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tance, allowing him to take lodgings in another house ( a 
change for which he had long been worrying her under vari
ous pretexts). Little by little Stepan Trofunovitch began to 
call her a prosaic woman, or more jestingly, "My prosaic 
friend." I need hardly say he only ventured on such jests in an 
extremely respectful form, and on rare, and carefully chosen, 
occasions. 

All of us in her intimate circle felt-Stepan Trofimovitch 
more acutely than any of us-that her son had come to her al
most, as it were, as a new hope, and even as a sort of new as
piration. Her passion for her son dated from the time of his 
successes in Petersburg society, and grew more intense from 
the moment that he was degraded in the army. Yet she was 
evidently afraid of him, and seemed like a slave in his presence. 
It could be seen that she was afraid of something vague and 
mysterious which she could not have put into words, and she 
often stole searching glances at "Nicolas," scrutinising him re
flectively . . . and behold-the wild beast suddenly showed 
his claws. 

II 

Suddenly, apro os of nothing, our prince wa~ guilty of in
.credible o trages upon various persons and, what was most 
striking, these outrages were utterly unheard of, quite incon
ceivable, unlike anything commonly done, utterly silly and 
mischievous, quite unprovoked and objectless. One of the most 
respected of our club members, on our committee of manage
ment, Pyotr Pavlovitch Gaganov, an elderly man of high ranl< 
in the service, had formed the innocent habit of declaring ve. 
hemently on all sorts of occasions: " o, you can't lead me by 
the nose!" Well, there is no harm in that. But one day at the 

..,.. club, when he brought out this phrase in connection with some 
heated discussion in the midst of a little group of members 
(all persons of some consequence) ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, 
who was standing on one side, alone and unnoticed, suddenly 
went up to Pyotr Pavlovitch, took him unexpectedly and firmly 
with two fingers by the nose, and succeeded in leading him 
two or three ~across the room. He could have had ncr 
grudge against Mr. Gaganov. It might be thought to be a 
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the meanwhile they got up a regular ovation for the respected 
and insulted gencleman; people embraced and kissed him; the 
whole town called upon him. It was even proposed to give a 
subscription dinner in his honour, and they only gave up the 
idea at his earnest request-reflecting possibly at last that the 
man had, after all, been pulled by the nose and that that was 
really nothing to congratulate him upon. 

Yet, how had it happened? How could it have happened? It 
is remarkable that no one in the whole town put down this 
savage act to madness. They must have been predisposed to 
eiKpect such actions from ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, even when 
he was sane. For my part I don't know to this day how to 
explain it, in spite of the ev,mt that qui,.;kly followed and 
apparencly explained everything, and conciliated every one. I 
will add also that, four years later, in reply to a discreet ques
tion from me about the incident at the club, ikolay Vsyevo
lodovitch answered, frowning: "I wasn't quite well at the 
time." But there is no need to anticipate events. 

The general outburst of hatred with which every one fell 
upon the "ruffian and duelling bully from the capital" also 
struck me as curious. They insisted on seeing an insolent design 
and deliberate intention to insult our whole society at once. 
The truth was no one liked the fellow, but, on the contrary, 
he had set every one against him-and one wonders how. Up to 
the last incident he had never quarelled with anyone, nor in
sulted anyone, but was as courteous as a gencleman in a fashion
plate, if only the latter were able to speak. I imagine that h<! 
was hated for his ride. Even our ladies, who h:i.d begun by 
adoring him, railed against him now, more loudly than the 
men. 

Varvara Petrovna was dreadfully overwhelmed. She con
fessed afterwards to Stepan Trofimovitch that she had had a 
foreboding of all this long before, that every day for the last 
six months she had been expecting "just something of that 
sort," a 1emarkable admission on the part of his own mother. 
"It's begun!" she thought to herself with a shudder. The 
morning after the incident at the club she cautiously but firm
ly approached the subject with her son, but the poor woman 
was trembling all over in spite of her firmness. She had not 

P RI N CE HAR R Y . MA T CHM A KI G 45 

sl~pt ,all ni?ht and even went out early to Stepan Trofimo
vitch s lodgmgs to ask his advice, and shed tears there a thing 
~?e _had ~;ver been know:° to do before anyone. She lo~ged for 

N1co!as to_ say something to her, to deign to give some ex
plan_at10n. N1k~lay, who was always so polite and ,.:spectful 
to ~s mother, listened to her for some time scowling, but very 
seriously. He suddenly got up without saying a word, kissed 
her. hand and went away. That very evening, a~ ~hough by 
design, he perpetrated another scandal. It was of a more harm
less and ordinary_ cha~acte.r 7han the first. Yet, owing to the 
state of t_he pu~lic ~d, 1t mcreased the outcry in the town. 

Ou~ fne~d L1 utm turned up and called on ikolay Vsyevo
lodovitch Imffie 1ate y after the latter's inte!"view with his 
m~ther, and earnescly 1:e~ged for t_he honour oi his C')'!lpany at 
~ little party he was g1vmg for his wife's birthday that even
mg. Varvara Petrovna had long watched with a pang at her 
heart her son's taste for such low company, but she had not 
dar~d to ~pea~ o~ it to him. He had made several acquaintances 
besides L1putm lil the third rank of our society, and even in 
lower depths-he had a propensity for making such friends. 
He had never _been in Liputin's house before, though he had 
met the man himself. He guessed that Liputin's invitation now 
was the ~onsequence of the previous day's scandal, and that as 
~ l~cal liberal he was delighted at the scandal, genuinely be
hev!Ilg that that was the proper way to treat stewards at the 
club, and that it was very well done. Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch 
smiled and promised to come. 

A great s:mmber of guests had assembled. The company was 
not. very presentablt, but very sprighcly. Liputin, vain and 
env10_us, only _entertained visitors twice a year, bu:: .;m those 
?cc~s10ns he did it without stint. The most honoured of the 
mv1ted guests, Stepan Trofimovitch, was prev ,r...ted by illness 
from being present. Tea was har,ded, and there were refresh
ments and vodka in plenty. Cards were played at three tables 
an? while waiting for_supper the young people got up a dance'. 
N1k~laY: Vs7evolodov1tch led out Madame Liputin-a very 
pret ., little woman who was dreadfully shy of him-took two 
~urns round the room with her, sat down beside her, drew her 
mto conversation and made her laugh. oticing at last how-
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embrace him, even at the final leave-taking. It is tru~ tha: 
some of us retained i:he conviction that the scamp had sunply 
been making fun of us, and that the illness was neither here 
nor there. He went to see Liputin too. 

"Tell me" he said "how could you guess beforehand what 
I should s;y about 'your sense and prime Agafya with ar 
:mswer to it?" 

"Why," laughed Liputin, "it was because I recognised that 
you were a clever man, and so I foresaw what your answer 
would be." 

"Anyway, it was a remarkable coincidence .. But, excuse me, 
did you consider me a sensible man and not insane when you 
sent Agafya?" 

"For the cleverest and most rational, and I only pretended to 
believe that you were insane .... And r:ou ~e sed at on~e 
what was in my mind, and sent a test1morual t.c my wit 
through Agafya." 

"Well, there you're a little mistaken. I r~ally was . 
unwell ... " muttered ikolay Vsyevolodov1tch, frow~g. 
"Bah!" he cried, "do you suppose I'm capable of attac~g, 
people when I'm in my senses? What object would there be 1r: 

.. ')" 
It. 

Liputin shrank together and didn't know what. to ~nswer. 
ikolay turned pale or, at least, so it see~ed to L1~utrn. 
"You have a very peculiar way of looking at things, any-

how" ikolay went on, "but as for Agafya, I understand, of 
' be d " course, that you simply sent her to ru e t? ~e. 

"I couldn't challenge you to a duel, could '...? 
"Oh, no, of course! I seem to have heard chat you're nor 

fond of duels. . . . " . 
"Why borrow from the French?" said Liputin, doubling 

up again. 
"You're for nationalism, then?" 
Liputin shrank into himself more than ever •.. 
"Bah, bah! What do I see?" cried icolas, not1crng a volume 

of Considerant in the most conspicuous place on the_ table. 
l I "You don't mean to say you're a Fourierist! I'm afraid you 
1 must be! And isn't this too borrowing from the French?" he 
j laughed tapping the book with his finger. . 

" 0 ,' that's not taken from the French," Liputin cried with 
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positive fury, jumping up from his chair. "That is taken from 
the universal language of humanity, not simply from tnc I 

French. From the l~nguage of the universal social republic and 
harmony of mankmd, let me tell you! ot simply from tne 
French!" 

"Foo! hang it 1111! There's no such language!" laughed 
Nikolay. 

Sometimes a trifle will catch the attention and exclusively 
absorb ~t fo~ a time. Most of w~at I have to tell of young 
S v o will come later. But I will note now as a curious fact 
that of all the impressions made on him by his stay in our 
tov.:n, the one most s~rply imprinted on his memory was the 
~sightly an a most aOJect gure or the little provincial offi
cial, the coarse and jealous family despot, the miserly monev
l~nder who picked up the candle-ends and scraps left fro~ 
cl~ner, and was at the same time a passionate believer in some 
VISl<:>nary future "social brmony," who at night gloated in ec
stasies ov_er fant~sti~ pictures of a uture phalanstery, in the 
~pproachin~ realisation of which, in Russia, and in our prov
mce, he believed as firmly as in his own existence. And that in 
the very place where he had saved up to buy himself a "little 
home," where he had married for the second time getting 
a dowry with his bride, where perhaps, for a hund;ed miles 
round there was not one man, himself included who was the 
very least like a future member "of the unive:sal human re
public and social harmony." 

"God kn~ws how t?ese people come to exist" ikolay won
dered, recalling sometimes the unlooked-for Fovr~rist. 

IV 

Our prince travelled for over three years, so that he was al
most forgotten in the town. We learned from Stepan TrC1fimo-
vitch_ that he had travelled all over Europe, that he had even 
been m _Eg~pt and h~~ visited Jerusalem, and then had joined 
some scientific exped1t1on to Iceland, :md he actually did go to 
Icel3!1d, It was reported too that he had spent one winter at
tendmg lectures m a German university. He did not write 
often to his mother, twice a year, or even less, but Varvar( 
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ing the latter half of the summer. On their return to Russia 
they intended to settle in our province for good. Sne had a 
large house in the town which had stood empty for many 
years with the windows nailed up. They were wealthy people. 
Praskovya Ivanovna had been, in her first marriage, a M;;dame 
Tushin, and like her school-friend, Varvara Petrovna, was the 
-iau~hter of a government contracror of the old school, and 
<lie too had been an heiress at her marriage. Tushin, a retired 
cavaL-y captain, was also a man of means, and of some ability. 
At his death he left a s,nug fortune to his only daughter Li?.a 
~ child of sevea. ow that Lizaveta ikolaevna was twenty
two her private fortune might c"ufidently be reckoned at 
200,000 roubles, to say nothing of the property which v,a., 

bound to come to her at the death of her mother, who had no 
children by her second marriage. Varvara Petrovna seemed to 
be very well satisfied with her expedition. In her own opinion 
she had succeeded in coming to a satisfactory understanding 
with Praskovya lvanovna, and immediately on her arrivai she 
confided everything to Stepan Trofimov:tch. She was posi
tively effusive with him as she had not been for a very long 
time. 

"Hurrah!" cried Stepan Trofimovitch, and snapped his 
fingers. 

He was in a perfect rapture, especially as he had spent th~ 
whole time of his friend's absence in extreme dejection. On 
5etting off she had not even taken leave of him properly, and 
had said nothing of her plan to "that old woman," dreading, 
perhaps, that he might chatter about it. She was cross with 
him at the time on account of a considerable gambling debt 
which she had suddenly discovered. But hr.fore she left Switz
erland she had felt that on her return she must make up for it 
to her forsaken friend, especially as she had treated him very 
t.urtly for a long time past. Her abrupt and mysterious depar
ture had made a profound and poignant impression on the 
timid heart of Stepan Trofimovitch, and to make matters worse 
he was beset with other difficulties at the same time. He was 
worried by a very considerable money obligation, which had 
weighed upon him for a long time and which he could never 
hope to meet without Varvara Petrovna'5 assistance. More
over, in the May of this year, the term of office of our mild 
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"I'm sure that's not your saying. You must have taken it 
from somewhere." 

"It was Pascal said that." 
"Just as I thought . . . it's not your own. Why don't you 

ever say anything like that yourself, so shortly and to the 
point, instead of dragging things out to such a length? That'~ 
much better than what you said just now about administrative 
ardour .... " 

"Ma foi, chere . . . why? In the first place probably be
cause I'm not a Pascal after all, et puis . . . secondly, we 

u sian ever can say anything in our own language. . -: . 
We never have said anything hithert0, at any rate .... " 

"H'm! That's not true, perhaps. Anyway, you'd better 
make a note of such phrases, and remember them, you know, 
in case you have to talk .... Ach, Stepan Trofimovitch. I 
have come to talk to you seriously, quite seriously." 

"C/!Jere, chere amie!" 
"Now that all these Von Lembkes and Karmazinovs 

Oh, my goodness, how you have deteriorated! ... Oh, my 
goodness, how you do torment me! ... I should have liked 
these people to feel a respect for you, for they're not worth 
your little finger-but the way you behave! . . . What will 
they see? What shall I have to show them? Instead of nobly 
standing as an example, keeping up the tradition of the past, 
you surround yourself with a wretched rabble, you have 
picked up impossible habits, you've grown feeble, you can't do 
without wine and cards, you read nothing but Paul de Kock, 
and write nothing, while all of them write; all your time's 
wasted in gossip. How can you bring yourself to be friends 
with a wretched creature like your inseparable Liputin?" 

"Why is he mine and inseparable?" Stepan Trofimovitch 
protested timidly. 

"Where is he now?" Varvara Peti:ovna went on, sharply and 
sternly. 

"He . . . he has an infinite respect for you, and he's gone 
to S-k, to receive an inheritance left him by his mother." 

"He seems to do nothing but get money. And how's Shatov? 
Is he just the same?" 

"Irascible, mais hon." 



P R I CE H AR R Y . M A T CH M A KI N G 61 
He spent all that day and evening in great depression, he 

sent for me, was very much agitated, talked a long while, gave 
me a long account of things, but all rather disconnected. Var
vara Petrovna had known for a long time that he concealed 
nothing from me. It seemed to me at last that he was worried 
about something particular, and was perhaps unable to form 
a definite idea of it himself. As a rule when we met tete-a-tete 
and he began making long complaints to me, a bottle was 
almost always brought in after a little time, and things became 
much more comfortable. This time there was no wine, and 
he was evidently struggling all the while against the desire to 
send for it. 

"And why is she always so cross?" he complained every 
minute, like a child. "Tom les hommes de genie et de progre, 
en Russie etaient, sont, et seront toujours drs gamblers et des 
drunkards quie boivent in outbreaks . . . and I'm not such a 
gambler after all, and I'm not such a drunkard. She reproaches 
me for not writing anything. Strange idea! . . . She asks 
why I lie down? She says I ought to stand, 'an example and 
reproach.' Mais, entre nous soit dit, what is a man to do who is 
destined to stand as a 'reproach,' if not to ·e ownJ-Does s e 
understan t at. 

And at last it became clear to me what was the chief parti
cular trouble which was worrying him so persistently at thit 
time. Many times that evening he went to the looking-glass, 
and stood a long while before it. At last he turned from the 
looking-glass to me, and with a sort of strange despair, said: 

"Moncher, je suis unbroken-down man." 
Yes, certainly, up to that time, up to that very day there: 

was one thing only of which he had always felt confident in 
spite of the "new views," and of the "change in Varvara Pe
trovna's ideas," that was, the conviction that still he had a 
fascination for her feminine heart not simply as an exile or i. 

celebrated man of learning, but as a handsome man. For 
twenty years this soothing and flattering opinion had been 
rooted in his mind, and perhaps of all his convictions this Wal' 

the hardest to part with. Had he any presentiment that evening 
of the colossal ordeal which was preparing for him in the im-• 
mediate future? 
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VI 

I will now enter upon the description of that almost forgot
ten incident with which )'._Story groperly speaking begins. 

t ast at t e very end of August the Drozdovs returned. 
Their arrival made a considerable sensation in local society, and 
took place shortly before their relation, our new governor's 
wife, made her long-expected appearance. But of all these in
teresting events I will speak later. For the present I will confine 
myself to saying that Praskovya Ivanovna brought Varvara 
Petrovna, who was expecting her so impatiently, a most per
plexing problem: Nikolay had parted from them in July, and, 
meeting Count K. on the Rhine, had set off with him and his 
family for Petersburg. (N.B.-The Count's three daughters 
were all of marriageable age.) 

"Lizaveta is so proud and obstinate that I could get nothing 
out of her," Praskovya Ivanovna said in conclusion. "But I saw 
for myself that something had happened between her and 
~ikolay Vsyevolodovitch. I don't know the reasons, but I 
fancy, my dear Varvara Petrovna, that you will have to ask 
your Darya Pavlovna for them. To my thinking Liza was 
offended. I'm glad. I can tell you that I've brought you back 
your favourite at last and handed her over to you; it's a weight 
off my mind." 

These venomous words were uttered with remarkable irrita
bility. It was evident that the "flabby" woman had prepared 
them and gloated beforehand over the effect they would pro
duce. But Varvara Petrovna was not the woman to be discon
certed by sentimental effects and enigmas. She sternly de
manded the most precise and satisfactory explanations. Pras
kovya lvanovna immediately lowered her tone and even ended 
by dissolving into tears and expressions of the warmest friend
ship. This irritable but sentimental lady, like Stepan Trofimo
vitch, was for ever yearning for true friendship, and her chief 
complaint against her daughter Lizaveta Nikolaevna was just 
that "her daughter was not a friend to her." 

But from all her explanations and outpourings nothing cer
tain could be gathered but that there actually had been some 
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'Tm bringing you a visitor, a special one! I make bold to 

intrude on your solitude. Mr. Kirilloy, a very distinguished 
civil engineer. And what's more he knows your son, the much 
esteeme 'yotr Stepanovitch, very intimately; and ht has a 
message from him. He's only just arrived." 

"The message is your own addition," the visitor observed 
curtly. "There's no message at all. But I certainly do know 
Verhovensky. I left him in the X. province, ten days ahead of 
us. " 

Stepan Trofimovitch mechanically offered his hand and mo
tioned him to sit down. He looked at me, he looked at Liputin, 
and then as though suddenly recollecting himself sat down 
himself, though he still kept his hat and stick in his hands 
without being aware of it. 

"Bah, but you were going out yourself! I was told that you 
were quite knocked up with work." 

"Yes, rm ill, and you see, I meant to go for a walk, I . . . " 
Stepan Trofimovitch checked himself, quickly flung his hat 

and stick on the sofa and-turned crimson. 
Meantime, I was hurriedly examining the visitor. He was a 

young man, about twenty-seven, decently dressed, well made, 
slender and dark, with a pale, rather muddy-coloured face and 
black lustreless eyes. He seemed rather thoughtful and absent
minded, spoke jerkily and ungrammatically, transposing words 
in rather a strange w:iy, and getting muddled if he attempted a 
sentence of any length. Liputin was perfectly aware of Stepan 
Trofimovitch's alarm, and was obviously pleased at it. He sat 
down in a wicker chair which he dragged almost into the mid
dle of the room, so as to be at an equal distance between his 
host and the visitor, who had installed themselves on sofas on 
opposite sides of the room. His sharp eyes darted inquisitively 
from one corner of the room to another. 

"It's ... a long while since I've seen Petrusha .... You 
met abroad?" Stepan Trofimovitch managed to mutter to the 
visitor. 

"Both here and abroad." 
"Alexey Nilitch has only just returned himself after living 

four years abroad," put in Liputin. "He has been travelling to 
perfect himself in his specialty and has come to us because he 
has good reason to expect a job on the building of our railway 
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"Just so, in the very same house," cried Liputin, "only Sha

~ odges above, in the attic, while he's down below, at Cap
tain Lebyadkin's. He knows Shatov too, and he knows Shatov's 
wife. He was very intimate with her abroad." 

"Comment! Do you really know anything about that un
happy marriage de ce pauvre ami and that woman," cried 
Stepan Trofimovitch, carried away by sudden feeling. "Yo.i 
are the first man I've met who has known her per onally; and if 

only ... " 
"What nonsense!" the engineer snapped out, flushing all 

over. "How you add to things, Liputin! I've not seen Shatov's 
wife; I've only once seen her in the distance and not at all 
close .... I know Shatov. Why do you add things of all 

JOrts?" 
He turned round sharply on the sofa, clutched his hat, then 

laid it down again, and settling himself down once more as be
fore, fixed his angry black eyes on Stepan Trofimovitch with a 
JOrt of defiance. I was at a loss to understand such strange ir-

ritability. 
"Excuse me," Stepan Trofimovitch observed impressively. 

"I understand that it may be a very delicate subjec~ •••• " 
" o sort of delicate subject in it, and indeed it's shameful, 

and I didn't shout at you that it's nonsense, but at Liputin, 
because he adds things. Excuse me if you took it to yourself. 
I know Shatov, but I don't know his wife at all ••• I don't 

know her at all!" 
"I understand. I understand. And if I insisted, it's only be-

ca\.se I'm very fond of our poor f::-iend, notre irascible ami, 
and have always taken an interest in him .••• In my opinion 
that man changed his former, possibly over-youthful but yet 
sound ideas, too abruptly. And now he says all sorts of things 
about notre Sainte Rmsie to such a degree that I've long ex• 
plained this upheaval in his whole constitution, I can only call 
it that, to some violent shock in his family life, and, in fact, to 
bis unsuccessful marriage. I, who know my poor Russia like 
the fingers on my hand, and have devoted my whole life to the 
Russian people, I can assure you that he does not know the 
Russian people, and what's more • • • " 

"I don't know the Russian people at all, either, and I haven't 
time to study them," the engineer snapped out again, and again 
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he ~urnea s~arply on the sofa. Stepan Trofimovitch was pulled 
up m the middle of his speech. 

. "H_e i~, studying them, he is studying them," interposed 
L1putm. He has already begun the study of t'1em and. • . . . • , is wnt, 
~ng a very u~t~res_tmg article de.iring with the causes of the 
increase of SU1c1d: m Russia and, generally speaking, the causei. 

h
that lead to the ~crease or decrease of suicide in society. He 
as reached amazmg results." 

!he engineer became dreadfully excited. 
Y 01:1 _have no ~ight ;t all," he muttered wrathfully. 'Tm 

not wntmg a~ article. _Im not going to do silly things. I asked 
r,ou confide~tia_lly, quite by chance. There's no article at all 

m _not publishing,_ and you haven't the right " 
Liputm was obviously enjoying l,imself. 

