his lips with avid relish, a sort of spasm passing over his racked body. It had something unwholesome about it, this spasm, something physically repulsive to me. But I listened eagerly to his talk, sensing its beauty.
    

    
     “Women, women,” he would intone, his sallow cheeks flushing, his dark eyes glowing with enthusiasm. “For a woman, I’d do anything. Like the devil, woman knows no sin. Live in love—there’s nothing better ever been invented!”
    

    
     He had a fine gift for narration. Without effort,” too, he would compose touching little ditties for the prostitutes, on the sorrows of crossed or unrequited love. These were sung in all the Volga towns. Among others, he was the author of that very widespread song:
    

    
     
      
       
        When a girl is plain and poor,
       

       
        And dressed all out of fashion,
       

       
        Who on earth will marry her?
       

       
        Not a living creature!
       

      

     

    

    
     I had a well-wisher in Trusov—shady character. This was a fine-looking man, foppishly dressed, with a musician’s delicate fingers. He kept a little shop in the Admiralty district. The sign said, “Clock Repairing”; but Trusov’s business was the sale of stolen goods.
    

    
     “Don’t you let yourself drift into thieves’ tricks, Maximich,” he would say to me, stroking his greying beard impressively and screwing up his bold and crafty eyes. “That’s not your road, I can see. You’re the soulful kind.”
    

    
     “What do you mean, the soulful kind?”
    

    
     “Why, the ones that are never envious— only curious to know.”
    

    
     That was not a true description of me. I was often envious, of many things. Thus, I envied Bashkin his gift of talking—his peculiar, verselike style, his unexpected figures and turns of speech. I recall the beginning of one of his tales of amorous adventure:
    

    
     “One cloudy-eyed night I was huddled, like an owl in a hollow tree, in a boarding house in the beggarly town of Sviyazhsk. It was autumn, October. A lazy little rain was coming down, and the wind soughed just the way a Tatar sings when someone’s been mean to him—an endless o-o-o-oo-oo-oo….
    

    
     “… And then she came, so light and rosy, like a cloud at sunrise, and in her eyes a lying purity of soul. ‘Dear love,’ she says, and her voice rang true, ‘I haven’t sinned against you.’ I knew she was lying, and yet—I believed her. My mind knew for certain, but my heart just couldn’t believe she was false.”
    

    
     He would talk with half-closed eyes, his body swaying rhythmically, his hand rising softly, in a frequently repeated gesture, to touch his chest, over his heart.
    

    
     His voice was dull and colourless, yet his words were vivid, with something of the nightingale throbbing through them.
    

    
     I envied Trusov, too. This man told fascinating tales about Siberia, Khiva, Bukhara. He spoke amusingly, yet with tremendous bitterness, of the lives of the clerical hierarchy. And one day he declared mysteriously, of Tsar Alexander III:
    

    
     “This tsar—he’s a past master in his business.”
    

    
     Trusov, I thought, must be one of those “villains” who at the end of a novel, to the reader’s astonishment, turn into high-souled heroes.
    

    
     Sometimes, of a stuffy night, these people would cross to the meadow bank of the little Kazanka River. There, among the bushes, they would drink, and eat, and talk of their affairs—or, more often, of the intricacies of life, of the strange confusion of human relationships. Above all, they talked of women: talked of them with malice or with melancholy —movingly, at times, and almost always as though peering into a dark place where things sinister and unknown might lurk. I spent two or three nights with them out there, under a dark sky studded with lacklustre stars. We lay in the stuffy warmth of a little hollow, thickly overgrown with willow bushes. Through the darkness, damp because the Volga was so near, boat lights crawled, golden spiders, in every direction; and along the black mass of the bluff bank shone scattered lumps and veins of fire—the windows of homes and taverns in the wealthy village of Uslon. The paddles of steamboat wheels beat dully against the water. Sailors shouted, on a passing train of barges; and their hoarse cries were like the howling of wolves. Somewhere a hammer tapped iron. A plaintive song floated over the water—somebody’s soul, gently smouldering. The song cast ashy melancholy on the heart.
    

    
     And it was more melancholy still to hear the softly flowing talk of my companions. Musing on life, each spoke of what lay closest to his heart, barely listening to the others. Sitting or lying in the shadow of the willow bushes, smoking, and drinking now and then, without greed, of vodka or beer, they would go drifting back along the vague paths of memory.
    

