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THE STORY OF 

MY DOVECOTE 

For Maxim Gorky 

__//s a child I wanted a dovecote very badly. In all my life I have
yr never desired anything more intensely. I was nine years old

when my father promised to give me the money to buy some planks and 
three pairs of doves. The year was 1904. I was getting ready for the 
examinations for the preparatory class of the Nikolayev Lycee. My fam­
ily lived in Nikolayev, in the province of Kherson. This province no 
longer exists; our town was absorbed into the district of Odessa. 

I was only nine years old, and was frightened of the examinations. 
In both Russian and mathematics I could not afford to get less than 
five, the highest grade. The Jewish entry quota for our lycee was harsh, 
only five percent. Out of forty boys, only two Jews could be admitted 
into the preparatory class. The teachers would come up with the most 
cunning questions for these two boys; nobody was given the kind of 
complicated questions we were. So my father promised to buy me doves 
on condition that I manage to get two five-pluses. He tormented me 
more than I can say, I tumbled into a never-ending daydream-the 
long, desperate dream of a child-and though I went to the examina­
tion immersed in that dream, I still fared better than the rest. 

I was good at learning. The teachers, though they tried every trick, 
did not manage to waylay my mind and my sharp memory. I was good 
at learning, and so got two fives. But then the situation changed. 
Khariton Efrussi,* the grain merchant who exported wheat to 

• The Efrussi family was one of the oldest and wealthiest Jewish merchant families in Odessa.
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