. "Tbeg your pardon, perhaps I made a mistake in callin ow 
~1~erary work an article .. He is only collecting observatio!s,yand 

e essenhln of the quest10n, or, so to say, its moral aspect he i• 
nothtouc g at all. And, indeed, he rejects morality itself alto-
et er: and holds with the last ew pnnc1ple o general de

struction for the sake of ultimate good. He demands alread 
more than a h~ndred million heads for the establishment o~ 
chmlonpsense m Europe; many more than they demanded at 
t e _ast eace Congress. Alexey ilitch goes further than any
one m that sense." 
F Tte 1tg:n~er listened with a pale and contemptuous smile. 

or a a mmute every one was silent. 
"All this is stupid, Liputin" Mr Kirillov b d 1 · h • . ' • o serve at ast 

wit a ~ertam dignity. "If I by chance had said some things t~ 
~ou,_an you caught them up again, as you like. Bue you havl' 
o nght, for I_ rn~ver speak to anyone. I scorn to talk. . . . H 

one has a conviction then it's clear to me n t • d . f r hi • • • • µU ye re O, 
mg! doo is Y· I don't argue about things when ev cy

0

thm' g'a 
sett e I c ' b • " . an t ear argumg. I never want to argue. . .. " 

An~ perh~ps you are very wise," Stepan TrofimoVJtch could 
not resist saymg. 

"I I • h ~I?° og1ze to you, but I am not angry with anyone here,, 
t e v1s1tor went on, speaking hotly and rapidly "I h ' few J f f • ave seen 

d :eop e. or our years. For four years I have talked little 
an ave tned to see no own, for my own cbjects which do not 
concern anyone else, for four years. Liputin found this out and 
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"The reason he's o crc)6s to-day," Liputin dropped all at 

once, as it were casually, when be was just going out of the 
room, "i because be had a disturbance to-day with Captain 
Lebyadkin over his sister. Captain Lebyadkin thrashes that 

recious sister of his, the mad girl, every ay wit a whip. a 
rea ssack whip, every morning and evening. So Alexey 
Nilitch has positively taken the lodge so as not to be present. 
Well, good-bye." 

"A sister? An invalid? With a whip?" Stepan Trofunovitch 
cried out, as though he had suddenly been lashed with a whip 
himself. "What sister? What Lebyadkin?" 

All his former terror came back in an instant. 
"Lebyadkin! Oh, that's the retired captain; he used only to 

call himself a lieutenant before .... " 
"Oh, what is his rank to me? What sister? Good heavens! 

... You say Lebyadkin? But there used to be a Lebyadkin 
here .... " 

"That's the very man. 'Our' Lebyadkin, at Virginsky's, 
vou remember?" 

"But he was caught with forged _papers?" 
"Well, now es come ac .- e's been here almost three 

weeks and under the most peculiar circumstances." 
"Why, but he's a scoundrel?" 
"As though no one could be a scoundrel among us," Liputin 

grinned suddenly, his knavish little eyes -~eeming to peer into 
Stepan Trofimovitch's soul. 

"Good heavens! I didn't mean that at all ... though I 
quite agree with you about that, with you particularly. But 
what then, what then? What did you mean by that? You cer
tainly meant something by that." 

"Why, it's all so trivial. ... This captain to all appearances 
went away from us at that time; not because of the forged 
papers, but simply to look for his sister, who was in hiding 
from him somewhere, it seems; well, and now he's brought her 
and that's the whole story. Why do you seem frightened, Ste
pan Trofimovitch? I only tell this from bis drunken chat
ter though, he doesn't speak of it himself when he's sober. 
He's an irritable man, and, so to speak, a:sthetic in a military 
style; only he has bad taste. And this sister is lame as well a~ 
mad. She seems to have been seduced by some one, and Mr-
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But at this Stepan Trofimovitch absolutely would not let 
him go. He seized him by the shoulders, turned him sharply 
back into the room, and sat him down in a chair. Liputin w:u 
positively scared. 

"Why, to be sure," he began, looking warily at Stepan Tro
fimovitch from his chair, "she suddenly sent for me and asked 
me 'confidentially' my private opinion, whether ikolay 
Vsyevolodovitch is mad or ill his right mind. Isn't that aston
ishing?" 

"You're out of your mind!" muttered Stepan Trofimo
vitch, and suddenly, as though he were beside himself: "Lipu• 
tin, you know perfectly well that you only came here to tell 
m.: something insulting of that sort and . . . something 
worse!" 

In a flash, I recalled hi conjecture that Liputin knew not 
only more than we did about our affair, but something else 
which we should never know. 

"Upon my word, tepan Trofimovitch" muttered Liputin, 
seeming greatly alarmed, "upon my word . . . " 

"Hold your tongue and begin! I beg you, Mr. Kirillov, to 
come back too, and be present. I earnestly beg you! it down, 
and you, Liputin, begin directly, simply and without any 
excuses." 

"If I had only known it would upset you so much I 
wouldn't have begun at all. And of course I thought you knew 
all about it from Varvara Petrovna herself." 

"You didn't think that at all. Begin, begin, I tell you." 
"Only do me the favour to sit down yourself, or how can 1 

lit here when you are running about before me in such excite• 
ment. I can't speak coherently." 

Step.:n Trofimovitch restrained himself and sank impres
sively into an easy chair. The engineer stared gloomily at the 
floor. Liputin looked at them with intense enjoyment. 

"liow am I to begin? . . . I'm too overwhelmed. . .. " 

VI 

"The day befor~ yesterday a servant was suddenly sent to 
me: 'You are asked to call at twelve o'clock,' sai<l he. Can you 
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lieve it, Alexey ilitch sudde:11y ,gre~ tho~ghtful, and 
scowled, just as he's doing now. Yes, said he, I hav:e some
times thought there was something strange.' Take notice, too, 
that if anything could have seemed stra_nge even :o _A)l~xey 
Nilitch, it must really have been som~thmg, m~stn t 1t. 

"Is that true?" said Stepan Trofunov1tch, turrung to Alexey 

ilitch. l N" 
"I should prefer not to speak of it," ans"."ered A ~xey . 1-

litch, suddenly raising his head, and looking at . h~ w1_th 
flashing eyes. "I wish to con 7est yo~r rig~t to do _this, L1putm. 
You've no right to drag me mto this. I did not_ g1_ve my whole 
opinion at all. Though I knew Nikolay Stavrogrn in Petersbu_rg 
that was long ago, and though I've met him since I know ~ 
very little. I beg you to leave me out and . . . All this 1s 
;omething like scandal." 

Li utin threw up his hands with an air of oppressed inno-

cence. hil , b t 
"A scandal-monger! Why not say ..!.,S£Y w e }'.o_u _re a ou 

it? It's all very well for you, Alexey ilitch, to cr,1t1C1S: wh~n 
you stand aloof from everything. ~ut you wo~ldn t b_elieve 1_t, 
Stepan Tro:6.movitch-take Captam Lebyadkin, he 1s stupid 
enough, one may say ... in fact, on~'s asham:d :o say how 
stupid he is; there is a Russian companson, ~o s1g~}'. the de
gree of it; and do you know he cons!ders himself ~nJu_red by 

ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, though he 1s full of ~dmirat1on for 
his wit. Tm amazed,' said he, 'at that man. H

1
e
1 

s adsubthle s~r
pent.' His own words. And I said to him ( sti un er t e m
fluence of my conversation, and afte: I ~ad spoken to Alexey 
Nilitch)' 'What do you think, captam, IS rour su~tl;,trfent 
mad or not?' Would you believe it, it was JUSt as 1 give~ 
him a sudden lash from behind. He simply leapt up from his 
seat. 'Yes,' said he,• ... yes, only that,' he said, 'cannot affect 

' 'Affect what?' He didn't finish. Yes, and then he fell to 
~hinking so bitterly, thinking so much, that his drunkenness 
dropped off him. We were sitting in Filipov's restaurant. And 
't wasn't till half an hour later that he suddenly struck the ta
ble with his :fist. 'Yes,' said he, 'maybe he's m_ad, but t~at can't 

ff t ·t ' Aga1·n he didn't say what 1t couldn t affect. a ec 1 ••• • h . 
Of course I'm only giving you an extract of t e conversation. 
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but ~ne can understand the sense of it. You may ask whom 
you like, they all have the same ide;,. in their heads, though it 
ne;7er entered anyone's head lefore. 'Yes,' they say, 'he's mad; 
hes very clever, but perhaps he's mad too.' " 

~tepan Trofimovitch sac pondering, and thought intt:nt!y. 
And how does Lebyadkin know?" 

"I?o you mind inquiring about that of Alexey ilicch, who 
has JUSt ~a_lled me a spy? I'm a spy, yet I don't know, but 
Alexey 11itch knows all the ins and outs of it, and holds his 
tongue." 

"I ~ow no~hing about it, or hardly anything," answered 
the engmeer with the same irritation. "You make Lebvadkin 
drunk to find out. You brought me here to find out ~nd to 
make me say. And so you must be a spy." 

"I haven't made him drunk yet, and he's not worth the 
money either, with all his secrets. They are not worth that to 
me. I ~on't know what they are to you. On the contrary, he is 
scattermg the money, though twelve days ago he begged fif
teen kopecks, of ~e, and it's he treats me to champagne, not I 
him. But you ve given me an idea, and if there should be occa
sion I will make him drunk, just to get to the bottom of it and 
maybe I shal_!_ find out . . . all your little secrets," liputin 
snappe ac spitefully. - -

Stepan Trofunovitch looked in bewilderment at the two dis
putants. Both ~ere giving themselves away, and what's more, 
were n?t s~andmg on ceremony. The thought crossed my mind 
t?at L1pu~lll had brought this Alexey Nilitch to us with the 
s1~ple ob1ect of drawing him into a conversation through a 
third person for purpose~ of his own-his favourite manceuvre. 

"~fexey Nilitch. ~ows ~ikolay Vsyevolodovitch quite 
well, he went on, ICntably, only he conceals it. And as to 
you_r question about Captain Lebyadkin, he made his ac
quamtance bef_ore any of us did, six years ago in Petersburg, in 
th_at obscure, 1f one may so express it, epoch in the life of 
N1kolay Vsyevolodovitch, before he had dreamed of rejoicing 
our hearts by coming here. Our prince, one must conclude, 
surrounded himself with rather a queer selection of acquaint
ances. It was at that time, it seems, that he made acquaintanc:q 
with this gentleman here." 
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"Don't believe it, don't believe it! Somebody has made a 
--nistake and Lebyadkin's drunk . . . " exclaimed the engineer 
in indescribable excitement. "It will all be explained, but I 
can't .... And I think it's low .... And that's '!nough. 
enough!" 

He ran out of the room. 
"What are you about? Why, I'm going with you!" cried 

Liputin, startled. He jumped up and ran after Alexey Nilitch. 

VII 

Stepan Trofunovitch stood a moment reflecting, looked at 
n~ as though he did not see me, took up his hat and stick and 
walked quietly out of the room. I followed him again, as be
fore. As we went out of the gate, noticing that I was accom
panying him, he said: 

"Oh yes, you may ~erve as a witness ... de l'accident. 
Vous m'accompagnerez, n'est-ce pas?" 

"Stepan Trofirnovitch, surely you're not going there again? 
Think what may come of it!" 

With a pitiful and distracted smile, a smile of shame and 
utter despair, and at the same time of a sort of strange ecstasy, 
he whispered to me, standing still for an instant: 

"I can't marry to cover 'another man's sins'!" 
These words were just what I was expecting. At last that 

fatal sentence that he had kept hidden from me was uttered 
aloud, after a whole week of shufiling and pretence. I was 
positively enraged. 

"And you, Stepan Verhovensky, with your luminous mind, 
your kind heart, can harbour such a dirty, such a low idea 
... and could before Liputin c:ime!" 

He looked at me, made no answer and walked on in the same 
direction. I did not want to be left behind. I wanted to give 
Varvara Petrovna my version. I could have forgiven him if he 
had simply with his womanish faint-heartedness believed Li
putin, but now it was clear that he had thought of it all him
self long before, and that Lipucin had only confirmed his sus
picions and poureci oil on the flames. He had not hesitated to 
suspect the girl from the very first day, before he had any kind 
•of grounds, even Liputin's words, to go upon. Varvara Pe-
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trovna's despotic behaviour he had explained to himself as due 
t? her.~a~ce to,~over up t~e aristocratic misdoings of her pre
c10us 1colas_ by rnarrymg the girl to an honourable man! 
I longed for him to be punished for it. 

"Oh, Dieu, qui est si grand et si bon! Oh who will comfort 
1" h 1 • d h 1 • ' me. e exc a1rne , a ting suddenly again, after walking a 

hundred paces. 
"Some . straight. home and I'll make everything clear to. 

yo~, , I cned, turnmg him by force towards home. 
. It s he! Stepan T rofunovi tch, it's you? You?" A fresh 
Joyous young voice rang out like music behind us. ' 

We had seen nothin~, but a ~ady on horseback suddenly 
~ade. her appearance beside us-L1zaveta ikolaevna with her 
m':;nable companion. She pulled up her orse. 

Corne_ he~~• ,come here quickly!" she called to us, loudly 
a~d rner:1ly. It s twelve years since I've seen him, and I know 
him, while he. . . . Do you really not know me?" 

. Step~n Trofunovitch clasped the hand held out to him and 
kissed 1t reverently. He gazed at her as though he were praying 
and could not utter a word. 

'_'He knows me, and is glad! Mavriky ikolaevitch he's· 
dehg~ted to see me! Why is it you haven't been to see us ah this 
forcmgh~? Auntie tried to persuade me you were ill and must 
not be d1s_turbed; but I know Auntie tells lies. I kept stamping 
and swea~mg at you, but I had made up my mind, quite made 
u? rr:y mmd, that you should come to me first, that was why I 
didn t se1?'d. to Y?U· Heavens, why he hasn't changed a bit!"" 
She scrutinised him, bending down from the saddle. "He's ab
surdly u?changed. Oh, yes, he has wrinkles, a lot of wrinkles, 
rou~d his eyes and on his cheeks some grey hair, but his eyes. 
are !use the same. And have I changed? Have I changed? Why 
don t you say something?" 

I remembered at that moment the story that she had been 
almost ill when she was taken away to Petersburg at eleven 
years old, and that she had cried during her illness and asked 
for Stepan Trofunovitch. 

. "Y ?u • ,; • I • . • • " ~e faltered now in a voice breaking 
with Joy. I was_ JUSt crymg out 'who will comfort me?' anc.l 
~ hea:d your voice. I look on it as a miracle et je commence· 
a crotre." 
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.eyes were set somewhat like a Kalmuck's, slanting; she was 
pale and thin in the face with high cheek-bones, but there was 
-something in the face that conquered and fascinated! There 
was something powerful in the ardent glance of her dark eyes. 
She always made her appearance "like a conquering h~roine, 
and to spread her conquests." She seemed roud and at times 
even arrogant. I don't know whether she succeeded in being 
kind, but I know that she wanted to, and made terrible efforts 
to force herself to be a little kind. There were, no doubt, many 
fine impulses and the very best elements in her character, but 
everything in her seemed perpetually seeking its balance and 
unable to find it; everything was in chaos, in agitation, in un
easiness. Perhaps the demands she made upon herself were too 
severe, and she was never able to find in herself the strength to 
u tisfy them. 

She sat on the sofa and looked round the room. 
"Why do I always begin to feel sad at such moment~; ex

,plain that mystery, you learned person? I've been thinking all 
my life that I should be goodness knows how pleased at seeing 
you and recalling everything, and here I somehow don't feel 
pleased at all, although I do love you .... Ach, heavens! He 
has my portrait on the wall! Give it here. I remember it! I re
member it!" 

An exquisite miniature in water-colour of Liza at twelve 
years old had been sent nine years before to Stepan Trofimo
vitch from Petersburg by the Drozdovs. He had kept it hang
ing on his wall ever since. 

"Was I such a pretty child? Can that really have been my 
face?" 

She stood up, and with the portrait in her hand looked in 
the looking-glass. 

"Make haste, take it!" she cried, giving back the portrait. 
"Don't hang it up now, afterwards. I don't want to look at it." 
·She sat down on the sofa again. "One life is over and another 
is begun, then that one is over-a third begins, and so on, end
lessly. All the ends are snipped off as it were with scissors. See 
what stale things I'm telling you. Yet how much truth there is 
-in them!" 

She looked at me, smiling; she had glanced at me several 
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that is, a very large tea-pot of boiling water, a little tea-pot 
full of strong tea, two large earthenware cups, coarsely deco
rated, a fancy loaf, and a whole deep saucer of lump ~uga_r .. 

"I love tea at night," said he. "I walk much and drink 1t till 
daybreak. Abroad tea at night is inconvenient." 

"You go to bed at daybreak?" . . , 
"Always; for a long while. I eat little, .. !ways tea. Ltputm s 

sly, but impatient." . . 
I was surprised at his wantrng to talk; I made up my mind 

to take advantage of the opportunity. "There were unpleasant 
misunderstandings this morning," I observed. 

He scowled. 
"That's foolishness; that's great nonsense. All t~s i_s non

sense because Lebyadkin is drunk. I did not tell L1putm, _but 
'l>nly explained the nonsense, because he got it all wrong. L1pu
tin has a great deal of fantasy, he built up a mountain out of 
nonsense. I trusted Liputin yesterday." 

"And me to-day?" I said, laughing. . . 
"But you see, you knew all about i: ~!ready th1 • mo~nmg; 

Liputin is weak or impatient, or malicious or . . • he s en-
• " ,nous. 
The last word struck me. 
"You've mentioned so many adjectives however, that it 

'11,rould be strange if one didn't describe him." 
"Or all at once." 
"Yes, =d that's ~Liputin really is-he's a_ ~haos. He 

was lying this morning when he said you were wntmg some-
thing, wasn't he?" . . . 

"Why should he?" he said, scowling agarn and staring at 
the floor. . .. 

I apologised, and began assuring him that I was not mqws1• 
tive. He flushed. , , ,, 

"He told the truth; I am writing. Only tnat s_ no m_atter. 
We were silent for a minute. He suddenly srruled with the 

childlike smile I had noticed that morning. 
"He invented that about heads himself out of a book, and 

told me first himself, and unde~stands badly. But ~ only seek 
the causes why men dare not kill themselves; thats 2lJ. And 
lt-'s ail no matter." 
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. "How do you mean they don't dare? Are there so few sui-

cides?" 
"Very few." 
"Do you really think so?" 

H_e made no answer, got up, and began walking to and fro 
lost m thought. 

"What is it restra~s people from suicide, do you think?" J 
asked. -

He looked at me absent-mindedly, as though trying to re
member what we were talking about. 

"! • • • I don't know much yet .... Two re'udices re
stram _them, two things; only two, one very ittle, the other 
very big." 

"What is the little thing?" 
"Pain." 

'Pain? Can that be of importance at such a moment'" 
"Of the greatest. There are two sorts: those who kin° them

selves either from great sorrow or from spite, or being mad or 
no matter what ••• they do it suddenly. They think li~tle
about the pain, but kill themselves suddenly. But some do it 
from reason-they think a great deal." 

::why, are there yeople who do it from reason?" 
Very many. If It were not for superstition there woulcLbe-

'!!Ore, very many, a11." 
"What, all?" 
He did not answer. 
"B ' h .. ut ~re~ t t ere means of dying without pain?" 
Imagme -he _stopped before me--"imagine a stone as big 

as a great house; It hangs and you are under it· if it falls on 
you, on your head, will it hurt you?" ' 

::A stone as big-as a house? Of course it would be fearful."' 
I speak not of the fear. Will it hurt?" 

"A stone as big as a mountain, weighing millions of tons?
Of course it wouldn't hurt." 

"But really stand there and while it hangs you will fear very 
much that it wil_l hurt. The most learned man, the greatest 
doctor, all, _all w1!l be very much frightened. Every one will 
~ow that It wont hurt, and every one will be afraid that i • will hurt." 
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"Well and the second cause, the big one?" 
"The ~ther wor ! " 
"You mean~shment?" ' ,, 
"That's no matter. The other world; only the other world. 
"Are there no atheists, such as don't believe in the other 

world at all?" 
Ao-ain he did not answer. 
"You judge from yourself, perhaps." . ,, . 
"Every one cannot judge except from ~self,_ he s~1d, red-

denir.g. "There will be full freedom when _l!. w!!l be ust the 
same to live or not to live. t's the oal for al • 

- "The goal? But - r a no one will care to live then?" 
"No one" he pronounced wit decision. 
'~Man fe;rs death because he loves life. That's how I under-

stan it, o served, "and that's determined bf nature." . ,. 
"That's abject; and that's where the deception come~ in. 

His eyes flashed. "Life is ain, life is terror, and ~an 1s un
happy. Now all is ain an terror. Now man loves Me,_ beca~ 
he loves pain ana terror, and so they have done according. ~ife 
is given now for pain and te:ror, and that'.s the deception. 

ow man is not yet what he will be. There w 11 be a :1ew man, 
happy and Eroud. For whom it will be the_sam_;.!O live ?r ot 

-. o liv~ he will be the new man;.... e :who Wl _conqu_~r r.am ~ 
terror will himself be a god. And this God will not e. 

- "Then this God does exist accoraing to you?" . . 
''He does not exist, but He is. In the stone there 1s no paw, 

but in the fear of the stone is the pain.§d is the p~in of~ 
fear of death. He who will conquer pain and terror will become 

-hirose a god. Then there will be a new life, a new 11:an; 
everything will be new ... then they ":'il_l ~vide history ~o 
two parts: from the gorilla to the annihil~of God, _and 
&om the a. • 1 ation of God to 

"To the gorilla?" 
" ... To the transformation of the earth, and of ma_n 

physically. Man will be God, and will be transfo:med p~ys1-
cally and the world will be transformed and things will be 
tran;formed and thoughts and all feelings. What do you 
think: will man be changed physically then?'.' . . . 

"If it will be just the same living or not hvmg, all will kill 
themselves, and perhaps that's what the change will be?" 
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"That'~ no matter. They will kill deceptior.. Every one who 
wants the supreme freedom must dare to kill himself. He who 
dares t? kill himself has found out the secret of the eceptton. 
!here 1s no freedom beyond; that is all, and there is not ing
beyond. He who dares kill himself is God. ow every one 
can do so that there shall be no God and shall be nothing. But 
no one has once done it yet." 

"There have been millions of suicides." 
"But always not for that; always with terror and not fnL 

that object. Not to kill fear. He who kills himself only to kilt 
fear will become a od at once." ,.._, 

"He won't have time, perhaps," I observed. 
"That's no matter," he answered softly, with calm pride, 

almost disdain. "I'm sorry that you seem to be laughing," he 
added half a minute later. 

'1t seems strange to me that you were so :ritable this morn
ing and are now so calm, though you speak with warmth." 

"This morning? It was funny this morning," he answered 
with a smile. "I don't like scolding, and I never laugh," ht 
added mournfully. 

"Yes, you don't spend your nights very cheerfully over 
your tea." 

I got up and took my cap. 
"You think not?" he smiled with some surprise. "Why? 