    
     “Well, there was this that happened to me,” someone might say, out of the night that pressed him to the earth.
    

    
     And when he had told his tale, the others would murmur their assent:
    

    
     “Yes, such things happen too. All sorts of things may happen.”
    

    
     “Happened,” “happens,” “used to happen,” sounded in my ears, until it seemed to me that in this night these people had entered their last hours of life. Everything had already happened; nothing would ever happen more!
    

    
     This feeling tended to alienate my thoughts from Bashkin and Trusov. Still, they attracted me; and, by the logic of all I had experienced, it would have been only natural for me to take their road. My outraged hope of rising to higher things, of attaining an education— this, too, impelled me to follow them. In hours of hunger, bitterness, despair, I felt myself fully capable of crime—and not only against the “sacred institute of property.” The romantic spirit of youth, however, kept me from leaving the path I was fated to tread. Besides Bret Harte, with his love of humanity, and various cheap novels, I had already read quite a number of really serious books. These aroused aspirations to other things: things only vaguely envisioned, but of greater weight than all I saw around me.
    

    
     At the same time, I was forming a new type of acquaintanceships, receiving new impressions. Gymnasia students often gathered in the empty lot by the Yevreinovs’ home, to play at gorodki; and I was strongly drawn to one of them, Guri Pletnyov. This was a swarthy youth, with blue-black hair like a Japanese and a face covered with tiny black spots, as though gunpowder had been rubbed into the skin. Irrepressibly jolly, skilful at games and witty in conversation, he had the makings of many and varied talents. And, like most talented Russians, he lived on what Nature had given him, making no effort to consolidate or develop his gifts. Loving music, and endowed with a delicate ear and a sensitive understanding, he played remarkably well on the gusli, the balalaika, the accordion—yet made no attempt to master finer and more difficult instruments. He was poor, and badly dressed; but his torn, rumpled shirt, patched trousers, and down-at-heel boots fitted very well with his reckless spirit, his expansive gestures, his swift movements and sinewy frame.
    

    
     He was like one just recovered from a long and painful illness; or like a prisoner, only yesterday released. Everything life offered was new to him, and pleasant. Everything aroused him to noisy merriment. He skipped about the world like a humming top.
    

    
     Learning how difficult and precarious a life I led, he proposed that I come to stay with him, and study to be a village teacher. And so I found myself in that strange, gay slum dwelling, the “Marusovka,” familiar, probably, to many a generation of Kazan students: a big, tumble-down building on Ribnoryadskaya, captured—to every appearance—from its owners by a host of half-starved students, prostitutes, and, besides these, varied human wreckage—beings that seemed to have outlived themselves. Pletnyov lived in the hall space under the attic stairs. He had a cot under the stairs, and, by the window at the end of the hall, a table and a chair. Nothing more. There were three rooms opening on this hall, two occupied by prostitutes and the third by a consumptive mathematician, formerly a seminary student—a tall, gaunt, almost fearful-looking man, overgrown with rough, reddish wool and dressed in filthy rags that barely covered his nakedness. Through the holes in these rags, one could glimpse his horrible, bluish skin and skeleton ribs.
    

    
     He seemed to feed on nothing but his own nails, which were always gnawed to the quick. Day and night, he worked over some sort of drafts and calculations, coughing incessantly—a dull, booming cough. The prostitutes were afraid of him, thinking him insane; but, out of pity, they would leave bread, tea, and sugar outside his door. He would come out and pick up these packets, wheezing like a tired horse with the effort. If they forgot, or for some reason were unable, to bring their offerings, he would stand in his doorway, shouting huskily into the hall:
    

    
     “Food!”
    

    
     His eyes, sunk in dark pits, glittered with the pride of a madman, rejoicing in the knowledge of his own majesty. At long intervals, he would be visited by a tiny, hunchbacked monster with a twisted leg—a grey-haired creature, with powerful spectacles perched on a swollen nose, and with the sallow face of a castrate, set in a crafty smile. They would shut the door tight and sit for hours in silence. A strange hush would seem to emanate from the room. Once, however, late at night, I was wakened by the mathematician’s hoarse voice, roaring furiously:
    

    
     “And I say, a prison! Geometry’s a cage, that’s what it is! Yes, a mousetrap! A prison!”
    