No, I ... I don't know." He was suddenly confused. "I 
know not how it is with the others, and I feel that I cannot do 
as others. Ever bod thinks and t n a once t • o some
thin else. I can't t o something else. I think all my life 
of one thing. bas tormented me all my i e," he ended up 
suddenly with astonishing expansiveness. 

"And tell me, if I may ask, wh is it yous~ Russian not 
,guite correctly? Surely you haven't forgotten it after five 
years a broad?" 

"Don't I speak correctly? I don't know. o, it's not because 
of abroad. I have talked like that all my life . . . it's no mat
ter to me." 

"Another question, a more delicate one. I quite believe yotl' 
that you're disinclined to meet people and talk very little. 
Why have you talked to me now?" 

"To you? This morning you sat so nicely and yon ... 



CHAPTER IV 

THE CRIPPLE 

I 

SHATOV was not perverse but acted on my note, and called 
at midday on Lizaveta Nikolaevna. We went in almost 
together; I was also going to make my first call. They 

11ere all, that is Liza, her mother, and Mavriky ikolaevitch, 
sitting in the big drawing-room, arguing. The mother was ask
ing Liza to play some waltz on the piano, and as soon as Liza 
began to play the piece asked for, declared it was not the right 
one. Mavriky ikolaevitch in the simplicity oi his heart took 
Liza's part, maintaining that it was the right waltz. The elder 
lady was so angry that she began to cry. She was ill and 
walked with difficulty. Her legs were swollen, and for the last 
few days she had been continually fractious, quarrelling with 
every one, though she always stood rather in awe of Liza. 
They were pleased to see us. Liza flushed with pleasure, and 
siaying "merci" to me, on Shatov's account of course, went to 
meet him looking at him with interest. 

hatov stopped awkwardly in the doorway. Thanking him 
for coming she led him up to her mother. 

"This is Mr. Shatov, of whom I have told you, and this is 
Mr. G--v, a great friend of mine and of Stepan Trofuno
vitch's. Mavriky Nikolaevitch made his acquaintance yester• 
day, too." 

"And which is the orofessor?" 
"There's no professo; at all, maman." 
"But there is. You said yourself that there'd be a professor. 

It's this one, probably." She disdainfully indicated Shatov. 
"I didn't tell you that there'd be a professor. Mr. G--v is 

in the service, and Mr. Shatov is a former student." 
124 
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Her literary scheme was as follows. umbers of papers and 

journals are published in the capitals and the provinces of 
Russia, and every day a number of events are reported in chem. 
The year passes, the newspapers are everywhere folded up and 
put away in cupboards, or are torn up and become litter, or are 
used for making parcels or wrapping things. umber~ -~ these 
facts make an impression and are remembered by the public, 
but in the course of years they are forgotten. Many people 
would like to look them up, but it is a labour for them to em
bark upon this sea of paper, often knowing nothing of the day 
ur place or even year in which the incident occurred. Yet if all 
the facts for a whole year were brought together into one 
book, on a definite plan, and with a definite object, under head, 
ings with references, arranged according to months and days, 
such a compilation might reflect the characteristics of Rus
sian life for the whole year, even though the facts published 
are only a small fraction of the events that take place. 

'"Instead of a number of newspapers there would be a few fat 
books, that's all," observed Shatov. 

But Lizaveta ikolaevna clung to her idea, in spite of the 
diflicu o carryrng it out and her inability to describe it. 
"It ought to be one book, and not even a very thick one," she 
maintained. But even if it were thick it would be clear, for the 
great point would be the plan and the character of the presen
tation of facts. Of course not all would be collected and re
printed. The decrees and acts of government, local regulations, 
laws-all such facts, however important, might be altogether 
omitted from the proposed publication. They could leave out a 
great deal and confine themselves to a selection of events 
more or less characteristic of the moral life of the peop e, of 
tne personal character of the Russian people at the present mo
ment. Of course everyt g might be put in: strange inci
dents, fires, public subscriptions, anything good or bad, every 
speech or word, perhaps even floodings of the rivers, perhaps 
even some government decrees, but only such things to be se
lected as are characteristic of the period; everything would be 
put in with a certain view, a special significance and inten
tion, with an idea which would illuminate the facts looked at 
in the aggregate, as a whole. And finally the book ought to be 
interesting even for light i:_~ading, apart from its value as a 
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rthing of myself. My helper, of cour e, would be the 
·[ of the book. e would go halves. You would give the 

the work. Mine would be the origin:il idea and the 
>r publishing it. Would the book pay its expenses, do 
k?" 
! hit on a good plan the book will go." 
:n you that I am not doing it for profit; but I am very 
that the book should circulate and should be very 
: making a profit." 

1 but how do I come in?" 
, I invite you to be my fellow-worker, to go halves. 
think out the plan." 
do you know that I am c:ipable of thinking out the 

le have talked about you to me, and here I've heard 
.now that you are very clever and ... are working 
tause ... and think a great deal. Pytor Stepanovitch 
11sky spoke about you in Switzerland," she added hur• 
'He's a very clever man, isn't he?" 

stole a fleeting, momentary glance 11,: her, but 
his eyes again. 
lay Vsyevolodovitch told me a great de-.tl about you, 

suddenly turned red. 
ere are the newspapers." Liza hurriedly picked up 

;hair a bundle of newspapers that lay tied up ready. 
ed to mark the facts here for selection, to sort them, 
ve put the papers together ... you will see." 

took the bundle. 
them home and look at them. Wher,; do you live?" 

ogoyavlensky treet, Filipov's house." 
ow. I think it's there, too, I've bet:n told, a captain 
ide you, Mr. Lebyadkin," said Liza in the same hurried 

sat for a full minute with the bundle in his out
hand, making no answer and staring at the floor. 

cl better find some one else for these jobs. I shouldn't 
at all." he brought out at last, dropping his voice in 

lly trange way, almost to a whisper. 
lushed crimson. 
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work of reference. It would be, so to say, a presentation of the 
spiritual, moral, inner life of Russia for a whole year. 

"We want every one to buy it, we want it to be a book that 
will be found on every table," Liza declared. "I understand 
that all lies in the plan, and that's why I apply to you," she 
concluded. She grew very warm over it, and although her 
explanation was obscure and incomplete, Shatov began to un
derstand. 

"So it would amount to something with a political tendency, 
a selection of facts with a special tendency," he muttered, still 
not raising his head. 

" ot at all, we must not select with a particular bias, and 
we ought not to have any political tendency in it. Nothing but 
impartiality-that will be the only tendency." 

"But a tendency would 1x no harm," said Shatov, with a 
slight movement, "and one can hardly avoid it if there is any 
selection at all. The very selection of facts will suggest h?w 
they are to be understood. Your idea is not a bad one." 

"Then such a book is possible?" cried Liza delightedly. 
"We must look into it and consider. It's .In immense under

taking. One can't work it out on the spur of the moment. We 
need experience. And when we do publish the book I doubt 
whether we shall find out how to do it. Possibly after many 
aials; but the thought is alluring. It's a useful idea." 

He raised his eyes at last, and they were positively sparkling 
with pleasure, he was so interested. 

"Was it your own idea?" he asked Liza, in a friendly and, as 
it were, bashful way. 

"The idea's no trouble, you know, it's the plan is the trou
ble," Liza smiled. "I understand very little. I am not very 
dever, and I only pursue what is clear to me, myself .... " 

"Pursue?" 
"Perhaps that's not the right word?" Liza inquired quickly. 
"The word is all right; I meant nothing." 
"I thought while I was abroad that even I might be of some 

use. I have money of my own lying idle. Why shouldn't I-
even I-work for the common cause? Besides, the idea some

how occurred to me all at once of itself. I didn't invent it at 
all, and was delighted with it. But I saw at once that I couldn't 
.get on without some one to help, because I am not competent 



THE CRIPPLE 13S 
sacred for me, and if anyone had begun to reveal them to me 
now, I think I should have covered my ears, and should have 
refused to hear anything more. I only had a prcsenciment of 
something ... yet I was utterly at a loss to see how I could 
do anything. What's more I did not even yet under tand ex
actly what I had to arrange; an interview b11t what sort of an 
interview? And how could I bring them together? My only 
hope was Shatov, though I could be ure that he wouldn't help 
me in an, way. But all the same, I hurried to him. 

IV 

I did not find him at home till past seven o'clork that 
evening. To my surprise he had vi itors with him-Alcxey 
Nilitch, and another gentleman I hardly knew, one Shi alov, 
the brother of Vir insk 's wife. 

1s gent eman muse, I think have been taying about two 
months in the town; I don't know where he came from. I had 
only heard that he had written some sort of article in a pro
gressive Petersburg magazine. Virginsky had introduced me 
casually to him in the street. I had never in my life seen in a 
man's face so much despondency, gloom, and moroseness. He 
looked as though he were expecting the de truccion of the 
world, and not at some indefinite time in accordance with 
prophecies, which might never be fulfilled, but quite definitely, 
as though it were to be the day after co-morrow at twenty
five minutes past ten. We hardly said a word co one anochei:
on that occasion, but had simply shaken hands like two con
spirators. I was most struck by his cars, which were of un
natural size, long, broad, and chick, sticking out in a peculiar 
way. His gestures were slow and awkward. If Liputin had im
agined that a phalanstery might be e tablished in our province, 
this gentleman certainly knew che day and the hour when it 
would be founded. He made a sinister imprcs ion on me. 1 
was the more surprised at finding him here, as Shatov was nor 
fond of visitors. 

I could hear from the stairs that they were talking very 
loud, all three at once, and I fancy they were disputing; but as 
IOOJ1 as I went in, they all ceased speaking. They were arguing., 
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standing up, but now they all suddenly sat down, so that I had 
to sit down too. There was a stupid silence that was not broken 
for fully three minutes. Though Shigalov knew me, he affected 
not to know me, probably not from hostile feelings, but for no 
particular reason. Alexey ilicch and I bowed to one another 
in silence, and for some reason did not shake hands. Shigalov 
began at last looking at me sternly and frowningly, with the 
most nai:ve assurance that I should immediately get up and go 
away .• t last Shatov got up from his chair and the othen 
jumped up at once. They went out without saying good-bye. 
higalov only said in the doorway to hatov, who was seeing 

him out: 
"Remember that you are bound to give an explanation." 
"Hang your explanation, and who the devil am I bound to?" 

,aid hatov. He showed them out and fastened the door with 
he latch. 

" nipes!" he said, looking at me, with a ore of wry smile. 
His face looked angry, and it seemed strange to me that he 

&poke first. When I had been to see him before (which was not 
often) it had usually happened that he at scowling in a cor
ner, answering ill-humouredly and only completely thawed 
and began to talk with plea ure after a considerable time. 
Even so when he was saying good-bye he always scowled, and 
let one out as though he were getting rid of a per onal enemy. 

"I had tea yesterday with that Alexey ilitch," I observed. 
"I think he's mad on atheism." 

"Russian atheism has never gone further than making a 
1oke," growled hatov, putting up a new candle in place of an 
end that had. burnt out. 

" o, chis one doesn't seem to me a joker, I think he doesn't 
know how to talk, let alone trying to make joke,." 

"Men made of paper! It all comes fromL£lunkeyism___of 
thought,'1 hatov observed calmiy, sitting down on a chair in 
t e co nlr, and pres ing the palms of both hands on his knees. 

"There's hatred in it, too," he went on, after a minute's 
pause. "They'd be the first to be terribly unhappy if Russia 
could be suddenly reformed, even to suit their own ideas, and 
became extraordinarily prosperous and happy. They'd have no 
one to hate then, no one to curse nothing to find fault with. 
There is nothing in it but an immen<c :inimal hatred for Rus-
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ia which has eaten into their organism A d · · , f • • • • n 1t 1sn t a 
case o tears unseen by t e worfd u7ider cover of a smile' 
Thh ere has never been a fa) er word said in Russia than abou~ 
t om unseen tears," he cried almost with f 

"Good ' ury. 
.. nes~ only ,knows what you're saying," I laughed. 

" Oh, you re a moderate liberal,' said hatov smiling too 
. Do you know," he went on suddenly, " may h~ve been talk~ 
mg nonsense abo~t the '~unkeyism of thought.' You will say 
!0 m

1
~ no doubt directly, it's you who are the son of a flunkey 

out m not a flunkey.'" ' 
"I wasn't dreaming of such a thing Wh t 

saying!" • • • • a are you 

"You need not apologise. I'm not afraid of you. Once J 
..!as only the son of a flunkey, but now I've become a flunk 
myself,7ike _you. Our Russian liberal is a flunkey before ever;
t mg, and 1s only looking for some one whose boots h 

cfean." e can 

::what boot~? What allegory is this?" 
Allegory, mdeed ! You are laughing T see t T Ii • h · ' • • epan ro ':'1ov1tc said truly_ that I lie under a stone, crushed but 

not_ killed, and do nothmg but wriggle. It was a good 
par1son of his." com-

"Stepan Trofimovitch declares that you are mad over tht 
Germans," I laughed. "We've borrowed something from them 
anyway.'' 

bl 
"We took twenty kopecks, but we gave up a hundred rou

es of our own." 
We were silent a minute. 
"He got that sore lying in America." 
"Who? \Vhat sore?" 

th
"I mean Kirillov. I spent four months with him l}rino on 
e floor of a hut." 0 

.. "Why, have you been in America?" I asked, surpri ed. 
You never told me about it." 
"~hat is there to tf'll'. The year before last we ~pent our last 

farthmg, three of us, gomg to America in an emigrant steamer 
to ~est the lift! of the mencan workman on ourselves, and t; 
ve~fy by P_e~sonal experiment the state of a man in the bade r 
social cond1t1ons. That was our object in going there." 

"Gnnd Lord!" I laughed. "You'd much better have gonr 
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somewhere in our province at harvest-time if you wanted to 
'make a personal experiment' instead of bolting to America." 

"We hired our elves out as workmen to an exploiter; there 
were six of us Russians working for him-students, even land
owners coming from their estate , some officers too, and all 
with the same grand object. Well, so we worked, sweated, 
wore our elves out; K.irillo,· and I were exhausted at last; fell 
ill-went away-we couldn't stand it. Our employer cheated 
11s when he paid us off; instead of thirty dollars as he had 
agreed, he paid me eight and Kirillov fifteen; he beat us, too, 
more than once. o then we were left without work, Kirillo, 
:md I, and we spent four months lying on the floor in that little 
towr,. He thought of one thing and J thought of another." 

"You don't mean to Sa} your employer beat you? In Amer
ica? How you must have sworn at him!" 

" ot a bit of it. On the contrary, K.irillov and I made up 
our minds from the first that we Rus ian were like little chil
dren beside the American , and that one must be born in 
America, or at least live for many year:; with Americans to be 
on a level with them. And do you know, if we were asked i 
dollar for a thing worth a farthing, we used to pay it with 
pleasure, in fact with enthusiasm. We approved of everything: 
~piritualism, lynch-law, revolvers tramps. Once when we were 
travelling a fellow slipped his hand into my pocket, took mJ 
brush, and began brushing his hair with it. Kirillov and I only 
looked at one another, and made up our minds that that w• 
the right thing and that we liked it very much .... " 

"The stran~ thin is that with us all this is not only in m 
brain but is carried out in practi e," I observed. 

"Men made of paper," hatov repeated. 
"But to cross the ocean in an emigrant steamer, though, It 

go to an unknown country, even to make a personal experi-
11ent and all that-by Jove ... there really is a large-heartei 
staunchness about it .... But how did you get out of it?" 

"I wrote to a man in Europe and he sent me a hundnd 
roubles." 

As Shatov talked he looked doggedly at the ground as 
Qlways did, even when he was excited. At this point he 
".!enly raised his head. 

"Do you want to know the man's name?" 
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b ht I don't seem to remeMber him." She scruttrused me 
~;::c1y' from behind the candle, and turned again at once to 
Shatov (and she took no more notice of me for the rest of the 
conversation, as though I had not been near her)• . 

"Are you tired of walking up and down alo~e m your gar
ret?" she laughed, displaying two rows of magnificent t~~h. 

"I was tired of it, and I wanted to come and see you._ 
Shatov moved a bench up to the table, sat down on 1t and 

made me sit beside him. , f 
'Tm always glad to have a talk, thoug~ you re a unny 

person, Shatushka, just like a monk. When did you ~omb your 
hair last? Let me do it for you." And she pulled a lit_tle _comb 
out of her pocket. "I don't believe you've touched 1t smce I 
combed it last." hin 

"Well, I haven't got a comb," s~d Shatov, lau? g too. 
"Really? Then I'll give you mme; only renund me, not 

trus one but another." b his 
With a more serious expressio1;1 she set to work ~o com ed 

hair. She even parted it on one side; drew back a little, ~ook 
to see whether it was right and put .the comb back 1ll laer 

P~,t:· you know what, Shatushka?" She shook h~r head. "You 
ma be a very sensible man but you're dull. Its ~tr~nge for 

yto look at all of you. I don't understand how 1t 1s people 
me , h ,, 
are dull. Sadness is not dullness. Im appy., ?" 

"And are you happy when your brothers here. 
"You mean Lebyadkin? He's m footman. And_ I do~'t care 

whether he's here or not. I call to him: 'Lebyadkm, bnng the 
water!' or 'Lebyadkin, bring my shoes!' _and he_ runs. Some
times one does wrong and can't help laughing at ~illl-

"That's just how it is," said Shatov, addressing me alo:1'1 
without ceremony. "She treats him just lik~ a f?Otman. Ive 
heard her myself calling to him, 'Lebyadkin, give I?e some 

t ,, And she laughed as she said it. The only difference 
wa er. h f • b h 
is that he doesn't fetch the water but beats er or 1t; ut s e 
· ' b. f ·d of him She has some sort of nervous fits, 1sn t a 1t a ra1 • }i' 
almost every day, and they are destroying her memo sot ~t 
afterwards she forgets everydiing tbat'.s ju~t happene ' ant IS 

aiways in a muddle over time. You 1mag1ne she remem n 
bow you came in; perhaps she does remember, but no doubt 
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she has changed everything to please herself, and she takes w 
now for different people from what we are, though she knows 
I'm 'Shatushka.' It doesn't matter my speaking aloud, she soon 
leaves off listening to people who talk to her, and lunges into 
dreams. Yes, plunges. She's an extraordinary person or ream
mg; s e' 1 sit for eight hours, for whole days together in the 
same place. You see there's a roll lying there, perhaps she's 
only taken one bite at it since the morning, and she'll finish it 
to-morrow. Now she's begun trying her fortune on cards.'' 

"I keep trying my fortune, Shatushka, but it doesn't come 
out right," Marya Timofyevna put in suddenly, catching the 
last word, and without looking at it she put out her left hand 
for the roll (she had heard something about the roll too very 
likely). She got hold of the roll at last and after keeping it for 
some time in her left hand, while her attention was distracted 
by the conversation which sprang up again, she put it back 
again on the table unconsciously without having taken a bite 
of it. 

"It always comes out the same, a journey, a wicked man, 
somebody's treachery, a death-bed, a letter, unexpected news. 
I think it's all nonsense. Shatushka, what do you think? If 
people can tell lies why shouldn't a card?" She suddenly threw 
the cards together again. "I said the same thing to Mother 
Praskovya, she's a very venerable woman, she used to run to 
my cell to tell her fortune on the cards, without letting the 
Mother Superior know. Yes, and she wasn't the only one who 
came to me. They sigh, and shake their heads at me, they 
talk it over while I laugh. 'Where are you going to get a letter 
from, Mother Praskovya,' I say, 'when you haven't had one 
for twelve years?' Her daughter had been taken away to Tur
key by her husband, and for twelve years there had been no 
sight nor sound of her. Only I was sitting the next evening at 
tea with the Mother Superior (she was a princess by birch), 
there was some lady there too, a visitor, a great dreamer, and 
a little monk from Athos was sitting there too, a rather ab
surd man to my chinking. What do you think, Shatushka, that 
monk from Athos had brought Mother Praskovya a letter 
from her daughter in Turkey, that morning-so much for the 
knave of diamonds-unexpected news! We were drinking our 
tea. and the monk from Athos said to the Mother Superior. 
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'Blessed Mother Superior, God has blessed your convent above 
all things in th:it you preserve so great a treasure in its pre
cincts,' said he. 'What treasure is that?' asked the Mother Su
p<;tior. 'The Mother Lizaveta, the Blessed.' This Lizaveta the 
• lessed was enshrined in the nunnery wall in a cage seven feet 
long and five feet high, and she had been sitting there for 
seventeen years in nothing but a hempen shift, summer and 
winter, and she always kept pecking at the hempen cloth with 
a straw or a twig of some sort, and she never said a word, and 
never combed her hair, or washed, for seventeen years. In the 
winter they used to put a sheepskin in for her, and every day 
a piece of bread and a jug of water. The pilgrims gaze at her, 
sigh and exclaim, and make offerings of money. 'A treasurr 
you've pitched on,' answered the Mother Superior-(she w:u 
angry, she disliked Lizaveta dreadfully)-'Lizaveta only sits 
there out of spite, out of pure obstinancy, it is nothing but 
hypocrisy.' I didn't like this; I was thinking at the time of 
shutting myself up too. 'I think,' said I, 'that God and nature 
.1.re just the same thing.' They all cried out with one voice at 
me, 'Well, now!' The Mother Superior laughed, whispered 
something to the lady and called me up, petted me, and the 
lady gave me a pink ribbon. Would you like me to show it to 
you? And the monk began to admonish me. But he talked so 
kindly, so humbly, and so wisely, I suppose. I sat and listened. 
'Do you understand?' he asked. ' o,' I said, 'I don't understand 
a word, but leave me quite alone.' Ever since then they've left 
111e in peace, Shatushka. And at that time an old woman who 
wa living in the convent doing penance for prophesying the 
future, whispered to me as she was coming out of church, 
'What is the mother of God? What do you think?' 'The 
great mother,' I answer, 'the hope of the human race.' 'Yes,' 
she answered, 'the mother of God is the great mother-the 
damp earth, and therein lies great joy for men. And every 
earthly woe and every earthly tear is a joy for us; and :when 
you water the earth with your tears a foot deep, you will re
ioice at everything at once, and your sorrow will be no more, 
,uch is the prophecy.' That word sank into my heart at the 
..:ime. Since then when I bow down to the ground at my 
prayers, I've taken to kissing the earth. I kiss it and wet:p. And 
let m~ tell you, Shatushka, there's no harm in those tears; and 

., THE CRIPPLE 14:i 
ren It one has no grief, one's tears flow from joy. The tears 
hw of themselves, that's the truth. I used to go out to the 

5 ores of th~ lake; on one side was our convent and on the 
other the pomted 1:1ountain, they called it the Peak. I used to 
go dup that mountam, facing the east, fall down to the ground 
an ,weep and weep, and I don't know how long I wept and i 
don t remember or know anything about it. I would ~et u 
anf ~~~n bdck w~en the sun was setting, it was so big, a!J 
5P en I a? glor~ous---<lo you like looking at the sun, Sha
tu~hkt I{ s beautiful but sad. I would turn to the east again, 
an t e s adow, the shadow of our mountain was flying like an 
arrow ove~ our lake, long, long and narrow, stretching a mile 
bey~nd'. nght ~1P t~ the island on the lake and cutting that 
roe y island nght m two, and as it cut it in two the sun 
would set altogether and suddenly all would be da hi And 
;~en } u~~d to be quite miserable, suddenly I used t~ re::~ber 

m a ra1 of the dark, Shatushka. And what I wept for mos; 
was my baby. . . . " 

"W~y, had you one?" And Shatov, who had been listenin 
attentively all the time nudged me with hi Ibo g "Wh f , s e w. 

Y, o course. A little rosy baby with tiny little il 
and my onl • f • I , na s, . I Y ~ne 1s can t remember whether it was a bey or 
a g1r • ~ometunes I remember it was a boy, and sometimes i'i 
was a girl. And when he was born I wrapped him • b • 
and I d • k .b ' m cam nc 

ace, ~n put PIIl. n hons on him, strewed him with flowJ 
ers, got him ready, said prayers over him I took him hris d d . • away un-
c tene an earned him through the forest and I was afraid 
?f thhe forest, and I was frightened, and wha~ I weep for mosr 
1s ~. at I had a baby and I never had a husband." 

.. Peih,aps you ha one?" Shatov queried cautiously. 
h ~oh ~ tsurdb S~atushka, with your reflections. I had, per• 

aps a ' ut w at s the ~e of my having had one if it's just 

G
the sa~e,,as though I hadn t. There's an easy riddle for you 

uess 1t! she laughed. • 
::where _did you take your baby?" 
I took 1t to the pond," she said with a sigh. 

Shatov nudged me again. 
~~?~' what if you never had a baby and all this is only a wild 

"You ask me a hard question, h hk " h atus ·a, s e answered 
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me, so that at last I turned away from him. Suddenly a car
riage rumbled at the entrance, and some commotion at a dis
tance in the house marle us aware of the lady's return. We all 
leapt up from our easy chairs, but again a surprise awaited us; 
we heard the noise of many footsteps, o our hostess must 
~ave returned not alone, and this certainly was rather strange, 
since she had fi ed that time herself. Finally, we heard ome 
one come in with strange rapidity as though running, in a way 
that Varvara Petrovna could not have come in. And, all at 
once she almost flew into the room, panting and extremely 
agitated. After her a little later and much more quickly 
Lizaveta ikolaevna came in, and with her hand in hand, 
Marya Tuno yevna e yaalun! f I had seen this in my 
clreams, even then should not have believed it. 

To explain their utterly unexpected appearance, I must go 
back an hour and describe more in detail an extraordinary ad
venture which had befallen Varvara Petrovna in church. 

In the first place almost the whole town, that is, of course, 
all of the upper stratum of society, were assembled in the 
cathedral. It was known that the governor's wife was to make 
ber appearance there for the first time since her arrival 
amongst us. I must mention that there were already rumour 
that she was a free-thinker, and a follower of "the new prin
ciples." All the ladies were also aware that she would be dressed 
with magnificence and extraordinary elegance. And so the cos
tumes of our ladies were elaborate and gorgeous for the occa
ion. Only Varvara Petrovna was modestly dressed in black as 
ibe always was and had been for the last four y ar . She had 
taken her usual place in church in the first row on the left, 
and a footman in livery had put down a velvet cushion for her 
11> kneel on; everything in fact, had been as usual. But it was 

iced, too, that all through the service she prayed with ex
tleme fervour. It was even asserted afterwards when f, ople 

ed it, that she had had tears in her eyes. The service wz 
er at last, and our chief priest, Father Pavel, came out to 
·,er a solemn sermon. We liked his sermons and thought 

highly of them. e used even to try to persuade him to 
• t them, but he never could make up his mind to. On this 

ion the sermon was a particularly long one. 
And behold, during the sermon a lady drove up to the 
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And he struck himself furiously on the chest. He was by 
now walking about the room again. 

It is typical of such people to be utterly incapable of keeping 
their de ires to themselves; they have, on the contrary, an irre
~istible impulse to display chem in all their unseemliness as soon 
as they arise. When such a gencleman gets into a circle in 
which he is not at home he usually begins timidly, but you have 
only to give him an inch and he will at once ru h into imper• 
tinence. The captain was already excited. He walked about 
waving his arms and not listening to questions, talked about 
himself very, very quickly, so that ometime his tongue would 
not obey him, and without finishing one phra e he pa sed to 
another. It is true he was probably not quite sober. Moreover, 
Lizaveta ikolaevna was sitting there too, and though he did 
not once glance at her, her presence seemed to over-excite him 
terribly; that, however, i only my suppo ition. There must 
have been ome reason which led Varvara Pecrovna to resolve 
to listen to such a man in spite of her repugnance. Praskovya 
(vanovna was simply shaking with terror, though I believe six 
really did not quite understand what it was :ibout. Stepan 
frofimovitch was trembling too, but that wa , on the con
trary, because he was disposed to understand everything, and 
exaggerate it. Mavriky ikolaevitch stood in che attitude of 
;me ready to defend all present; Liza was pale, and she gazed 
'ij,xedly with wide-open eyes at the wild captain. hatov sat ii 
the same position as before, but, what was strangest of all, 
Marya Timofyevna had not only ceased laughing, but had I» 
come terribly sad. She leaned her right elbow on the cable, and 
with a prolonged, mournful gaze watched her brother declaim
ing. Darya Pavlovna alone seemed to be calm. 

"All that is nonsensical allegory," said arvara Pecrovna, 
getting angry at last. "You haven't answered my questioo, 
why? I insist on an answer." 

"I haven't answered, why? You in ist on an answer, why1' 
repeated the captain, winking. "That little word 'why' has rua 
through all the universe from t e first day of creation, an~ 
nature cries every minute to it's Creator. 'why?' nd for sevca 
t ousand years it has had no answer, and must Captain I.e
byadkin alone answer? And is that iustice, madam?" 

"That's all nonsense and not to the point!" cried Varvall 
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Petrovna gett' d l . I 77 be. ' mg angry an osmg patience. "That's alle . 
"ds1de_s, you ~xpress yourself too sensationally sir which !gory' 

s1 er impertinence." • , con-
"Madam " th • 

lik d h ' e captain went on, not hearing "I should h 
e per aps to be called Ernest I f ' ave-

vulgar name Ignat why . h d yet am orced to bear the 
liked to be called P-: d1sMt atb o you suppose? I should have 
d . nnce e on art, yet I am I L b dkin 
er1ved from a swan ,,. Wh • h > I on y e ya ' 

in soul and mi ht .b y _is t at. am a poet, madam, a poet 
from a'publish g ; gettifng a thousand roubles at a time
Why, madam> ej/et a~ orced_to_live in a pig pail. Why? 
nothing else.". my mmd Russia is a freak of nature and 

"C "I an you really say nothing more definite?" 
" can read you the poem, ~he Cockroach ' d " 
Wha-a-t>" , a am. 

be "~:d;,m, i•m not mad yet! I shall be mai no doubt I shaU 
' bl m not so yet. Madam, a friend of mine--a most h 

oura e man h • on-
h

' - as wntten a Krylov's fable called 'Th Co k 
roac. May I read it?" - ' e c • 

"Y " ou ~.ant to read some fable of Krylov's?" 
fabl:o~ It s not a fabl~ .of Krylov's I want to read. It's my 
f ' y own compos1t1on. Believe me madam w·th f ence I'm n d • , 1 out o •• th t R . ot so une ucated and depraved as not to understand 
th: Mi u~1a ca; boast o! a great fable-writer, Krylov, to whom 

ruster o Educat1?n has raised a monument in the um• 
mer Gardens for the diver ion of the young Here d 
you ask me wh > Th . • , ma am, 
le f fir 

Y· e answer 1s at the end of this fable -~ tters o e." , 1•· 

"Read your fable." 

"Lived a cockroach in the world 
Such was his condition. 
In a glass he chanced to fall 
Full of fly-perdition." 

"Heavens! What doe • I" • d "Th , h . s ~t mean cne Varvara Petrovna. 
. at s w. en flies get into a glass in the summer-time" th~ 

captam explained hurriedly with the irritable impatience 'of au 

~·From lebyed, a swan. 
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t 78 . . "ihen it is perdition co t e 
author interrupted Ul readdgDon't interrupt, don't interrupt. 
flies, any fool can understan,,. 
You'll see, you'l~ see •. 

He kept wavlilg his arms. 

"B1it he squeezed against t~e ties, 
The woke 1,p and c-iirse i~, 

. yd t J()1)e their angry cries; Raise o • ,, 
'The glass is f1ill to b-u_rstmg. 
In the middle of the dm 
ca,me along Nikifor, ki . 
Fine old man, and loo 1ig m 

d" I'll tell it in wor 5• 
. h d ·t But no matter, d . ·te 

I haven't _quite ~s e 1.; ikifor takes the glas~, an ~:!;es 
the captam ratt e o:1- the whole stew, flies, an 
of their outc_ry e~pt1e\t:i{ch ought to have been do?e long 
and all, into the pig pda , b rve the cockroach doesn t co~ed-

b ma am o se ' h ?" he en 
:ago. But o serveh, e; to your question, w y.. , A for 

l • ihat's t e answ h d t complain. s 
p ~m. h l " 'ihe cockroac oes no rapidly and 
tnump ant Y· e a e spea mg 

·1-:f r he typifies nature, ' 
1iu o l bout the room. 

walking complacent y a . l n 
Varvara Petrovn:>. was ternb 1',; tg~~t money said to have 
"And allow roe to ask you a ul d v·1tch and not to have 

·k l V syevo o o ' 
been received from I o ay h' h you dared to accuse a person 

. about w 1c 
been given to you, d ,, . . h 
belonging to my h~~sehol d Lebyadkin, flinging up his ng t 

"It's a slander! roare 
hand tragically. ,, 

" o it's not a slander. h t force one to endure 
"Madam there are circumsta1res \i:e truth aloud. Lebyad

~ ·1y disg'race rather than proc aim 
1am1 d ,,, .. 
kin will not blab, ma am. ·ed away· he felt his importhe· 

d ~ d. he was earn ' . d B ow He seeme ~aze ' f • in his mm • Y n . 
ance; he certainly had some d:~~mething na ty to show his 
wanted to insult some one, to 

. h ,, V arvara Petrovna 
power. l Stepan Trofimov1tc , 

"Ring, p ease, . . 
d h• d ,, he sa"1d winking with his aske im. • ma am, ' 

"Leh,adkin's cunrung, 
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evil smile; "he's cunning, but he too has a weak spot, he too at 
times is in the portals of passions, and these portals are the old 
military hussars' bottle, celebrated by Denis Davydov. So 
when he is in those portals, madam, he may happen to send a 
letter in verse, a most magnificent letter-but which after
wards he would have wished to take back, with the tears of all 
his life; for the feeling of the beautiful is destroyed. But the 
bird has flown, you won't catch it by the tail. In those portals 
now, madam, Lebyadkin may have spoken about an honourable 
young lady, in the honou:able indignation of a soul revolted by 
wrongs, and his slanderers have taken advantage of it. But 
Lebyadkin is cunning, madam! AnJ in vain a malignant wolf 
sits over him every minute, filling his glass and waiting for the 
end. Lebyadkin won't blab. And at the bottom of the bottle he 
always finds instead Lebyadkin's cunning. But enough, oh, 
enough, madam! Your splendid halls might belong to t½! no
blest in the land, ut t e cockroach will .11.ot complain. Ob
sern-t a , o serve that he does not complain, and recognise his 
noble spirit!" 

At that instant a bell rang downstairs from the porter's 
room, and almost at the same moment Alexey Yegorytch ap
peared in response to Stepan Trofimovitch's ring, which he had 
somewhat delayed answering. The correct old servant was un
usually excited. 

"Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch has graciously arrived this mo
ment and is coming here," he pronounced, in reply to Varvara 
Petrovna's questioning glance. I particularly remember her at 
that moment; at first she turned pale, but suddenly her eyes 
flashed. She drew herself up in her chair with an air of ex
traordinary determination. Every one was astounded indeed. 
The utterly unexpected arrival of ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, 
who was not expected for another month, was not only strange 
from its unexpectedness but from its fateful coincidence with 
the present moment. Even the captain remained standing like 
a post in the middle of the room with his mouth wide open, 
staring at the door with a fearfully stupid expression. 

And, behold, from the next room-a very large and long 
apartment-came the sound of swiftly approaching footsteps, 
little, exceedingly rapid steps; some one seemed to be running, 
and that some one suddenly flew into the drawing-room, not 
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Nikolay V syevolodovitch, but a young man wLo was a com• 

plete stranger to all. 

V 

I will permit myself to halt here to sketch in a few hurried 
strokes this person who had so suddenly arrived on the scene. 

He was a young man of twenty-seven or thereabouts, a little 
above the medium height, with rather long, lank, flaxen hair, 
and with faintly defined, irregular moustache and beard. He 
was dressed neatly, and in the fashion, though not like a dandy. 
At the first glance he looked round-shouldered and awkward, 
but yet he was not round-shouldered, and his manner was easy. 
He seemed a queer fish, and yet later on we all thought his 
manners good, and his conversation always to the point. 

No one would have said that he was ugly, and et no one 
wmrld-lravtdi:ked-h~ ace. 1s ead was elongated at t e ac , 
;nd looke flattcne at the sides, so that his face seemed 
pointed. His forehead was high and na.rrow, but his featur~s 
were small; his eyes were keen, his nose was small and sharp, his 
lips were long and thin. The expression of his face suggested 
ill-health, but this was misleading. He had a wrinkle on each 
cheek which gave him the look of a man who had just recov
ered from a serious illness. Yet he was perfectly well and 
strong, and had never been ill. 

He walked and moved very hurriedly, yet never seemed in a 
hurry to be off. It seemed as though nothing could disconcert 
him; in every circumstance and in every sort of society he 
remained the same. He had a great deal of conceit, but was 
·utterly unaware of it himself. 

He talked quickly, hurriedly, but at the same time with 
assurance, and was never at a loss for a word. In spite of his 
hurried manner his ideas were in erfect order, distinct and 
definite-and this was particularly striking. is articulation 
was wonderfully clear. His words pattered out like smooth, 
big grains, always well chosen, and at your service. At first this 
attracted one, but afterwards it became repulsive, just because 
of this over-distinct articulation, this string of ever-ready 
~ords. One somehow began to imagine that he must have a 
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tongue of spec1a_l shape, somehow exceptionally long an-:! thin, 
excremely r~d with a very sharp everlastingly active little cip. 

W~ll, this was the young man who darted now into the 
drawill~-room, and really, I believe to this day, that he began 
~o talk ill the next room, and came in speaking. He was stand
m~, before Varvara Petrovna in a trice. 

• •. - Only_ fancy, Varvara Petrovna," he p«ttered on, "I 
~anh m expect~g to find he'd been here for the last quarter of 
~ ~ur; he arrived an hour and a half ago; we met at Ki

hllov s: he set off half an hour ago meaning to come straight 
l ere, and t~ld me to come here too, a quarter of an ho1Jr 
ater .... 

. "~ut who? Who told you to come here?" Varvara Petrovm 
mqwred. 

";Vhy, Nikolay_ Vsyevolodovitch! Surely this isn't the first 
you ve ~eard of 1t! But his luggage must have been here a 
long while, anrway. How is it you weren't told? Then I'm 
t~e firs; to bnng the n.ews. One might send out to look for 
him; hes sure to be ~ere hims~lf directly though. And I fancy, 
at the moment that JUSt fits ill with some of his expectations 
and as fa_r as ! can judge, at least, some of his calculations." ' 

At t~s po1nt he turned his eyes about the room and fixed 
them with special attention on the captain. 

"Ach, Lizaveta ikolaevna, how glad I am to meet you at 
the vef1'.' first step, delighted to shake hands with you." He flew 
~p to Liza, who was smiling gaily, to take her proffered hand, 

and I observe that my honoured friend Praskovya Ivanovna 
~ not forgotten her 'professor,' and actually isn't cross with 

, as she always used to be in Switzerland. But how are your 
l~gs, here, Praskovya I vanovna, and were the Swiss doctors 
right when at consultation they prescribed your native air> 
~at? Fomentations? That ought to do good. But how sor; 
1 _wa:, Va_rva:a ~etrovna" (he turned rapidly to her) "that J 
didn t a:nve 1n time to meet you abroad, and offer my respect., 
to you m person; I had so much to tell you too. I did send 

d
word to mr, old man here, but I fancy that he did as he always 
oes ... 

"P h I" • d s et:us a. cn_e tepan Trofimovitch, instantly roused 
fr~~ _his stupefaction. He clasped his hands and flew to his son. 

Pierre, mon enfant! Why, I didn't know you!" 
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He pressed him in his arms and the tears rolled down his 

cheeks. 
"Come, be quiet, be quiet, no flourishes, that's enough, that's 

enough, please," Petrusha muttered hurriedly, trying to extri
cate himself from his embrace. 

"I've always sinned against you, always!" 
"Well, th.re's enough. We can talk of that later. I knew 

you'd c:-.rry on. Come, be a little more sober, ple:ise." 
"But it's ten years since I've seen you." 
"The less reason for demonstrations." 
"Mon enfant! ... " 
"Come, I believe in your affection, I believe in it, take your 

arms away. You see, you're disturbing other people. • • • Ah, 
here's Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch; keep quiet, please." 

Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch was already in the room; he came 
in very quietly and stood still for an instant in the doorway, 
quietly scrutinising the company. 

I was struck by the first sight of him just as I had been four 
years before, when I saw him for the first time. I had not for
gotten him in the least. But I think there are some counte
nances which always seem to exhibit something new which one 
has not noticed before, every time one meets them, though one 
may have seen them a hundred times already. Apparently he 
was exactly the same as he had been four years before. He was 
as elegant, as dignified, he moved with the same air of conse
quence as before, indeed he looked almost as young. His faint 
smile had just the same official graciousness and complaceng. 
His eyes had the same stern, thoughtful and, asit were, pre
occupied look. In fact, it seeme as t ough we had only parted 
the day before. But one thing struck me. In old days, though he 
had been considered handsome, his face was "like a mask," as 
some of our sharp-tongued ladies had expressed it. Now-now, 
I don't know why he impressed me at once as absolutely, in
contestably beautiful, so that no one could have sa1 tnrthis 
Iace waslik'ea mask. Wasn't it perhaps that he was a little 
paler and seemed rather thinner than before? Or was there, per
haps, the light of some new idea in rus eyes? 

"Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch!" cried Varvara Petrovna, draw
ing herself up but not rising from her chair. "Stop a minute!" 
She checked his advance with a peremptory gesture. 
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But to explain the awful question which immediately fol
lowed .mat .gesture and exclamation-a question which I should 
have 1magmed to be impossible even in Varvara Petrovna I 
hust ask the reader to remember what that lady's temperam:nt 

ad always been. and the extraordinary impulsiveness she 
show~d at. some critical moments. I beg him to consider also, 
that m ~1te of the exceptional strength of her spirit and the 
very co~s1derable amount of common sense and practical, so to 
~ay b~smess, tact she possessed, there were moments in her life 
m w~c~ she abandoned herself altogether, entirely and, if it's 
perm1ss1?le to say so, absolutely without restraint. I beg him 
to take mto consideration also that the present moment might 
really be for her one of those in which all the essence of life of 
all the past and ~ll the present, perhaps, too, all tht: futur~, is 
concentrated, as 1t were, focused. I must briefly recall too the 
anonymo.us letter of which she had spoken to Prask~vya '1va
novna with so much irritation, though I think she said nothing 
o[ the latter pa~t -~f it. Yet it perhaps contained the explana
tion of the poss1b1hty of the terrible question with which she 
suddenly addressed her son. 

"Ni~olay Vsyevolodovitch," she repeated, rapping out her 
words ma ,:esolute voice in which there was a ring of menacing 
ctallenge, . ~ b.eg you to tell n:ie at once, without moving from 
t at place, s 1t true that this unhappy cripple--here she is 
here, look at her-is it true t at slie 1s ... your lawful wife?': 

I remember that moment only too we ; e 1 not wink an 
eyelash .but. looked intently at his mother. ot the faintest 
change~ his face. followed. At last he smiled, a sort of indul
g~nt srmle, and without answering a word went quietly up to 
h~s m~ther, took her hand, r.ai~ed it. respectfully to his lips and 
kissed 1t. A~d so great was his mvanable and irresistible ascend
ancy over his mother that even now she could not bring herself 
to pull away her hand. She only gazed at him, her whole figure 
one concentrated question, seeming to betray that she could 
not bear the suspense another moment. 

But he was still silent. When he had kissed her hand he 
sc~nned the whole room once more, and moving, as before, 
"".1thout haste :ent towa,rds Ma!:1'.a Timofyev.!!!1. It is very 
difficult to descn~e people s countenances at certain moments. 
I remember, for mstance, that Marya Timofyevna, breathless 

-



with fear, rose to her feet to meet him and dasped hP.r hands 
before her, as though beseeching him. And at the same time I 
remember the frantic ecstasy which almost distorted her face 
--an ecstasy almost too great for any human being to bear. 
Perhaps both were there, both _tlie terror and the ecstasy. But 
I remember moving quickly towards her (I was tanding not 
far off), for I fancied she was going to faint. 

"You should not be here," ikolay V syevolodovitch said to 
her in a caressing and melodious voice; and there was the light 
of an extraordinary tenderness in his e es. He stood before her 
in t e most respect u atutude, and every gesture showed sin
cere respect for her. The poor girl faltered impulsively in a 
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half-whisper. 
"But may I ... kneel down ••• to you now?" 
" o, you can't do that." 
He smiled at her magnificently, so that she too laughed joy-

fully at once. In the same melodious voice, coaxing her ten
derly as though she were a child, he went on gravely. 

"Only think that you are a girl, and that though I'm your 
devoted friend I'm an outsider, not your husband, nor your 
father, nor your Setrothed. Give me your arm and let us go; 
I will take you to the carriage, and if you will let me I will see 

you all the way home." 
Sho:: btened, and bent her head as though meditating. 
"LP.t's go," she said with a sigh, giving him her hand. 
:But at that point a slight mischance befell her. She must 

have turned care~essly, resting on her lame leg, which was 
shorter than the other. She fell sideways into the chair, and if 
the c:hair had not been there would have fallen on to the floor. 
He instantly seized and supported her, and holding her arm 
firmly in his, led her carefully and sympathetically to the door. 
She was evidently mortified at having fallen; she was over
whelmed, blushed, and was terribly abashed. Looking dumbly 
on the ground, limping painfully, she hobbled after him, al
most hanging on his arm. So they went out. Liza,. I saw, sud
denly jumped up from her chair for some reason as they were 
going out, and she followed them with intent eyes till they 
reached the door. Then she sat down again in silence, but there 
was a nervous twitching in her fac'!, as though she had t9uched 

a viper. -
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iodovitch and Marya T" fg pace etween ,kolay Vsyevo-
wit amazement· one co Id h h d one was speechless . h imo yevna every 

th h d 
' u ave ear a fly· b 

ey a gone out every b , ut as soon as ' one egan suddenly talking. 