    
     The hunchbacked monster tittered shrilly, repeating over and over some queer word I did not know. Then, suddenly, the mathematician yelled:
    

    
     “To hell with you! Get out!”
    

    
     While the visitor retreated down the hall, with an angry hissing and squealing, hurriedly wrapping himself in his broad cloak, the mathematician stopped in the doorway, a lank, fearful figure, clutching at his tangled hair, and wheezed:
    

    
     “Euclid’s a fool! A fool! I’ll prove God has more brains than that fool Greek!”
    

    
     Then he went in, banging the door so savagely that something in his room fell clattering to the floor.
    

    
     This man, as I soon discovered, was attempting to prove the existence of God by means of higher mathematics. He died, however, without attaining his end.
    

    
     Pletnyov worked in a printing office, as night proofreader for a newspaper. He earned eleven kopeks a night. If I did not manage to earn anything, we would live the day through on four pounds of bread, two kopeks; worth of tea, and three kopeks ’ worth of sugar. And I had very little time for earning money, because I had to study. Learning cost me tremendous labour. Particularly oppressive was the science of grammar, with its hideously narrow, ossified forms, into which I found myself utterly incapable of squeezing the Russian tongue—so alive and so difficult, so capriciously versatile. Soon, however, to my relief, we discovered that I had begun my studies “too early”—that, even should I pass the examinations for village teachers, I could not receive an appointment, because I was too young.
    

    
     Pletnyov and I slept on the same cot—he in the daytime, I at night. When he got home, early in the morning, worn out by his night’s work, his face swarthier than ever, his eyes inflamed, I would hurry off to the tavern for hot water—we had no samovar, of course— and then, at the table by the window, we would breakfast on bread and tea. Guri would reel off the news in the morning’s paper, and recite the latest comic verses by a drunken columnist who signed himself “Red Domino.” Guri always amazed me by his light attitude towards life. He treated life, it seemed to me, much as he did the fat-faced woman Galkina, procuress and trader in second-hand ladies’ finery.
    

    
     It was from this woman that he hired his little hole under the stairs. Having no money to pay for these “chambers,” he paid instead in jokes, accordion music, and sentimental songs—delivered in a light tenor, with a glint of scorn in his eyes. The woman Galkina had been in the chorus at the Opera in her youth, and knew how to value a tune. Not infrequently, she would be moved to tears. The tiny drops would roll profusely from her brazen eyes and down her puffy, purple cheeks—mark of the drunkard and the glutton. She would brush the tears from her cheeks with puffy fingers, then wipe her fingers carefully on a filthy handkerchief.
    

    
     “Ah, Guri, Guri,” she would exclaim, with a sigh. “You’re a real artist! Yes, and if only you was a little better-looking, I’d fix things up for you. All the nice young youthses I’ve fixed up with women what has heartache from living all alone!”
    

    
     One of these “youthses” lived just above us, in the attic. He was a student, the son of a furrier’s helper: a young man of medium height, broad-chested, and with abnormally narrow hips. He looked like a triangle, poised on its apex, with the very tip of the apex chipped away. His feet were small as a woman’s. His head, sunk deep between the shoulders, was also small, with a bristly cap of bright red hair. Bulging greenish eyes gleamed sombrely in his pale, bloodless face.
    

    
     At the cost of untold effort, hungering like a homeless dog, he had succeeded, against his father’s will, in getting through school and matriculating at the University. Then, however, discovering that he possessed a deep, velvety bass, he had conceived the desire to study singing.
    

    
     With this as a bait, Galkina had netted him for one of her clients: a wealthy woman of the merchant class, about forty years old, with a son in his third year at the University and a daughter in her last year at school. The woman was gaunt and flat-chested, stiffly erect as a soldier, with the passionless face of an ascetic nun. Her big grey eyes were hidden in dark pits. She dressed always in black, with an old-fashioned silk kerchief on her head, and earrings set with stones of poison green.
    

    
     Now and again, in the late evening or early morning, this woman would come to seek out her student. I often noticed her—plunging in at the gate, and striding determinedly across the yard. There was something fearful about her face: the lips, so compressed as to be almost out of sight; the eyes, despairing, hopeless, staring straight ahead—wide open, yet seeming blind. She could not be called ugly. It was her obvious tension that disfigured her, seeming to draw out her limbs andcruelly pinch her features.
    