VI 

. It ":as very ritt!e of it talk, however· i 
oon. I ve forgotten a !ittl h d . , t was mostly exclarna--
for a scene of confusion f;Ifo:~J er m which thin~s happened. 
some exclamation in F h l • S_tepan_ Trofimov1tch uttered 
p h renc , c aspmg his ha d b V 

etrovna ad no thought f hi E ~ s, ut arvari 
muttered some rapid 

1
-e k or m. ven Mavriky ikolaevitch 

was t e most excited of 11 H • . yotr tepanov1tch h 
, r Y comment But p S • 

bold_gesticulations to pers;ade Ve was trying desperately with 
but It was a long time b f I arva,ra Petrovna of something 

H I 
e ore cou d make h • ' 

e appea ed to Praskovya Iva d • out w at it was. 
too, even, in his exciteme t nd~na, aJ L1za~eta ikolae· 'na 
father-in fact he seemed nall :ve;e~h a passmg shout to nis 
Petrovna flushing all e room at once. Varvara 
to Prask~vya Ivan o_ver, sprang up from her seat and cried 

u ovna. 
Did you hear what t "d h h . ~" ne sa1 to er here 1• ust d"d ear 1t. now, 1 you 

But the latter was inca able of I • 
mutter something and p h h rep ylllg. She could only 

bl 
wave er and The 

trou es of her own to think b Sh. poor _woman had 
towards Liza and was watciu: iut. . e kept turrung her head 
but she didn't even dare tot~ ef w1t~ unaccountable terror, 
until her daughter should g t o I gettlllg up ~nd going away 
wanted to slip away. That t n:d~ ; ~h meantune the captain 
he had been in a great pa . f e • h e:e was no doubt that 
Vsyevolodovitch had d ht rom t e instant that Nikolay 
vitch took him b h ma e s appearance; but Pyotr Stepano-

"I . y t e arm and would not let him 
t is necessary, quite necessa " h go. 

Petrovna, still trym' g to dry,h e pattered on to Varvara 

h 
. persua e er He stood f • h 

s e was sitting down again • h • h • aclllg er, as 

Ii 
. ill er easy c air and I be 

was sterung to him eager! . he had , • , remem r, 
attention. y' succeeded ill securing her 

"It is necessary. You can see for 1£ 
that there is a misunderstand. h yoursde ' V arvara Petrovna, mg ere, an much that is strangr 
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skovya Ivanovna, and I am sure that Lizaveta ikolaevna will 
be interested to hear it, because there are a great many things 
in it that are odd if not wonderful. Five years ago, in Peters
burg, Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch macfe""the acquaintance of this 
gentleman, this very Mr. Lebyadkin who's standing here with 
his mouth open, anxious, I think, to slip away at once. E cuse 
me, Varvara Petrovna. I don't advise you to make your escape 
though, you discharged clerk in the former commissariat de
partment you see; I remember you very well. ikolay Vsyevo
lodovitch and I know very well what you've been up to here, 
and, don't forget, you'll have to answer for it. I ask your par
don once more, Varvara Petrovna. In those days ikolay V sye
volodovitch used to call this gentleman his Falstaff; that must 
be," he explained suddenly, "some old ur esque character, at 
whom every one laughs, and who is willing to let every one 
laugh at him, if only they'll pay him for it. ikolay Vsyevolo
dovitch was leading at that time in Peter bur~ a life, so to say, 
of mockery. I can't find another word to describe it, because 
he is not a man who falls into disillusionment, and he disdained 
to be occupied with work at that time. I'm only speaking of 
that period, Varvara Petrovna. Lebyadkin had a sister, the 
woman who was sitting here just now. The brother and sister 
hadn't a corner'' of their own, but were always quartering 
themselves on different people. He used to hang about the ar
cades in the Gostiny Dvor, always wearing his old uniform, 
and would stop the more re pectable-looking passers-by, and 
everything he got from them he'd spend in drink. His sister 
lived like the birds of heaven. he'd help people in their 'cor
ners,' and do jobs for them on occasion. It was a regular Bed
lam. I'll pass over the description of this life in 'corners,' a life 
to which ikolay Vsyevolodovitch had tak<!n, at that time, 
from eccentricity. I'm only talking of that period, Varvara 
Petrovna; as for 'eccentricity,' that's his own expression. He 
does not conceal much from me. Mlle. Lebyadkin, who was 
thrown in the way of meeting ikolay Vsyevolodovitch very 
often, at one time, was fascinated by his appearance. He was, 
so to say, a diamond set in the dirty background of her life. 
I am a poor hand at describing feelings, so I'll pass them over: 

• In the poorer quarters of Russian towns a sin~le room is often le 
out to several families, each of which occupies a ' corner." 

-



but some of that dirty lot took to jeering at her once, and it 
made her sad. They always had laughed at her, but she did 
not seem to notice it before. She wasn't quite right in her 
bead even then, but very different from what she is now. 
There's reason to believe that in her childhood she received 
something like an education through the kindness of a benevo
lent lady. ikolay Vsyevolodovitch had never taken the slight
est notice of her. He used to spend his time thiefly in playing 
preference with a greasy old pack of cards for stakes of a 
quarter-farthing with clerks. But once, when she was being 
ill-treated, he went up (without inquiring into the cause) and 
seized one of the clerks by the collar and flung him out of a 
second-floor window. It was not a case of chivalrous indigna
tion at the sight of injured innocence; the whole operation 
took place in the midst of roars of laughter, and the one who 
laughed loudest was ikolay Vsyevolodovitch himself. As it 
all ended ,without harm, they were reconciled and began drink
ing punch. But the injured innocent herself did not forget it. 
Of course it ended in her becoming completely crazy. I repeat 
I'm a poor hand at describing feelings. But a de}usion was 
the chief feature in this case. And ikolay Vsyevolodovitch 
aggravated that delusion as thoug e did it on pur ose. 
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stead of laughing at her he began all at once treating Mlle. 
Lebyadkin with sudden respect. Kirillov, who was there (a 
very original man, Varvara Petrovna, and very abrupt, you'll 
see him perhaps one day, for he's here now), well, this Kirillov 
who, as a rule, is perfectly silent, suddenly got hot, and said 
to ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, I remember, that he treated the 
girl as though she were a marquise, and that that wa doing 
for her altogether. I must add that ikolay Vsyevolodovitch 
had rather a respect for this Kirillov. What do you suppose 
was the answer he gave him: 'You imagine, Mr. Kirillov, that I 
am laughing at her. Ge rid of that idea, I really do respect 
her, for she's better than any of us.' And, do you know, he 
said it in such a serious tone. Meanwhile, he hadn't really said 
a word to her for two or three months, except 'good morning' 
and 'good-bye.' I remember, for I was there, that she came 
at last to the point of looking on him almost as her betrothed 
who dared not 'elope with her,' simply because he had many 
enemies and family difficulties, or something of the sort. There 
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h~!~~::t~\s taktg provision for her when he haod afo c::~ 
hundred ro ebleve e arr~nfged to pay a considerable sum three 

u es a year I not • ' 
short it was all a capri;e f . mo~e, as a pension for her. In 
on hisside perhaps-·t' a anc oh a man prematurely weary 

' 1 may even ave be Kirill 
a newhexperiment of a blase man, with th:n~bJ\ct of o;. sd~ys, 
out w at you can bring a c • 1 n mg 
on purpose he said th 1 razy cnpp e to." (You picked out 

' , e owest creature • l f 
covered with disgrace and bl kn . ' a cnpp e, or ever ows, owlllg too th hi 
ture was dying of comic love f r . , , at t s crea
mystify her complete! o o ,:ou, and set to worK -co 
come of it) "Th hy h n p~rpose, simply to see what would 
for the f~cies o~ug ' ow is a roan so particularly to blame 

a crazy woman, to whom h h d h di 
uttered two sentences the whole time Th e • a ar y 
vara Petrovna of which 't . nl : ere are things, Var-

b 
, 1 1s not o y 'bl 

ly, but it's even nonsensical to be . rmpos~1 e to speak sensi, 
Well, eccentricity then let 't gdlll spehaking of them at all. 

hin 
, 1 stan at t at An h , 

not g worse to be said than th d • yway, t ere s 
this scandal out of it I at; an yet now they've made 

· • • · am to some t vara Petrovna of what• h . h ex ent aware, Var-' 1s appelllllg ere " 
. The speaker suddenly broke off and w~s t • 

kin. But Varvara Petrovna checked h' Sh urlllll~ to Lebyad
extreme exaltation. rm. e was 10 a state of 

"H " ave you finished?" she asked. 
Not yet; to complete m I h 1 

gentleman one or two questi!nss~ryyou•i1 oull d have to ask this 
see the po· t · · a ow me • •• you'll 

" Ill lll a minute, Varvara Petrovna" 
Enough, afterwards, leave it for the ~ome t I 

~:l;as quite right to let you speak!" n beg you. 
. d note this, Varvara Petr " p • hastily. "Could Nik I V ovna, . yotr Stepanov1tch said 

this J·ust now :n o ay syevolodov1tch have explained all 
u, answer to your que t' hi h peremptory?" 5 IOn, w c was perhaps too 

"Oh, yes, it was." 
"Ad • n wasn t I right in sa in h • 

easier for a third perso t y ft at_ m some cases it's much 
interested?" n ° exp am thin gs than for the person 

"Yes, yes .. 
see with regret, 

• but in one thina • k ·11 . ,, you were m1st2 en and I 
are st! mistaken." ' ' 
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"Really, what's that?" 
"You see .... But won't you sit down, Pyotr Stepano

vitch?" 
"Oh, as you please. I am tired indeed. Thank you." 
He instantly moved up an easy chair and turned it so that 

be had V arvara Petrovna on one side and Praskovya I vanovna 
at the table on the other, while he faced Lebyadkin, from whom 
he did not take his eyes for one minute. 

"You are mistaken in calling this eccentricity. . . . " 
"Oh, if it's only that. . . . " 
"No, no, no, wait a little," said Varvua Petrovna, who was 

obviously about to say a good deal and to speak with enthu
siasm. As soon as Pyotr Stepanovitch noticed it, he was all at
tention. 

"No • as something higher than eccentricity, and I assure 
you, sometl:ing sacred even! A proud man who has suffered 
1mmiliation early in life and reached the stage of 'mockery' as 
you so subtly called it-Prince Harry, in fact, to use the capital 
nickname Stepan Trofiinovitch gave him then, whic;h would 
have been perfectly correct if it were not that he ism ike 
Hamlet, to my thinking at least." -

Et vm,s avez raison," Stepan Trofimovitch pronouqced, 
impressively and with feeling. 

"Thank you, Stepan Trofimovitch. I thank you particularly 
too for your unvarying faith in Nicolas, in the loftiness of his 
soul and of his destiny. That faith you have even strengthened 
in me when I was losing heart." 

"Chere, chere." Stepan Trofimovitch was stepping forward, 
when he checked himself, reflecting that it was dangerous to 

interrupt. 
"And if Nicolas had always had at his side" (Varvara Pe

trovna almost shouted) "a gentle Horatio, great in his hu
mility-another excellent expression of yours, Stepan Trofi
movitch-he might long ago have been saved from the sad and 
'sudden demon of ironr,' which has tormented him all his life. 
( 'The Jemon of irony' was a wonderful expression of yours 
'!gain, Stepan Trofimovitch. But icolas has never had an 
Horatio or an Ophelia. He had no one but his mother, and 
what can a mother do alone, and in such circumstances? Do 
you know, Pyotr Stepanovitch, it's perfectly comprehensible 
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reluctantly. "To my thinking we'd better make an end of all 
this; too much has been said." 

And again she looked timidly towards Liza, but the latter 
was looking at Pyotr Stepanovitch. 

"And I intend now to adopt this poor unhappy creature, this 
insane woman who has lost everything and kept only her 
heart," Varvara Petrovna exclaimed suddenly. "It's a sacred 
duty I intend to carry out. I take her under my protection 
from this day." 

"And that will be a very good thing in one way," Pyotr 
Stepanovitch cried, growing quite eager again. "Excuse me, I 
did not finish just now. It's just the care of her I want to speak 
of. Would you believe it, chat as soon as ikolay Vsyevolodo
vitch had gone (I'm beginning from where I left off, Varvara 
Petrovna), this gentleman here, this Mr. Lebyadkin, instantly 
imagined he had the right to dispose of the whole pension that 
was provided for his sister. And he did dispose of it. I don't 
know exactly how it had been arranged by ikolay Vsyevolo
dovitch at that time. But a year later, when he learned from 
abroad what had happened, he was obliged to make other 
arrangements. Again, I don't know the details; he'll tell you 
them himself. I only know that the interesting y:oung person 
was placed somewhere in a remote nunnery," in very comfort- .
able surrmmdings, but under friendly superintendence-you 
understand? Bue what do you chink Mr. Lebyadkin made up 
hi~ mind to do? He exerted himself to the utmost, to begin 
with, to find where his source of income, that is his sister, was 
hidden. Only lately he attained his object, took her from the 
nunnery, asserting some claim to her, and brought her straight 
here. Here he doesn't feed her properly, beats her, and bulliel 
her. As soon as by some means he gets a considerable sum from 
Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch, he does nothing but get drunk, and 
instead of gratitude ends by impudently defying ikolay 
Vsyevolodovitch, making senseless demands, threatening him 
with proceedings if the pension is not paid straight into his 
hands. So he takes what is a voluntary gift from ikolay 
Vsyevolodovicch as a tax-can you imagine it? Mr. lebyadkin, 
·is that all true that I have said just now?" 

The captain, wl,o had till that moment stood in silence look
ing down, took two rapid steps forward and turned crimson. 
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And suddenly Shatov swung his long, heavy arm, and with 

all his might struck him a blow in the face. ikolay Vsyevo
lodovitch staggered violently. 

Shatov struck the blow in a peculiar way, not at all after 
the conventional fashion (if one may u e such an expres
sion). It was not a slap with the palm of his hand, but a blow 
with the whole fist, and it was a big, heavy, bony fist cov
ered with red hairs and freckles. If the blow had struck the 
nose, it would have broken it. But it hit him on the cheek, 
and struck the left corner of the lip and the upper teeth, from 
which blood streamed at once. 

I believe there was a sudden scream, perhaps Varvara Pe
trovna screamed-that I don't remember, because there wa! 
a dead hush again; the whole scene did not last more than 
ten seconds, however. 

Yet a very great deal happened in tho e seconds. 
I must remind the reader again that ikolay Vsyevolodo-

vitch's was one of those natures that know nothing of fear. 
At a duerhe could face the pistol of his opponent with indif, 
ference, and could take aim and kill with brutal coolness. If 
anyone had slapped him in the face, I should have expected 
him not to challenge his assailant to a duel, but to murder 
him on the spot. He was ju.:t one of tho e characters, and 
would have killed the man, knowing very well what he was 
doing, and without losing his self-control. I fmcy, indeed, 
that he never was liable to those fits of blind rage which de
prive a man of all power of reflection. Even when overcome 
with intense anger, as he sometimes was, he was always able 
to retain complete self-control, and therefore to realise that 
he would certainly be sent to penal servitude for murdering a 
man not in a duel; nevertheless, he'd have killed any one who 
insulted him, and without the faintest hesitation. 

I have been studying ikolay Vsyevolodovitch of late, and 
through special circumstances I know a great many facts 
about him now, at the time I write. I should compare him, 
perhaps, with some gentlemen of the past of whom legendary 
traditions are still perceived among us. We are told, for in
stance, about the Decabrist L-n, that he was always seeking 
for danger, that he revelled in the sensation, and that it had 
become a craving of his nature; that in his youth he had 
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rushed into duels for nothing; that in Siberia he used to go tc 
kill bears with nothing but a knife; that in the Siberian for
ests he liked to meet with runaway convicts, who are, I 
may observe in passing, more formidable than bears. There is 
no doubt that these legendary gentlemen were capable of a 
feeling of fear, and even to an extreme degree, perhaps, or 
they would have been a great deal quieter, and a sense of dan
ger would never have become a physical craving with them. 
But th con uest of fear was wha fa5cinated them. The con
t~al ecstasy of vanquishing and the consciousnest t at JlQ.... 

ou@ vanquish them was what attracted them. The same 
-n strugg e with hunger for some time before he was sent 

into exile, and toiled to earn his daily bread simply because he 
did not care to comply with the requests of his rich father 
which he considered unjust. So his conception of struggle w:u 
many-sided, and he did not prize stoicism and strength of 
character only in duels and bear-fights. 

But many years have passed since those times, and the ner-

-

ous, exhausted, complex character of the men of to-day is 
incompatible with the craving for those direct and unmixed 
ensations which were so sought after by some restlessly active 
gentlemen of the good old days. Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch 
would, perhaps, have looked down on L-n, and have called 
him a boastful cock-a-1¥>op coward; it' true he wouldn't have 
expressed himself aloud. Stavrogin would have shot his op
ponent in a duel, and would have faced a bear if necessary, 
and would have defended himself from a brigand in the forest 
as successfully and as fearlessly as L-n, b • t woul • 
out the sli htest enjo ment languidly, listlessly, even 
wit ennui and entirely from unpleasant necessity. In anger, of 
course, there has been a progress compared with L-n, even 
compared with Lermoncov. There was perhaps more malignant 
an er in ikolay Vsyevolodovitch than in b<rth put together. 
but it was a calm, cold if one may so say, reasonable anger, 
and therefore the most revo tmg an most terrible possib e. I 
repeat again, I considered him then, and I still consider him 
(now that everything is over), a man who, if he received a 
1lap in the face, or any equivalent insult, would be certain to 
lull his assailant at once, on the spot, without challenging him. 
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f 
Yet, in the pr~sent case, what happened was something dif

erent and amazmg. 
He had scarcely regained his balance after b • 1m 

knocked over in this humiliating way, and the h;::/t1: aso:~ 
were, ~odden, thud of the blow in the face had scarce!; died 
twa[ hn the room when he seized Shatov by the shoulders with 
ot ands, but at once, almost at the same instant ullec 

both hands away and clasped them behind his back 'J-i d'd 
no_t speak, but looked at Shatov, and turned as whi.te :s hi 
shirt. But, strange to say, the light in his eyes seemed to d. s 
out. ~en seconds lacer hi~ eyes looked cold and I' I' ie 
not lym 1m O 1 h ' m ~ure m k '1-ca · n ! e ~as terribly pale. Of course I don't 

now w at was passmg within the man I saw onl hi 
terior. I~ seems to me that if a man should snatch u \ b:/:f 
re~-lio; iron and h_old it tight in his hand to test his ~ortitude 
::d ba ter st ru~glin_g for ten seconds with insufferable paU: 

d
som_ethi:h~erli~::faitt, s~~l:y m~~y:v

0
of:Io~i~~hc~!o e:~i~bg 

unng t ose ten seconds. 

he
Shatov wbals the first to drop his eyes, and evidently becaus, 
was una e to g f • him h walked out of th o on ac10g . ; t en he t1:2-rned slowly and 

. h . e r~m, but with a very different ste . He 
;1t tew qwetl)'., with peculiar awkwardness, with his ;houl
ers 1:2-nched, his_ head hanging as though he were inward! 

pondering something. I believe he was whispenn· h. y H d hi g somet mg 
e. ma e s _way to the door carefully, without stumbli • 

agamst anyt~g or knocking anything over; he o ned th! 
!ooh a very little _way, and squeezed through almost~deways 
/hie hendt out his _shock of hair standing on end at the back 

0 s ea was particularly noticeable 
The~ first of all one fearful screa~ was heard I sa L. 

~~: fik?la~v;1 seize her mother by the shoulder.and .;;av::; 
t I do aevit~ Y the arm and make two or three violent effort:; 
o . raw t em out of the room. But she suddenl uttered a 

~nek, and fell full length on the floor, fainting. I !an hear th'! 
ud of her head on the carpet to this day. 
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1t immediately became known co every one chat Yulia Mi• 
hailovna had made a special call on V arvara Petrovna, and had 
beer:. informed at the entrance: "Her honour was coo unwell 
to see visitors." le was known, too, chat Yulia Mihailovna sent 
a message two days later co inquire after Varvara Pecrovna's 
health. Ac last she began "defending" Varvara Pecrovna every
where, of course only in the lofcie c sense, chat is, in the vaguest 
possible way. She listened coldly and sternly co che hurried re
marks made at first about the scene on unday, so chat during 
the later days they were not renewed in her presence. So chat 
the belief gained ground everywhere chat Yulia Miliailovna 
knew not only the whole of the mysterious story but all its 
secret significance co the smallest detail, and not as an outsider, 
but as one taking pare in it. I may observe, by the way, that 
she was already gradually beginning to gain chat exalced in
fluence among us for which she was so eager and which she w:11 

certainly struggling to win, and was already beginning to • 
herself "surrounded by a circle." A section of society recog
nised her practical sense and tact ... but of chat later. Ha 
patronage parcly explained Pyotr tepahovicch's rapid succar 
in our society-a success with which cepan Trofimovitch n 
particulariy impressed at the time. 

We possibly exaggerated it. To begin with, Pyotr Stcpano
vicch seemed to make acquaintance almost instancly with tht 
whole town within the first four days of his arrival. He only 
arrived on Sunday; and on Tuesday I saw him in a carriage 
with Artemy Pavlovitch Gaganov, a man who was proud, irri
table, and supercilious, in spite of his good breeding, and who 
was not easy to get on with. At the governor's, too, Pyotr Ste
panovitch met with a warm welcome, so much so that hen 
at once on an intimate footing, like a young friend, treated,., 
to say, affectionately. He dined with Yulia Miliailovna a!mOII 
every day. He had made her acquaintance in Switzerland, but 
there was certainly something curious about the rapidity of hi 
success in the governor's house. In any case he was reputed, 
whether truly or not, to have been at one time a revolutionil 
abroad, he had had something to do with some publicatKU 
and some congresses abroad, "which one can prove from dit 
newspapers," to quote che malicious remark of lyosha Telyit
nikov, who had al o been once a young friend affectionately 

. IGHT 
treated m the house of th 1 215 
clerk on the retired list Be atehgovfernor, but was now, alas a 
.t • ut t e ace • ' 1onner revolutionist far f . _was urutustakable: the 
to his beloved Fathe;land rom ~m~ hindered from returning 
aged to do o, so perhaps ~h:;:.:,a a hit to_ h~ve been encour
pered to me once that the snot ng m it. J jpucin whis-

• h h re were rumou h Py v1tc ad once professed h. If . rs t at otr Stepano-
had been pardoned on me t~s~ perutenc, and on his return 
haps, had succeeded in ex;a1:runt certain names and so, per• 
be of use to the government ~g h s ~tfence, by promisiug t<, 

malignant phrases to Ste an Tm t e ~cure. I repeated these 
latter was in such a scac p h hrofimov1cch, and altho1·gh the 
• h e t at e wash di bl t1on, e pondered profound] I ar y capa e of r-eflec-

Stepanovicch had come t y •. thturned out lacer that Pyotr 
o us w1c a very inf! • I I recommendation, chat he had uenc1a etter of 

governor's wife from . ' at any race, brought one to the 
whose husband was oaneveoryf timh portanc ~Id lady in Petersburg 

• • e most d • • h d ' taries m the capital. This old lad wh ist10gu1~ e old digni-
godmocher, mentioned in he I y, ho was Yulia Mihailovna's 
S . r eccer t at Co K kn tepanov1tch very well thr h .k unc • ew Pyotr 
made_much of him, and thou o~~ him • .. olay Vsyevolodovitch, 
man m spite of his form g ,, a very excellent young 

er errors y uli Mih" .1 greatest value on her r I . • .th a a1 ovna sec the 
hi h e aCJons w1 the "hi h w c were few and m • . d g er spheres " 

doub amcame with diffi I • 
t, pleased to gee the old 1 d ' 1 cu ty, and was, no 

IOlllething peculiar abo t . ha y s eccer, but still there was 
a familiar footing wich ~t. eS even fo~ced her husband upon 
Mr. von Lembke complain:Jtrf . tepanov1cch, so much so that 
I_may mention, coo, chat the ~r;:c •• h but of chat, too, later. 
disposed to Pyotr tepanovicch d auc or w~s ~!so favourably 
and see him. Such alacrity on ;han at once invited him to go 
with ~onceic stung Stepan Tro~~:;c ~f a man ~o puffed up 
anything; but I put a ditf . cc ~ore pamfuliy than 

Nihi.li erenc mterprecacio • In . . a st to see him M Ka . n °0 it. mv1cing 
. , r. rmazwov no d b h d . . 

111S re at1ons w1c e p . ' ou t, a 10 view · bo rogress1ves of ch 
m th capitals. The ~eat h e younger generation 

revolucionar -ouch o ;uc -~r.;~bled nervous! before 
ran h h uss1a anu imai>JOJ ce, t at t e future Jay jn t • d Q ng, m s 1gno-
a'~iucable way chief! beca eir an s,_ awne u_pon em in 
whatever. y use th ey paid no attention to -
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afraid of, as I came here, was that you wouldn't go straight for 

the point." 
"I don't want to go straight for anything," said ikolay 

Vsyevolodovicch with some irritation. But he laughed at once. 
"I didn't mean chat, I didn't mean chat, don't make a mis

take," cried Pyotr Stepanovicch, waving his hands, raccling 
his words out like peas, and at once relieved at his companion's 
irritability. "I'm not going to worry you with 01ir business, 
especially in your present position. I've only come about Sun
day's affair, and only co arrange che most necessary steps, be
cause, you see, it's impossible. I've come with the frankest 
explanations which I stand in mor-: need of than you-so much 
for your vanity, but at che same ,irne it's true. I've come co be 
open with you from chis time forward." 

"Then you have not been open with me before?" 
"You know that yourself. I've been cunning with you many 

times . . . you smile; I'm very glad of chat smile a a prelude 
to our explanation. I provoked chat smile on purpo e by using 
the word 'cunning,' o that you m;_ghc get cro s directly at my 
daring to chink I could be cunning, so that I might have a 
chanr.c of explaining myself at once. You see, you see how 
open I have become now! Well, do you care co listen?" 

In the expression of ikolay V syevolodovicch's face, which 
was contemptuously composed, and even ironical, in spite of 
his visitor's obvious desire co irritate him by the iusolence of 
his premeditated and intentionally coar e na'ivecJs, there was, 
at last, a look o rather uneasy curi sicy. 

"Listen," said otr Stepanovich wriggling more than ever, 
.. when I set off to come ere, mean here in the large sense. 
ro chis town, ten days ago, I made up my mind, of course, to 
assume a character. It would have been be c co have done with
out anything, to have kept one's own character, wouldn't it! 
There is no better dod e than one's own character because no 

ie es in it. I meant, I must own, co as ume che part of a 
ool, because it is easier co be a fool than co act one's own 

,;:haracter; but as a fool is after all something extreme, and any
thing extreme excites curiosity, I ended by sticking co my own 
,character. And what is my own character? The golden mean: 

/ neither wise nor foolish, rather stu id and dropped from the 
moon, a sensible people say here, isn't chat it?" 

"Perhaps i c is " said 
smile. ' 
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ikolay V syevolodovitch, with a faint 

"Ah ' you agree--l'm very lad. I kn was your own opinio gy ' ew beforehand that it 
annoyed and I d1'dn't nd. • ·.be· ou needn't trouble, I am not 

- ' escn myself • h tenng contradiction from • ID t at way to get a flat-
clever. . Ahl yo , Y~li~-no, you're not stupid, you're 

· · • u re SIDI ng a • 1 , 
once more. You would not h ~~- • • • I ve blundered 
I'll let it pass anyway P ave said you're clever,' granted· 

th 
. • assons as papa d • ' 

eSIS, don't be vexed with m ; bo . says, an ' ID paren-
say a lot, that is use a grea/ er s1ty. By the way, I always 
and I never speak well. And whak ~ords and talk very fast, 
why do I never speak well? Be y I d use so many words, and 
People who can speak weit s::ar\ • ~n't tohaw how to speak. 
am I not? But as this · ' f ne Y· t t I am stupid 

sho 
· 1 o stu id't • l ' 

uldn't I make skilful use of . t ~d I i~~tura to me, why 
trur that as I came here I did1 .hi k .fi make use of it. It's 
But you know silence . ' t n ' at rst, of being silent 

is a great tale d h • 
gruous for me and seco di ·t nt, an t erefore incon-
So I made up ~y mind ~ll; :h en~e would be risky, anyway. 
to talk stupidly-that is to tal:t I~ woid be best to talk, but 
tremendous hurry to e; lain tr:: ta a~d talk-to be in a 
muddled in my own ex 1 . gs, and m the end to get 
walk away without hear anathons, ;o t?at my listener would 
still, with a cur e. You s~~e:i e en.' with _a shrug, or, better 
of your simplicity in bo . hstra1ght ?ff m persuading them 
'bl ' rmg t em and ill be' • 

11_ e-three advantages all at once! D mg IDCOmprehen-

:n~l ;us ct ou of mysterious designs : ~;t th~~~nybody 
t em wo ta ·e it as a l • y, every 

to say I had secret designs And{5ona ~ffront if anyone were 
and that's priceless Why .th , somdetrmes amuse them too 

thi 
· , ey re rea y t f • ' 

ng now, just because the cl o org1ve me every-
manifestoes out there cur ever befellow who used to publish 

h 
, ns out to st 'd h h 

-t at s so, isn't it? From .1 upi er t an t emselves 
Nikolay Vsyevolodov1·tcyhour sm1 e Is~ you approve." 

0 h 
was not smilin ll h 

n t e contrary he was list . g at a , owever. 
patience. ' erung wit a rown and some im-

"Eh? What~ I beli 'd, P . eve you sa1 no matter , " 
yo~r Stepanovitch rattled on. ( ik • • • 

had sa,d nothin :it all ) "Of f olay Vsyevolodov1tc . course, o course, J assure you I'm 
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not here to compromise you by my company, by cl~g you 
as my comrade. But do you know you're horribly captious to
day- I ran in to you with a light and open heart, and you seem 
to be laying up every word I s~y against_ me. I assure )'.ou I'm 
not going to begin about anything shocking to-da)'., ! g1V,: you 
mv word, and I agree beforehand to _all your _cond1t10ns. 

• ikolay Vsyevolodovitch was obst_inately silent. , 
"Eh? What? Did you say something? I see, I see tha~ ! ve 

made a blunder again, it seems; you've not s~ggested cond1t10ns 
wd you're not going to; I believe you, I believe you; w~l,l, you 
can set your mind at rest; I know, of course, that 1t s not 
worth while for me to suggest them, is it? I'll answer for_ y_ou 
beforehand and-just from stupidity, of course; stupidity 
again . .. : You're laughing? Eh? W~at?" " 

"Nothing," ikolay Vsyevolodov1tch laughed. at last. I 
just remembered that I reall did call you stupid'. but you 
weren't there then, so they must have repeat~a !;· • • • I 
would ask you to make haste and come to :he pomr. ,, 

"Why but I am at the point! I am talkmg about Sunday, 
babbled Pyotr Stepanovitch. "Why, ;wh_at was I _01!-Sunda!1 
What would you call it? Just fussy, mediocre stup1d1ty, _and m 
the stupidest way I took possession of the conversation by 
force. But they forgave me everything, first because I dropped 
from the moon, that seems to be settled here, now? by every 
one; and, secondly, because I told t~em a pr_ettf littl\~.tory, 
and got you all out of a scrape, didn t they, didn t th:Y· 

"That is you told your story so as to leave them m doubt 
and sugges~ some compact and collusion between us,_ w~,en 
there was no collusion and I'd not asked you to do a~ythrng. 

"Just so, just so!" Pyotr Stepanovitch ~aught him up, ap
parently delighted. "That's just what I did do, _for I wanted 
you to see that I implied it; I exerted myself ch_1efly for your 
sake, for I caught you and~anted t,o compro~us1e..._you, above 
all I wantec1-to find out how ar you re a ra1 . ,,, 

"It would be interesting to now w y you are so open now. 
"Don't be angry, don't be angry, don't glare \t me. •. • · 

You're not though. You wonder why I am so open• ':'7hy, Just 
because it'; all changed now; of course, it's over, buned under 
the sand. I've suddenly changed my ideas about you. The old 
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way is closed; now I shall never compromise you in the old 
way, it will be in a new way now." 

"You've changed your tactics?" 
_"There a~e ?o tactics. ow it's for you to decide in every

thmg, that 1s, 1£ you want to, say yes, and if you want to, say 
no. There you have my new tactics. And I won't say a word 
abou our cause_ till you bid me yourself. You laugh? Laugh 
~way. I'm aughing myself. But I'm in earnest now, in earnest, 
m earnest, tho~gh a man who is in such a hurry is stupid, isn't 
he? Never mmd, I may be stupid, but I'm in earnest in 
earnest." ' 

He really was speaking in earnest in quite a different tone 
a?d with a peculiar excitement, so that ikolay Vsyevolodo~ 
v1tch looked at him with curiosity. 

"You say you've changed your ideas about me?" he asked 
"I changed my ideas about you at the moment when ;ou 

drew your hands back after Shatov's attack and that's 
enough, that's enough, no questions, please, I'll say ~othing 
more now." 

. He jumped up, waving his hands as though waving off ques, 
t1ons. But as there were no questions, and he had no reason to 
go away, he sank into an arm-chair again, somewhat reas, sured. 

"By the way, in parenthesis," he rattled on at once "some 
people. here are babbling that you'll kill him, and tak~g betlt 
a_bout 1t, so that ~emb~e positively thought of setting the po
lice on, but X:-ulia Miha1lovna forbade it .... But enough 
about that, quite enough, I only spoke of it to let you know. 
By the way, I moved the Lebyadkins the same day, you know; 
did you get my note with their address?" 

"I received it at the time." 

"I didn't do t~at by way _of 'stupidity.' I did it genuinely, 
to_ serve you. If 1t was stupid, anyway, it was done in good 
faith." 

"Oh, all right, perhaps it was necessary. . . . " said Ni
kolay Vsyevolodovitch dreamily, "only don't write any more 
letters to me, I beg you." 

"Impossible to avoid it. It was only one.'' 
"So Liputin knows?" 

"Impossible to help it: but Liputin, you know yGurself, 
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dare not ... By the way, you ought to meet[ our fellows, 
that is, thl fellows not oiir fellows, or you'll be finding a t 
again. Don't disturb yourself not just now, but sometime, 
Just now it's raining. I'll let them know, they'll meet to ether, 
and we'll go in the evening. They're wa~ with their 
mouths open like young crows in a nest, to see what present 
we've brought them. They're a hot-headed lot. They've 
brought out leaflets, they're on the point of quarrelling. • in
sk ·s a universal humanity man, Li ucin i a Fourierist with 
a marked inclination-for olice work; a man, I assure you, who 
is precious from one point of view, though he requires strict 
supervision in all ochers; and, last of all, chat fellow with the 
long ears, he'll read an account of his own system. And do you 
know, they're offended at my treating chem casually, and 
throwing cold water over them, but we certainly must meet," 

"You've made me out some sort of chief?" Nikolay Vsyevo-
lodovitc~ped as carelessly as possio e. 

Pyotr Stepanovitch looked quickly at him. 
"By the way," he interposed, in haste co change the subject, 

as though he had not heard. "I've been here cwo or three times, 
you know, to see her excellency, Varvara Petrovna, and I han 
been obliged to say a great deal too." 

"So I imagine." 
"No, don't imagine, I've simply told her chat you won't 

kill him, well, and other sweet things. And only fancy; the 
very next day she knew I'd moved Marya Timofyevna beyond 

the river. Was it you told her?" 
"I never dreamed of it!" 
"l knew it wasn't you. Who else could it be? It's interest· 

ing." 
"Liputin, of course." 
"N-no, not Liputin," muttered Pyotr Scepanovicch, frown-

ing; ''I'll find out who. It's more like Shatov •••• That's 
nonsense though. Lee's leave chat! Though it' fully impor
tant .... By the way, I kept expecting that your mother 
would suddenly burst out with the great question •••• Ach! 
yes, she was horribly glum at first, but suddenly, when I came 
to-day, she was beaming all over, what does that mean?" 

"It's because I promised her to-day that within five days I'll 

be 
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. engaged to Lizaveta Nikolaevn " • 227 
said with surprising openn a, ikolay Vsyevolodov1cch 

"Oh' ess. 
· · · • Yes of co " f I seeming disconcer~ed "Thurse, a cered Pyotr Stepanovitch 

· ere are rum f h ' 
you know. It's true too B t ' _ouhrs o er engagement, 
der the wedding crdw • u, younlre rig t, she'd run from un

n, you ve o y to call to h y , 
an~ry at my saying so?" er. ou re not 

.. No, 1:m not angry." 
I notice it's awfully hard to k 

I begin to be afraid of you I' m; f1 you ~ngry to-day, and 
you'll appear to-morrow i m aw u y curious to know how 
ready. You're not angry .at expect _you've got a lot of things 

N'k I my sayillg so)" 
1 0 ay V syevolodovitch d • 

oompleted Pyotr Stepanovitch!11s ~ ~ n? answer at all, which 
"B h irritation 

y t e way, did you say that in • 
about Lizaveta Nikolaevna)" h k dearnest to your mother, 

Nik l • e as e • 
"Oho lay Vsyevolodovitch looked coldly at him 

, understand it w nl h • "And if . ' . as o y to soot e her of course ,, 
asked firmly. it were ill earnest?" Nikolay V syevolod~vitch 

"Oh, God bless you then h • hinder the cause (you s i ~ t' ey sa~ m such cases. It won't 
word 'our ) and I ee, llonl t say our,' you don't like the 

kn 
... we am t you ow." ' • • • a your service, as 

"You think so?" 
"I think nothing-nothin " Py • declared laughing "be gl, kn otr Scepanov1tch hurriedly 

ho ' , cause ow yo "d h 
a ut beforehand for yourself, and ev: c~ er "!' at you're 
~n thought out. I only mean that I rye • g Wlth you has 
vice, always and everywhe d . am seriously at your ser-re, an ill every s t f • 
stance, every sort 11 d or o circum-

N'k 1 V rea y, o you understand that)" 
"! o ay syevolodovitch yawned. • 
I ve bored you " p S • sudd nl ' yotr tepanov1cch cried • • 
e y, and snatching his rfectl ' Jumpmg up 

he were guing away. He rei~ined y ~ew round hat '.15 though 
ever, though he stood up . an we~t on t.1lking, how-

d . , sometimes pacmg abo t h 
an tappmg himself on the knee with hi h u. ~ e room 
of the conversation. s at at exc1tmg parts 

"I meant to • • he cried gaily. amuse you with stones of the Lembkes, too," 
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"Afterwards, perhaps, not now. But how is Yulia Mihail-

uvna?" 
"What conventional manners all of you have! Her health 

is no more to you than the health of the grey cat, yet you ask 
after it. I approve of that. She's quite well, and he~ 7esp~ct for 
you amounts to a superstition, her immense ant1c1pat1ons of 
you amount to a superstitiou. ~he do~s not say a wor~ about 
what happened on Sunday, and 1s convmced that you will over
come everything yourself by merely making yo~r appea:ance. 
Upon my word! She fancies you can do anythmg. You re an 
enigmatic and romantic figure now, more than ever rou were 
-an extreme y a vantageous position. It is incredible how 
.,agerevery one is to see you. They were pretty hot when_ I 
went away, but now it is more so than ever. Thanks again 
for your letter. They are all afraid of Count K. Do, you know 
chey look upon you as a spy? I keep that up, you re not an-

~ry?" " 
"It does not matter. 
"It does not matter; it's essential in the long run. They have 

their ways of doing things here. I encourage it, of course; 
Y ulia Mihailovna, in the :first place, Gaganov too. • • • You 
laugh? But you know I have my policy; I babble away and 
suddenly I say something clever just as they are on the loo_k
out for it. They crowd round me and I humbug away again 
They've all given me up in despair by now: 'he's got brains but 
he's dropped from the moon.' Lembke invites me to_enter the 
service so that I may be reformed. You know I treat him shoc~
ingly, that is, I compromise him and he simply stare~. :ulia 
Mihailov:ia encourages it. Oh, by the way, Gaganov 1s 10 an 
awful rage with you. He said the nastiest things about you 
yesterday at Duhovo. I told him the whole truth on the spot, 
that is of course, not the whole truth. I spent the whole day 

' fi h " at Duhovo. It's a splendid estate, a ne ouse. . 
"Then is he at Duhovo now?" ikolay Vsyevolodov1tch 

broke in suddenly, making a sudden start forward arid almost 
leaping up from his seat. 

" 
0 

he drove roe here this morning, we returned together," 
said P;otr Stepanovitch, appearing not to notice Stavrogin's 
momentary excitement. "What's this? I dropped a book.'' He 
!-em: down to pick up the "keepsake" he had knocked down. 

/ 
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"'The Women of Balzac,' with illustrations." He opened it 
suddenly. "I haven't read it. Lembke writes novels too." 

"Yes?" queried ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, as though begin
ning to be interested. 

"In Russian, on the sly, of course, Yulia Mihailovna knows 
an~ allows it. He's henpecked, but with good manners; it's 
their system. Such strict form-such self-restraint! Somethin 
of the sort would be the thing for us." 

"You approve of government methods?" 
"I should rather think so! It's the one thing that's natural 

an_d practicable in Russia .... I won't ... I won't," ho 
cried out suddenly, "I'm not referring to that-not a word on 
delicate subjects. Good-bye, though, you look rather green.'' 

"I'm feverish." 
"I can well b~lieve i:; you should go to bed. By the way, 

there are Skopts1 here m the neighbourhood-they're curio~ 
people ... of that later, though. Ah, here's another anecdote. 
There's an infantry regiment here in the district. I was drink
ing last Friday evening with the officers. We've three friends 
among them, vous comprenez? They were discuss~ atheism.. 
and I need hardly say they made short work of God. They w~re 
squealing with delight. By the way, Shatov de ai:es that if 
there's to be a rising in Russia we must begin with atheism. 
May e ~t's true. One grizz1ed old stagtr of a ca tain sat mum, 
not saying a word. at once he stands up in the middle of 
the room and says aloud, as though speaking to himself: 'If 
there's no God, how can I be a captain then?' He took up u 
ap an went out, ging up s an s. 

"He expressed a rather sensible idea," said ikolay Vsye
volodovitch, yawning for the third time. 

"Yes? I didn't understand it; I meant to ask you about it. 
Well :"hat else have I to tell you? The Shpigulin factory's in
teresting; as you know, there are five hundred workmen in it 
it's a hotbed of cholera, it's not been cleaned for fifteen year~ 
and the factory hands are swindled. The owners are million
aires. I assure you that some among the hands have an idea of 
the Inte~natiot~ale. ~at, you smile? You'll see--only give me 
ever so little t1IDe! Ive asked you to fix the time already and 
now, I ask yo;-1 again and then .... But I beg your pardon, I 
wont, I wont speak of that, don't frown. There!" He turned 
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back suddenly. "I quite forgot the chief thm~; I was told JUSt 
now that our box had come from Peter bu~g- . 

"Y " 1·kolay Vsyevolodov1tch looked at h1n1, ou mean ... 
not understanding. d lin h 

"Your box, your things, coats, trou er , an en ave 
come. Is it true?" . . . ,, 

"Yes ... they said something about 1t ;~s morrung. 
"Ach, then can't I open it at once! ••• 
"Ask Alexey." 
"Well, to-morrow, then, will to-morrow do? You see f!!Y 

• ket dress-coat and three pairs of trousers are with new 1ac , d • d 
your things, from Sharmer's, by your recommen at1on, o you 

remember?" ,, . 
"I hear you're going irt for beirt~ a }e~tleman he~e, s_:ud 
ikolay Vsyevolodovitch with a smtle. Is 1t true you re gomg 

to take lessons at the riding school?" . 
Pyotr Stepanovitch smiled a wry ~mile. "I sar," he said sud

denly, with excessive haste irt a voice that quivered and _f~-
t ed "I say ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, let's drop personalities 
er, ' d • • hasyou once for all. Of course, you can esp1 e _me as m~c 

like if it amuses you-but we'd better dispense with person• 
alities for a time, hadn't we?" . 

"All right," ikolay V syevolodov1tch. assr.nte<l. . . 
Pyotr Stepanovitch grirtned, tapped his knt::e wit~ his hat, 

,hifted from one leg to the other, and recovered his former 

.ixpression. • 1 • h 
"Some people here positively look upon me as your nva wit 

Lizaveta ikolaevna, so I must think of my apprarance, 
mustn't I," he laughed. "Who was it told you that t~ough? 
H'm. It's just eight o'clock; well I must be off. I prorrused to 
look in on Varvara Petrovna, but I shall make my es~ape._~ 
you go to bed and you'll be stronger to-m~rrow. Its rallllDg 
and dark, but I've a cab, it's not over safe m the streets h~rc 

· h Ach by the way there's a run-away convict at rug t. . • • , ' d h • h 
f S.be • f .. Alr~wanderirtg about the town an t e ne1g • 
rom I na~ f • d 

bourhood. Only fancy, he used to be a serf o rrune, an my 
papa sent him for a soldier fifteen years ag?, and took the 
money for him. He's a very remarkable person. . 

"Yuu have been talkmg to him?" ikolay Vsyevolooov1tcb 

scanned him. 
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"I have. He lets me know where he is. He's read for any-• 

thing, anything, for monq of course, but e as convictions, 
, o sort, o course. Oh yes, by the way, agairt, if you 

meant anythirtg of that plan, you remember, about Liz. ,eu 
Nikolaevna, I tell you once agairt, I too am a fellow ready for 
,mything of any kirtd you like, and absolutely at your service . 
. . . Hullo! are you reaching for your stick. Oh no . . . only 
fancy ... I thought you were looking for your stick." 

Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch was lookirtg for nothing and said 
nothing. 

But he had ri en to his feet very suddenly with a strange 
look in his face. 

"If you want any help about M.r. Gaganov either," Pyotr 
Stepanovitch blurted out suddenly, this time lookirtg straight 
at the paper-weight, "of course I can arrange it all, and I'm 
certain you won't be able to manage without me." 

He went out suddenly without waitirtg for an answer, but 
thrust his head in at the door once more. "I mention that," he 
gabbled hurriedly, "because Shatov had no right either, you 
know, to risk his life last unday when he attacked you, had 
he? I should be glad if you would make a note of that." He 
disappeared again without waitirtg for an answer. 

IV 

Perhaps he imagirted, as he made his exit, that as soon as he 
was left alone, ikolay Vsyevolodovitch would begin beatirtg 
on the wall with his fists, and no doubt he would have been 
glad to see this, if that had been possible. But, if so, he was 
greatly mistaken. ikolay Vsyevolodovitch was still calm. He 
remained standing for two minutes irt the same po ition by the 
table, apparently plunged irt thought, but soon a cold and list
less smile came on to his lips. He slowly sat down again in the 
same place in the corner of the sofa, and shut his eyes as 
though from wearirtess. The corner of the letter was still 
peeping from under the paper-weight, but he didn't even move 
to cover it. 

He soon sank into complete forgetfulness. 
When Pyotr Stepanovifch went out without coming to se, 
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But Alexey Yegorytch informed him that it had been oiled 
yesterday "as well as to-day." He was by now wet through. 
Unlocking the door he gave the key to ikolay Vsyevolodo
-vitch. 

"If it should be your pleasure to be taking a distant walk, I 
would warn your honour that I am not confident of the folk 
here, especially in the back lanes, and especially beyond the 
river," he could not resist warning him again. He was an old 
servant, who had been like a nurse to ikolay Vsyevolodo
vitch, and at one time used to dandle him in his arms; he was 
a grave and severe man who was fond of listening to religious 
discourse and reading books of devotion. 

"Don't be uneasy, Alexey Yegorytch." 
"May God's blessing rest on you, sir, but only in your right

eous undertakings." 
"What?" said ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, stopping short in 

the lane. 
Alexey Yegorytch resolutely repeated his words. He had 

never before ventured to express himself in such language in 
bis master's presence. 

Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch locked the door, put the key in his 
·pocket; and crossed the lane, sinking five or six inches into the 
mud at every step. He came out at last into a long deserted 
street. He knew the town like the five fingers of his hand, but 
Bogoyavlensky Street was a long way off. It was past ten when 
be stopped at last before the locked gates of the dark old house 
that belonged to ,Fili ov. The ground floor had stood empty 
since the Lebyadkins ha left it, and the windows were boarded 
up, but there was a light burning in Shatov's room on the 
second floor. As there was no bell he began banging on the 
gate with his hand. A window was opened and Shacov peeped 
out into the street. It was terribly dark, and difficult to make 
out anything. Shatov was peering out for some time, about a 
minute. 

"Is that you?" he asked suddenly. 
"Yes," replied the uninvited guest. 
Shatov slammed the window, went downstairs and opened 

:he gate. ikolay Vsy~volodovitch stepped over the high sill, 
and without a word passed by him straight into Kirillov's 
lodge. • 

NIGHT 23S: 

V 

, There everything was unlocked and all the doors stood open. 
~he pas~a~e a?d the first two rooms were dark, but there was a 
light shining m the last, in which Kirillov lived and drank tea 
and l~ughter and strange cries came from it. Nikolay Vsyevo~ 
lodov1tch went towards the light, but stood still in the door
way without going in. There was tea on the table. In the mid
dle of the room stood the old woman who was a relation of the 
landlord. She _wa~ bareheaded and was dressed in a petticoat 
~nd a _hare-skin Jacket, and her stockingless feet were thrust 
m~o slippe~s. In her arms she had an eighteen-months-old baby, 
with nothing on but its little shirt; with bare legs, flushed 
cheeks, and ruffled white hair. It had only just been taken out 
o~ the cra_dle_. It seemed to have just been crying; there were 
~t1ll_tears ill 1t5 eyes._ Bu: at that instant it was stretching out 
1~s little_ arms, clap~~g its hands, and laughing with a sob ;u 

lmle children do. Kirillov was bouncing a big red india-rubber 
ball on the floor before it. The ball bounced up to the ceiling 
and back to the floor, the baby shrieked "Baw! baw!" Kirillo; 
c~ugh_t the "baw" and gave it to it. The baby threw it itself 
wit? its awkward little hands, and Kirillc.v ran to pick it up 
agam. A~ last the "baw" rolled under the cupboard. "Baw! 
baw!" cned the child. Kirillov lay down on the floor trying to 
reach the ball with 1s and under the cupboard'. ikolay 
~syevolodovitch_went into the room. The baby caught sight of 
him, ne~tled ~gains~ the old woman, and went off into a pro
longed illfantile wail. The woman immediately carried it out 
of the room. 

''Sta~rogin?" sai~ ~illov, beginning to get up from the 
Boor with the ball ill his hand, and showing no surprise at the 
unexpected visit. "Will you have tea?" 

He rose to his feet. 
"I should be very glad of it, if it's hot," said ikoli,;y Vsye

volodovitch; "I'm wet through." 
" :'It's hot, nearly boiling in fact," Kirillov declared delighted, 
S1t down. You're muddy, but that's nothing; I'll mop up th11 

Boor later." 
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ikolay Vsyevolodovitch sat down and emptied the cup he 
handed him almost at a gulp. 

"Some more?" asked Kirillov. 
" o, thank you." 
Kirillov, who had not sat down till then, seated himself fac

ing him, and inquired: 
"Why have you come?" 
"On business. Here, read this letter from Gaganov; do you 

remember, I talked to you about him in Peters urg.' 
Kirillov took the letter, read it, laid it on the table and 

looked at him expectantly. 
"As you know, I met this Gaganov for the first time in my 

life a month ago, in Petersburg," ikolay Vsyevolodovitch 
began to explain. "We came across each other two or three 
times in company with other people. Without making my 
.acquaintance and without addressing me, he managed to be 
very insolent to me. I told you so at the time; but now for 
.something you don't know. As he was leaving Petersburg be
fore I did, he sent me a letter, not like this one, yet impertinent 
in the highest degree, and what was queer about it was that it 
contained no sort of explanation of why it was written. I 
answered him at once, also by letter, and said, quite frankly, 
that he was probably angry with me on account of the incident 
with his father four years ago in the club here, and that I for 
my part was prepared to make him every possible apology, see
ing that my action was unintentional and was the result of 
illness. I begged him to consider and accept my apologies. He 
went away without answering, and now here I find him in a 
regular fury. Several things he has said about me in public have 
been repeated to me, absolutely abusive, and making astound
ing charges against me. Finally, to-day, I get this letter, a letter 
such as no one has ever had before, I should think, containing 
.such expressions as 'the punch you got in your ugly face.' I 
,came in the hope that you would not refuse to be my second." 

"You said no one has ever had such a letter," observed 
Kirillov, "they may be sent in a rage. Such letters have been 
-written more than once. Pushkin wrote to Hekern. All right, 
I'll come. Tell me how." 

Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch explained that he wanted it to be 
to-morrow, and that he must begin by renewing his offers of 
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"You've got weapons enough, and very good ones." 
"Very, extremely." 
Kirillov who was poor, almost destitute, thou~h he_ never 

notice ·s poverty, was evidently p7oud of s~owrng_ his pre
cious wea ns, which he had certainly obtained with great 

sacrifice. 
"You still have the same intentions?" Stavrogin asked after 

a moments s1 ence, an with a"certain wariness. . 
"Yes," answered Kirillov shortly, guessing at once f7om his 

voice what he was asking about, and he began taking the 
weapons from the table. . . . . 

"When?" Nikolay Vsyevolodov1tch mqwred still more cau-

tiously, after a pause. . . 
In the meantime Kirillov had put both the boxes back ill his 

trunk, and sat down in his place again. 
"That doesn't depend on me, as you know-_when they tell 

me," he muttered, as though disliking the question; but at _the 
same time with evident readiness to answer any other question. 
He kept his black, lusterless eyes fixed continua!ly ~n Stav
rogin with a calm but warm and kindly e~pre_ss1on in them. 

"I understand shooting oneself of course, 1kolay Vsyevo-
lo ovitc egan su en y, frowni~,g a litt!e, after a dreamy 
silence that lasted three minutes. I sometime~ hav~ thoug~t 
of it myself, and then there always came a new idea: 1f on_:_d~d 
something wicked, or worse still, something shameffil, tliat 1s, 

1sgrace , on y very shamefu an . . . ridiculous, _such as 
people would remember for a thousand years an ol 1n s~orn 
for a thousand years, and suddenly the thou~ht comes; one 
blow in the temple and there would be nothing more. One 
wou n care t en for menand-that they would hold one in 
scnrn for a thousand ?ears, would one?" 

"You call th ew .idea?" said Kirillov, after a moment's 

thoug t. . 1 · 
"I ... didn't c~ll it so, but when I thougnt 1t I fe t 1t as 

a new idea." . . u , • 

" ou ' elt the ideaJ" observed Kinllov. Thats gooo, 
::::::;.. There are lots of ideas that are always there and yet suddenlr 

become new. That's true. I see a great deal now as though it 
were for the first time." 

"Suppose you had lived in the moon," Stavrogin interrupted, 
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not listening, but pursuing his own thought, "and suppose 
there you had done all these nasty and ridiculous things. 
You know from here for certain that they will laugh at·y~~ 
and hold you in scorn for a thousand years as long as the moon 
lasts. But now you are here, and looking at the moon from 
here. You don't care here for anything you've done there, and 
that the people there will hold you in scorn for a thousand 
years, do you?" 

"I don't know," answered Kirillov. "I've not been in the 
moon," he added, without any irony, simply to state the fact. 

"Whose baby was that just now?" 
"The old woman's mother-in-law was here-no, daughter

in-law, it's all the same. Three days. She's lying ill with th11 
baby, it cries a lot at night, it's the stomach. The mother 
sleeps, but the old woman picks it up; I play ball with it. The 
ball's from Hamburg. I bought it in Hamburg to throw it and 
catch it, it strengthens the spine. It's a girl." 

"Are you fond of children?" _ 
am, answered Kirillov, though rather indifferently. -

Tneiiyo~?'' 
"~nd of life! What of it?" 
"Though you've made up your mind to shoot yourself." 
"What of it? Why connect it? Life's one thin and t-hat's 

another. Life exists, but death d~t at all." 
" ou've begun tu be1ieve in a future eternal life?" 
"No, not in a future eterna e, ut in eternal life here. 

There are moments you reach moments, a time su aenly 
stan s s ill, and it will become eternal." 

"You hope to reac sue a moment?" 
uYes." 
"That'll scarcely be possible in our time," Nikolay Vsyevo

lodovitch responded slowly and, as it were, dreamily; the two
spoke without the slightest irony. "In the Apocalypse the angel 
swears that there w.Jl be no more time." 

"I know. That's very true; distinct and exact. When all 
mankind attains happiness then there will be no more time, for 
there'll be no need of it, a very true thought." 

"Where will they put it?" 
"Nowhere. Time's not an object but an idea. It will be ex~ 

tinguished in t e mm . 

..---
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"The old commoEJ!l c philosophy, the same from the 
begmnmg o time," Stavrogin muttered with a kind of dis
dainful compassion. 

!ways the same, always the same, from the beginning of 
time and never any other," Kirillov said with sparkling eyes, as 
though there were almost a triumph in that idea. 

"You seem to be ve ha Kirillov." 
" es, very appy," e answered, as though making the most 

or rnary reply. 
"fot yon were distressed so lately, angry with Liputin." 
"H'm ... I'm not scolding now. I didn't know then that I 

was happy. Have you seen a leaf, a leaf from a tree?' 
0 Yes.n 
"I saw a yellow one lately, a little green. It was decayed at 

-che edges. It was blown by the wind. When I was ten years old 
l used to shut my eyes in the winter on purpose and fancy a 
green leaf, bright, with veins on it, and the sun shining. I u_sed 
to open my eyes and not believe them, because it was very ruce, 
and I used to shut them again." 

"What's that? An allegory?" 
" -no ... why? I'm not speaking o{ an allegory, but of 

a leaf, only a leaf. The leaf is good. Everything's good." 
"Everything?" 
"Everything. Man is unha p_y because he d sn't know he's 

ba y. It's only t at. That's all, that's all! If anyone finds out 
he'll become happy at once, that minute. That mother-in-law 
will die; but the baby will remain. It's all good. I discovered it 
all of a sudden." 

"And if anyone dies of hunge.r, ancLif anyone insults and 
outrages the little girl, is that g_ood ?" 

"Yes! And if anyone blows his brains out for the baby, 
tnat's good too. And if anyone doesn't, that's good too. It's all 
good, all. It's good for all chose who know that it's all good. If 
they knew chat it was good for them, it would be good for 
them, but as long as they don't know it's good for the'.11, it will 
be bad for chem. That's the whole idea, the whole of 1t." 

"When did you find out you were so happy?" 
"I: st week, on Tuesday, no, Wednesday, for it was Wed

nes ay by that time, in the ni~ht." 
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_"I don't remember; I was walking about the room; never 

mrnd. I stopped my clock. It was thirty-seven minutes past 
two." r-

"As an emblem of the fact that there will be no more 
time?" 

Kirillov was silent. 
"They're bad because they don't know they're good. When 

they find out, they won't outrage a little girl. They'll find out 
that they're good and they'll all become good every one of 
them." ' 

"Here you've found it out, so have you become good then~" 
"I am good." • 

. "That I agree with, though," Stavrogin muttered frown• 
mg. , 

::He who teaches that all are good will end the world." 
Hew o taug f 1t was crucified." 

e w come n his·name wLlrbe the man-god " 
"The od-man?" • 
"The man-god. That's the difference." 
::surel?" it wasn't you lighted the lamp under the ikon?" 
Yes, 1t was I lighted it." 

"Did you do it believing?" 
"T~e old woman likes to have the lamp and she hadn't time 

to do 1t to-day," muttered Kirillov. 
"You don't say prayers yourself?" 
"I pray to e~erything. You see the spider crawling on th& 

wall,_ I look at 1t and thank it for crawling." 
. His_ eyes glowed again. He kept looking straight at Stavro. 

gm with firm and unflinching expression. Stavrogin frowned 
and watch him disdainfully, but there was no mockery in hu 
eyes. 

"I'll ~t that_ when ! come next time you'll be believing in 
G~ too, ,,he ~a1d,_g_ettmg up and taking his hat. 

Why? S31d Kinllov, getting up too. 
'_'If Y?u w_ere to fin~ out that you believe in God, then you'd 

be!1eve m Him; but smce you don't know that you believe in. 
Hun, t~en you don't believe in Him," laughed ikolay Vsye, 
volodov1cch. 
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"That's not right," K.irillov pondered "you've distorted the 

idea. It's a flippant joke. Remember what you have meant in 

my life, Stavrogin." 
"Good-bye, K.irillov." 
"Come at night; when will you?" 
"Why haven't you forgotten about to-morrow?" 
"Ach,'I'd forgotten. Don't be uneasy. I won't oversleep. At 

nine o'clock. I know how to wake up when I want to. I go to 
bed saying 'seven o'clock,' and I wake up at seven o'clock, 'ten 
n'clock,' an I wake up at ten o'clock." 

"You have remarkable powers," said ikolay V yevolodo-
vitch, looking at his pale face. 

"I'll come and open the gate." 
"Don't trouble, Shatov will open it for me." 
"Ah, Shatov. Very well, good-bye." 

VI 

The door of the empty house in which hatov was lcdg~g 
was not closed; but, making his way inoo t e passage, Stavro~ 
found ~self in utter darkness, and began feeling with his 
hand for the stairs to the upper story. Suddenly a door opened 
upstairs, and a light appeared. Shatov did not come out him~lf, 
but simply opened his door. When ikolay Vsyevoloduv1tch 
was standing in the doorway of the room, he saw Shatov 
standing at the table in the corner, waiting expectantly. 

"Will you receive me on business?" he queried from the 

doorway. 
"Come in and sit down," answered Shatov. " hut the door; 

stay, I'll shut it." 
He locked the door, returned to the 'table, and sat down, 

facing ikolay Vsyevolodovitch. He had grown thinner dur-
ing that week, and now he seemed in 3.fever._ . 

"You've been worrying me to death, he said, looking down, 
in a soft half-whisper. "Why didn't you come?" 

"You were so sure I should come then?" 
"Yes, stay, I have been ~~lirious ... perhaps I'm delirious 

now .... Stay a moment. 
He got up and seized something that was lying on the upper• 

most of his three bookshelvei, It was a revolver. 
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. One rught, m delinum, I fancied that you were coming to 

kill _me, and early next morning I spent my last farthing on 
b~yrng a_ revolver from that good-for-nothing fellow Lyam
,hi~; I did n?t me~n to let you do it. Then I came to myself 
again • • . Ive n~1ther powder nor shot; it has been lying 
there on the shelf till now; wait a minute .... " 

He got up and was opening the ca ement. 
"~on't throw it a~aY,,:W~Y should you?" ikolay Vsyevolo

dov1tch checked. him.. Its worth something. Besides to, 
morrow people will begm saying that there are revolvers lying 
about under Shatov's window. Put it back, that' right; sit 
down. Tell me, why do you seem to be penitent for having 
thoug~t I should come to kill ycJ? I have not come now to be 
reconc~ed, ?ut to talk of something necessary. Enlighten me
to beg~ wit~. You didn't give me that blow because of my 
connection with your wife?" 

•~You know I didn't, yourself," said Shatov, looking down 
agam. 

"And not because you believed the stupid gossip about Dar
ya Pavlovna?" 

"No, no, of course not! It's nonsense! My sister told me 
from the very ~rst . : . " Shatov said, harshly and impatient
ly, and even with a slight stamp of his foot. 

"Then I g_uessed right a:°d you too guessed right," ikolay 
Vsyevol<>?ov1tch went on m a tranquil voice. "You are right. 
Marya Trmof evna Leb adkin is m lawful wife, married te 
me our ana a ha years ago in Petersburg. suppose the blow 
was on her account?" --

" tov, utterly a~tounded, listened in silence. 
. I guessed, but did not believe it," he muttered at last, look• 
mg strangely at tavrogin. 

"And you struck me?" 
~hatov flushed and muttered almost .incoherently: 

~cause of your fall ... your lie. I didn't go up to you to 
purush you: .. I didn't know when I went up to you that 
I shoul_d strik~ you ... I did it because you meant so much 
to me m my life . . . I . . . " 

"I understand, I understand, spare your words. I am sorry 
yo~ are feverish. I've come about a most urgent matter." 

I have been expecting you too long." Shatov seemed to be 
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quivering all over, and he got up from his !~at. "Say what Y()U 

have to say ... I'll speak too ••• later. 

He sat down. h ki d " be 
"What I have come about is nothing o~ t at. n , . ?an 
ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, scrutinising him w1_th cunos1ty. 

"Owing to certain circumstances I was forced this very day to 
choose such an hour to come and tell you that they may mur-

der you." 
Shatov looked wildly at him. ,, . . ed 
"I know that I may be in some danger, he sa1~ ~ measur 

tones "but how can you have come to know of 1t. 
"B~cause I belong to them as you do, and am a member of 

their society: just as you are." . ?" 
"You . . . you are a member of the society. . . 
"I see from your eyes that you were prepared for anyt~g 

from me rather than that," said ikolay Vsyevolodov1tch, 
· h f · ·1 "But excuse me vou knew then that there wit a a1nt snu e. , , . 

would be an attempt on your life?" . . 
" othing of the sort. And I don't t~ink so :1ow, 10 spite of 

d though though theres no bemg sure of any-
vour wor s, • • • . . iki 
•h· g with these fools!" he cried suddenly 10 a fury, str ng 
~h: table with his fist. 'Tm not afraid of them! I've ~roken 
with them. That fellow's run here four tim_es to.,cell me 1t was 

"bl b t"-he looked at Stavrogm- what do you poss, e . . . u 
know about it, exactly?" . 

"Don't be uneasy; I am not deceiving you,'_' 1kolay Vsye-
volodovitch went on, rather coldly, with the air of a man who 
is only fulfilling a duty. "You question me as to what I know. 

know that you entered chat society abroad, two years ago, 
.it t e tune of the ofd organisation, just before yo~ went to 
America, and I believe, just after our last conversation, a~ut 
which you wrote so much to me in your ~etter from Arnenca. 
By the way, I must apologise for no,: havmg answered you by 
letter but confined myself to • • • . 

"To sending the money; wait a bit," Shatov int~rrupted, 
hurriedly pulling out a drawer in the table .. and ta~g- fro: 
under some papers a rainbow-coloured note. Here, sake 1t, t 
hundred roubles you sent me; but for you I should_ ha~e per
ished out there. I should have been a long time paymg it ba~ 
",{ it had not been for your mother. She made me a present 
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that note nine months ago, because I was so badly off after m1i 
illness. :But, go on, please. . . . " • 

He was breathless. 
"In Ame ·ca you changed your views, and when you came 

back ~ w ted to resign. ey gave you no answer, but 
charged you to take over a printing press here in Russia from 
some one, and to keep it till you handed it over to some one 
who would come from them for it. I don't know the details 
exactly, but I fancy that's the position in outline. You under
took it in the hope, or on the condition, that it woulri be the 
last task they would require of you, and that then they would 
release you altogether. Whether that is so or not, I learnt it, 
not from them, but quite by chance. But now for what I fancy 
you don't know; these gentry have no intention of parting 
with you." 

"That's absurd!" cried Shatov. "I've told chem hone tly that 
I've cut myself off from them in everything. That is my right, 
the right to freedom of conscience and of thought. . . . I 
won't put up with it! There's no power which could ... " 

"I say, don't ,hout," ikolay Vsyevolodovitch said earnest
ly, checking him. "That Verhovensky is such a fellow that he 
may be listening to us now lll your passage, perhaps, with his 
own ears or some one else's. Even that drunkard, Leb adkin, 
was probably bound to keep an eye on you, and you on him, 
too, I dare say? You'd better tell me, has Verhovensky accepted 
your arguments now, or not?" 