    
     “Look,” Pletnyov would say. “She’s like a woman insane.”
    

    
     The student hated and avoided her; and she pursued him as a spy might do, or some inexorable creditor.
    

    
     “I’m a disgraced man,” he would moan, when he had had some drink. “What do I want this singing for? They’ll never let me near the stage, with such a mug and such a figure. They’ll never let me near!”
    

    
     “Drop the whole business,” Pletnyov would advise.
    

    
     “I know. But I’m sorry for her. Yes— I can’t bear her, and yet I’m sorry for her! If you knew how she….”
    

    
     We knew. We had heard her by night, standing on the attic stairs and pleading dully, quaveringly:
    

    
     “For the love of God…. Dear heart, for the love of God!”
    

    
     She was the mistress of a big factory. She owned real estate, kept her own horses. She donated thousands of rubles to support a midwives’ school. Like a beggar, she pleaded for the charity of love.
    

    
     After breakfast Pletnyov would go to bed, and I would set out in search of work, returning only late in the evening, when it was time for him to leave for the printing office. If I brought food—bread, sausage, or perhaps boiled tripe—we would divide the spoils, and he would take his half to work with him.
    

    
     When he was gone, I would wander about the halls and byways of our “Marusovka,” observing curiously the lives of these, to me, new and unfamiliar people. The house was very crowded, a veritable anthill. It was pervaded with sour, caustic odours of indeterminate origin; and in every corner lurked heavy shadows, inimical to man. From morning to the late hours of the night, the buzz of life continued: the incessant chatter of the seamstresses’ sewing machines; the trills of chorus girls from the operetta; the velvety bass of the attic student, rolling out his scales; the sonorous babble of a drink-ruined, half-crazed actor; the hysterical, drunken cries of the prostitutes. And there arose in my mind the question, natural, but unanswerable:
    

    
     “What’s the sense of it all?”
    

    
     There was a man in the house, hanging about aimlessly among the starving youth: carroty hair, around a spreading bald spot; pot-belly, spindle legs, high cheekbones, and an enormous mouth, full of yellow horse teeth. For these teeth, he had been nicknamed “Carroty Nag.” He was involved in a lawsuit, now in its third year, against some relatives, merchants in Simbirsk; and he declared, to all who would listen:
    

    
     “Hope to die, but I’ll ruin ’em, down to their last kopek! I’ll beggar ’em, make ’em live on charity. And then, when they’ve had three years of it—then I’ll give ’em back all I’ve won at law, I’ll give it all back, and I’ll say, ‘Well, damn you! What do you say now?’ That’s what I’ll do!”
    

    
     “Is that your aim in life, Nag?” people asked; and he replied:
    

    
     “I’m set on it, my whole heart’s set on it. I can’t even think about anything else!”
    

    
     He spent his days at the district and superior courts, or in his lawyer’s office. Of an evening, frequently, he would drive home in a cab, loaded with bags, bundles, bottles; and, in his filthy room, with sagging ceiling and crazy floor, he would arrange noisy feasts, inviting students, seamstresses—anyone who wanted a square meal and a little to drink with it. Himself, “Carroty Nag” drank nothing but rum, a beverage which left indelible dark-red stains on the tablecloth, on his clothes, even on the floor. After a few drinks, he would begin to wail:
    

    
     “Birdies! Dear little birds! I love you! You’re honest folk. Me, I’m a wicked scoundrel and a cr-r-rocodile! I’m trying to ruin my own relations, and I’ll do it, too, honest to God, I will! Hope to die, but….”
    

    
     From his dolefully blinking eyes, the drunken tears would drip over his queer, ugly face. He would brush the tears from his cheeks with the palm of his hand, and dry his hand against his knees. His trousers were always covered with greasy stains.
    

    
     “What sort of life do you live?” he would cry. “Hungry, and freezing, and
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

      

      
       
       

       
       

      

      
       
       

       
       

      

      
       
       

       
       

      

      
       
       

       
       

      

      
       
       

       
       

      

      
       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     

     
     

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
     
      
       
       

       
       

      

     

    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

   
  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy My Universities, Autobiography Part III.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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