"He has. He has said that it can be done and that I have the 
right .... " 

"Well then, he's deceiving you. I know that even Kirillov, 
who scarcely belongs to them at all, has given them • orma
tion about you. And they have lots o agents, even people who 
don't know that they're serving the society. They've always 
kept a watch on you. One of the things Pyotr Verhovensky 
came here for was tC' settle your business once for all, and he ii 
fully au~horised to do so, that is at the first good opportunity, 
~ get nd of you,. as a man who knows too much and might 
give them away. I repeat that this is certain, and allow me to 
add that they are, for some reason, convinced that you are a 
spy, and that if you haven't informed against them yet you 
will. Is that true?" ' 
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Shatov made a wry face at hearing such a question asked in 

rnch a matter-of-fact tone. 
"If I were a spy, whom cculd I inform?" he said angrily, 

not giving a direct answer. " o, leave me alone, let me go to 
the devil!" he cried suddenly, catching again at his original 
idea, whic-h agitated him violently. Apparently it affected him 
more deeply than the news of his own danger. "You, ou, Stav
ro~u, how could you mix yourself up with sue s arnefu:t;' 

"7tup1 , secono-han a su:dity.? You a member of the so-
c1e at an exploit for Stavro~!" he cried uddenly, in 
despair. 

He clasped his hands, as though nothing could be a bitterer 
and more inconsolable grief to him than such a discoTery. 

"Excuse me," said ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, extremely sur
prised, "but ou seem to look u n me as a sort of sun, and on 
yourself as an insect in comparison. I noticed that even rom 
your etter in America." 

"You . . . you know. . . . Oh, let us drop me altogether," 
Shatov broke off suddenly, "and if you can explain anything 
about yourself explain it .... Answer my question!" he re
peated feverishly. 

"With pleasure. You ask how I could get into such a den? 
After what I have told you, I'm bound to be frnnk with you to 
some extent on the subject. You see,_g~aking, I don't 
belong to the society at all, and I never have belonged to it, and 
I've much more right than you to leave them, because I never 
·oined them. In fact, from the very beginning I told them that 
I was not one of them, and that if I've happened t~ help.Shem 
it has simply been by ac_tide.o.t_ f leisure. I took some 
part in reorganising the society, on the new plan, but that was 
all. But now they've changed their views, and have made up 
their minds that it would be dangerous to let me go, and I be
lieve I'm sentenced to death too." 

"Oh, they do nothing but sentence to death, and all by 
means of sealed documents, signed by three men and a half. 
And you think they've any power!" 

"You're partly right there and partly not," tavrogin an
swered with the same indifference, almost listlessness. "There's 
no doubt that there's a great deal that's fanciful about it, as 
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t~er~ always is in such cases: a handful magnifies its size and 
~1gmficance. To my thinking, if you will have it, the only one 
1\Pyot~ Verhovensk , and it's sim I g~ture on his part 
to cons1de e._..,..~an agent o the society. But the fun-
arnental id~a is no stupider than others of the sort. They are 

co~ec_ted with th~ Internationale. They have succeeded in es
ta?~shing agents m Russia, they have even hit on a rather 
ongmal method, though it's only theoretical of course. As for 
their intentions here, the movements of our' Russian organisa
tion are something so obscure and almost always unexpected 
that really they might try anything among us. ote that Ver
hovensky is an obstinate man." 

"He's a bug, an ignoramus, a buffoon, who understands 
nothing in Russia!" cried Shatov spitefully. 

"You know him very little. It's quite true that none of them 
understand ~uch about Russia, but not much less than you 
and I do. Besides, Verhovensky is an enthusiast." 

"Verhovensky an enthusiast?" 
"Oh, yes. There is a point when he ceases to be a buffoon 

and ~con;ies a madman. I beg you to remember your own ex
pression: Do you know how powerful a single man may be?' 
Please don't laugh about it, he's quite capable of pulling a trig
ger. They are convinced that I am a spy too. As they don't 
know_ how to do things themselves, they're awfully fond of 
accusmg people of being spies." 

"But you're not afraid, are you?" 
'.'N-~o. I'm not very much afraid .... But your case is 

~Utt~ different. I warned you that you might anyway keep it 
tn nund. To my thinking there's no reason to be offended in be
ing threatened with danger by fools; their brains don't affect 
the question. They've raised their hand against better men than 
you or me. It's a quarter past eleven, though." He looked at his 
wa_tch_ and got up from his chair. "I wanted to ask you one 
qwte irrelevant question." 

"For God's sake!" cried Shatov, rising impulsively from his 
seat. 

"I beg your pardon?" ikolay Vsyevolodovitch looked at 
him inquiringly. 

"Ask it, ask your question :or God's sake," Shatov repeated 



-----

248 THE POSSESSED 
in indescribable excitement, "but on condition that I ask you a 
question too. I beseech you to allow me , • • I can't • • • ask 
your question!" 

Stavrogin waited a moment and ~hen began. . 
"I've heard that you have some influence on Mary~ TllDo

fyevna, and that she was fond of seeing you and heanng you 

talk. Is that so?" d 
"Yes . . . she used to listen . . . " said Sha ~v, confuse , 
"Within a day or two I intend to make a rubhc announce-

ment of our marriage here in the town." . 
"ls that possible?" Shatov whispered, :lmost with ho~ror. 
"I don't quite understand you. Theres no sort of ~1fficulty 

about it, witnesses to the marriage are here. Everything ~oo~ 
place in Petersburg, perfectly legally :t°~ s~oothly, and 1£ it 
has not been made known till now, 1t 1s simply because the 
witnesses, Kirillov, Pyotr Verhovensky ,and Leh _ad¥fi (whom 

now have tbe pleasure of claiming as a rother-m-law) prom-
ised to hold their tongues." 

"I don't mean that ... You speak so cal~ly • • • but~?, 
on! Listen! You weren't forced into that ma_rnage, were yo_u. 

« o, no one forced me into it." ikolay Vsyevolodov1tch 
smiled at Shatov's importunate haste. )" 

"And what's that talk she keeps up about her baby. Sha-
tov interposed disconnectedly, with feverish ha~te. 

"She talks about her baby? Bah! I didn't know. It's t?e first 
time I've heard of it. She never had a baby and couldn'.. have ----· .. ,, 
had: Marya Timofyevna 1s a virgin. . 

1
,, 

"Ah! That's just what I thought! L1ste?,· 
"What's the matter with you, Shatov? 
Shatov hid his face in his hands, turned away, but suddenly 

clutched Stavrogin by the shoulders. . ,, h 
"Do you know why, do you know why, anyway, hes out

ed, "why you did all this, and why you are resolved on such a 

punishment now!" . _ 
"Your question is clever and mahgnan c, but I '.11ean to sur 

prise you too; I fancy I do know why I got roamed then, and 
why I am resolved on such a punishment now, as you express 

it.':'Let's leave that ... of that later. Put ir nff. Let's talk of 
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the chief thing, the chief thing. I've been waiting two years 
for you." 

"Yes?" 
"I've waited too long for you. I've been thinking of you in

cessantly. You are the only man who could move ... I wrote 
to you about it from America." 

"I remember your long letter very well.'' 
"Too long to be read? o doubt; six sheets of notepaper. 

Don't speak! Don't speak! Tell me, can you spare me another 
ten minutes? ... But now, this minute ... I have waited 
for you too long." 

"Certainly, half an hour if you like, but not more, if that 
will suit you." 

"And on condition, too," Shacov put in wrathfully, "that 
you take a different tone. Do you hear? I demand when I ought 
to entreat. Do you understand what it means to demand when 
one ought to entreat?" 

"I understand chat in that way you life yourself above all or
dinary considerations for the sake of loftier aims," said ikolay 
Vsyevolodovicch with a faint smile. "I see with regret, too, 
that you're feverish." 

"I beg you co treat me with respect, I insist on it!" shouted 
Shatov, "not my personality-I don't care a hang for that, 
but something else, just for chis once. While I am talking 
... we are two beings, and have come together in infin
ity . . . for the last time in the world. Dro your tone, and 
speak like a human being! Speak, if only or once in your life 
wit t e voice of a man. I say it not for my sake but for yours. 
Do you understand chat you ought to forgive me chat blow in 
the face if only because I gave you the opportunity of realising 
your immense power. . . . Again you smile your disdainful, 
worldly smile! Oh, when will you understand me! Have done 
with bein a snob! Understand chat I insist on cha . insist on 
1t, e se won't speak, I'm not going to for anything!" 

His excitement was approaching frenzy. ikolay Vsyevolo
dovitch frowned and seemed co become more on his guard. 

"Since I have remained another half-hour with you when 
time is so precious," he pronounced earnestly and impressively, 
"you may rest assured chat I mean to listen to you at least with 
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interest . . . and I am convinced that I shall hear from you 
much that is new." 

He sat down on a chair. 
"Sit down!" cried hatov, and he sat down him elf. 
"Please remember," tavrogin interposed once more, "th~t 

I was about to ask a real favour of you concerning Marya T1-
mofyevna, of great importance for her, anyway .... " 

"What?" Shatov frowned suddenly with the air of a man 
who has just been interrupted at the most important moment, 
and who gazes at you unable to grasp the question. . 

"And you did not let me finish," ikolay Vsyevolodornch 
went on with a smile. 

"Oh, nonsense, afterwards!" hacov waved his hand di dain
fully, grasping, at last, what he wanted, and pas ed at once to 
his principal theme. 

VII 

"Do you know," he began, with .fla hing eyes, almo t men
acingly, bending right forward in his chair, raising the fore
finger of his right hand above him ( obviously un~ware cha~ ~ 
was doing so), "do you know who are the only god-bearing 

le on earth destined to regenerate and save the in 

the name o a n~w ~to whom are given the keys of life 
and of the new world . . . Do you know which is that people 
:and what is its name?" 

"From your manner I am forced to conclude, and I think I 
may as well do so at once, chat it is the Russian peoele." 

"And you can laugh, oh, what a race. ' hatov burst out. 
"Calm yourself, I beg of you; on the contrary, I was expect

ing something of the sort from you." 
"You expected something of the sore? And don't you know 

those words yourself?" 
"I know chem very well. I ~ee only too well what you're 

.!riving at. All your phrases, even the expression 'god-bearing 
people' is only a sequel to our talk two years ago, abroad, not 
long before you went to America .... At least, as far as I 
~an recall it now." 

"It's your phrase altogether, not mine. Your own, not simply 
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the sequel of our conversation. 'Our' conversation it was not 
at all. It w~s a teacher uttering weighty words, and a pupil 
who was raised from the dead. I was that pupil and you were 
the teacher." 

. _"But, i_f you remember, it was ·use after m words you 
JOmed their soci1;_ty and only afterwards went away to Amer-

a. 

"Ye , and I wrote to you from America about that. I wrote 
to y~u about everything. Yes, I could not at once tear my 
bleeding heart from what I had grown into from childhood on 
which had been lavished all the raptures of my hopes ani all 
the tear~ of my hatred .... Jt is..di1li.cu.i.Lto ~e ods. I did 
not believe you then, becau e I did not want to believe J 
plu1,ged for the last time into that sewer .... But the ~ 
remained and grew up. erious!y, tell me seriously, didn't you 
read all my letter from menca, perhaps you didn't read i~ 
at all?" 

"I read three pages of it. The two first and the last. And J 
~lanced t~,rough the middle as well. But I was always mean• 
mg ... 

. "Ah, n~;'er mind, drop it! Damn it!" cried Shatov, waving 
his hand. If you've renounced those words about the people 
now, how could you have uttered them then? ... That's 
what crushes me now." 

"I wa n't joking with you then; in persuading you I was 
~rhap more concerned with myself than with you," Stavro
gm pronounced enigmatically. 

"You weren't joking! In America I was lying for three 
~nth on straw be ide a hapless creature, and I learnt from 
him that at the very time when you were sowing the seed of 
God and_ the Fatherland in my heart, at that very time, per
haps during those very days, ou were "nfecc· the heart of 
that haple s creature, that maniac Kirillov with i on ... 
you confirmed ~al e _maGgnant ideas in him, an brought him 
to th~ verge of ms~nity .... Go, look at him now, he is your 
creation . . . you ve seen him though." 

"In the first place, I must observe that Kirillov himself told 
me t~at he is h_appy and that he's good. Your supposition chat 
all this was gomg on at the same time is almost correct. Bu~ 
what of it? I repeat, I was not deceiving either of you." 
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• t? An atheist now?" 

"Yes." 
"And then?" 
"Just as I was then." . 
"I wasn't asking you to treat me with resp~ct when I began 

the conversation. With your intellect you nught have under
stood that," Shatov muttered indignantly.. , 

"I didn't get up at your first word, I d1dn t close the_ c~n
versation I didn't go away from you, but have bee~ sitting 
here ever since submissively answering you~ questions and 
. . . cries, so it seems I have not been lacking in respect to you 

yet." . . 
Shatov interrupted, wavmg his hand. , . , 
"Do you remember your expression that an atheist can_ t be 

a ussian, that 'an atheist at once cea es to be a RuSS1an? 
Do you remember saying that?" . . 

"Did I?" ikolay Vsyevolodovitch questioned him back. 
"You ask? You've forgotten? And yet that was one of ~he 

truest statements of the leading peculiarity of the_ Russ1~n 
~oul, which you divined. You can't ~ave forgotte:1 1t! I will 
remind you of something else: you ~aid ,C,~en that a man who 
was not orthodox could not be Russian. 

"I imagine that's a Slavophil idea." 
"The Slavo hils of to-day disown it. owadays, people have 

grown cleverer. But you went further: you believed that Ro
man Catholicism was not Christia~ty; you ass~rted that Ro~ 
proclaimed Christ subject to the third temptation of the dev 
Announcing to all the world that Christ without ai: ~arthly 
kingdom cannot hold his ground upo~ earth, Catholicism by 
so doing proclaimed Antichrist and ruin~d _the wh~le West~~ 
world. You pointed out that if France 1s m. agorues n?"'. 1t_s 

simply the fault of Catholicism, for she has reiected the,lIDqW• 
tous God of Rome and has not found a new ~ne. !,hats what 
you could say then! I remember our conversations. , 

"If I believed no doubt I should repeat it even now. I wasn t 
lying when I s~ke as though I had faith," ikolay Vsyevol~ 
dovitch pronounced very earnestly. "But I mus~ tell you, ~ 
repetition of my ideas in the past makes a very disagreeable un-

c ' l ff)" pression on me. an t you eave o • . . 
"If you believe it?" repeated Shatov, paying not the slightest 
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attention to this request. "But didn't you tell me that if it were 
~hematicall roved to yo-;:;--that the truth excludes Christ, 
.rou'd re to stick to Christ rather than to the truth? Did 
you say that? Did you?" 

"But allow me too at last to ask a question," said ikolay 
Vsyevolodovitch, raising his voice. "What is the object of this 
irritable and ... malicious cross-examination?" 

"This examination will be over for all eternity, and you will 
never hear it mentioned again." 

"You keep insisting that we are outside the limits of time 
and space." 

"Hold your tongue!" Shatov cried suddenly. "I am stupid 
and awkward, but let my name perish in ignominy! Let me re
peat your leading idea. . . . Oh, only a dozen lines, only the 
conclusion." 

"Repeat it, if it's only the conclusion. " 
Stavrogin made a movement to look at his watch, but re

strained himself and did not look. 
Shatov bent forward in his chair again and again held up 

his finger for a moment. 
" ot a single nation," he went on, as though reading it line l 

by line, still gazing menacingly at Stavrogin, "not a single na• 
tion has ever been founded on principles of science or reason. 
There has never been an example of it, except for a brie mo
ment, through folly. Socialism is from its very nature bound 
to be atheism, seeing t at it has from the very first proclaimed 
that it is an atheistic organisation of society, and that it intends 
to establish itself exclusively on the elements of science and 
reason. Science and re~ have, from the beginning of time, 
played a secondary and subordinate part in the life of nations; 
so it will be till the end of time. ations are built up and 
moved by another force which sways and dominates them, the 
origin of which is unknown and inexplicable: that force is the 
force of an insatiable desire to go on to the end, though at the 
same time it denies that end. It is the force of the ~rsistent as-

rtion of one's own existence, -l_n a erua of deat . It's t e 
spine O life, as t e cripturescall it, 'the river O vmg water; 

e rymg up of which is threatened in the Apocalypse. It's the 
a:sthetic principle, as the philosophers call it, the ethical princi
ple with which they identify it, 'the seeking for God ' as I call 

--
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it more simply. e ob'ect of eve national movement, in 
every people and at every period of its existence is onl_ t~ 
seeking for its god, who must be its own god, and t e f~1t m 
un as t e o y true one. God is the s nthetic _personaliQLlif 

the whole people, taken from its innin to i~nd. It has 
,,ever appene t • at all, or even many, peoples have had one 
common god, but each has always. had its own. Ic_'s a si n of 
the deca of nations when they begm to have g s m common. 
When gods begin to be common to several nations the oas are 
dying and the faith in them, together with the nations em
selves. The stronger a people the more individual their god. 
There never has • n without a reli~on, that is, with
out an 1 ea of good and evil. Eve eo eJias 'ts o.._. ............. ""l'::_ 

• o g and evil, and its own good and evil. When the 
same conceptions of good and evil become prevalent in seve:al 
nations, then these nations are dying, and then the very dis
tinction between good and evil is beginning to disappear. -
son has never had the wer to define good and evil, or even to 
distinguish tweeng and evil, even a£Proximaceiy· on the 

~trary, it has always rruxe t em up in a disgraceful and pit
iful way; science has even given the solution by the fi"st. This is 
particularly characteristic of the half-truth of science, the 
most terrible scourge of humanity, unknown till chis century, 
and worse than plague, famine, or war. A half-truth is a des t 
such as has never been in the world be ore. A espot t at as 
its priests an its slaves, a despot to w om all do homa~e wit;b 
love and superstition hitherto inconceivable, before which sci
ence itself trembles and cringes in a shameful way. :the e aJ! 
your own words Scavrogin all except that about the half
tru ; t at's my own ause I am myself a case of half
knowledge, and chat's why I hate it particularly. I haven't al
tered anything of your ideas or even of your words, not a 
syllable." 

"I don't agree chat you've not altered anything," Stavrog~ 
observed cautiously. "You accepted chem with ardour, and m 
your ardour have transformed chem unconsciously. The very 
fact that you reduce God to a simple attribute of national
ity ... " 

He suddenly began watching Shatov with intense and pe• 
,·uliar attention, not so much his words as himself. 
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" ..Lreduce God to the.aqribuce of nati_onalit ?" cried Shatov 
On the contrary, raise the eo le to God And h · • 

bee h • j"""'----,-;;,;;...;:;~;;;..;.::.~ • as 1t ever 
n ot erw1se? The peop e is e y of God E 1 

• nl - • very peop e 1
s o Y a people so long as 1t has its own god~nd excludes all 
?ther gO?s o~ earth irreconcilably; so long as it believes that by 
its god 1t will conquer and drive out of the world all other 

s. Such, [rom tne ginrung of time, has been t e lie of 
a great nations, all, anyway, who have been ,pecially remark-
able, all who have been leaders of humanity There · · 

• f . • JS no go!Ilg 
aga!IlSt acts. The ews lived only to await the coming of the 
true God an efc the world the true God Gee deified 
nature and bequeathed t~e world their religion, that is, phil
CIIIOphy and a:t· Rome deified the people in the State, and be
queathed the 1~he State to the nations.§nc~ through
out her long history was only the incarnation and development 
of t~e Roman god, and if they have at last flung their Roman 
8_00 mt~ the abyss and plunged into atheism, which, for the 
tune belilg, the?' call socialism, it is solely because socialism is, 
anyway, hea~thier than Roman Catholicism. If a great people 
does n~t ~lieve that the truth is only to be found in itself 
~one (ill ~tself al~ne and in it exclusively); if it does not be
lieve th~t 1t alon~ 1s fit and destined to raise up and save all the 
rest by 1t~ truth, 1t would at once sink into being ethnographi-
cal matenal, and not a great people. A real! great 

O 
Je can 

never accept a secondary part in the 'story of Humanity 
tven one of the first, but will have the first art A , 1:1or 
hi h J hi be.Li • nation 

' C oses t s ef ce es to be a nation. But there is 9cly 
Ille true , an t ere ore only a single one out O t e nations 
can ave the t~e God, even though other nations may have 
great g~s of their own. Only one nation is 'god-bearing ' that's 
the RuSStan le and d d '· , . ,, • • • an • • . an can you think me 
Ille ~ ~ '. ta~rogm, he yelled frantically all at once, "that 
leant dist!Ilgwsh whether my words at this moment are the 
rotten ~Id c_o~onplaces that hne been ground out in all the 
!lavophil rmlls m Moscow, or a perfectly new saying, the last 
rord, the sole word of renewal and resurrection, and . . . 
md what do I care for your laughter at this minute! What do 
I care that you utterly, utterly fail to understand me not a 
~o;d not a soandl. Oh! how I despise your haughty l;ughter 
11111 your look at this ffi!Ilute!" 
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He jumped up from his seat; there was positively foam on 

his lips. ,, • be 
"On the contrary Shatov, on the contrary, Stavr~grn -

gan with extraordinary earnestness and self-control, st1ll k~ep
ing his seat, "on the contrary, your fervent words have revived 
many extremely powerful recollections in me. In yo~r words I 
recognise my own mood two years ago, and now I will ~ot tell 
you, as I did just now, that you have exaggerated I?Y ideas. I 
believe, indeed, that they were even more ex~ept1?nal, even 
more independent and I assure you for the third time that I 
should be very gl~d to confirm all that you've said just now, 
every syllable of it, but • • • " 

"But you want a hare?" 
"Wh-a-t?" • 
"Your own nasty expression," Shatov laughed spitefully, s1_t-

ting down again. •~k your hare you must first catch 1t, 
to believe in God ou must first have a god. You use to say 
tnat 

10 
eteriburg, I'm told, like ozdryov, who trieci to catch 

a hare by his hind legs." , . 
" o what he did was to boast he d caught; him. By the way, 

allow ~e to trouble you with a question though, for indeed I 
think I have the right to one now. Tell me, have you caught 

your hare?" . • 
"Don't dare to ask me in such words! Ask differently, quite 

differently." Shatov suddenly began trembling all over. . 
"Certainly I'll ask differently." ikolay Vsyevolodov1tch 

looked coldly at him. "I only wanted to know, do you believe 

in God yourself?" 
- "I believe in Russia. . . . I believe in her orthodoxy. • • • 
I believe in t e ody of Christ. . . . 1 be eve that the new ad
~e,9t will take place in Russia. . . . I believe • • • " Shatov 

muttered frantically. 
"And in God? In God?" 
"I ... I will belie-vein...God." 

ot one muscle moved in Stavrogin's face. Shatov looked 
passionately and defiantly at him, as though he would have 
scorched him with his eyes. . .. 

"I haven't told you that I don't believe," he cned_at last. 1 
will only have you know that I am a luckless, tedious ~k, 
and nothing more so far, so far .... But confound me! We re 
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~cussing you not me .... I'm a man of no talent and can 
only give my blood, nothing more, like every max: without 
talent; never mind my blood either! I'm talking about you. 
I've been waiting here two years for you. . . . Here I've been 
dancing about in my nakedness before you for the last half
hour. You, only you can raise that flag! ... " 

He broke off, and sat as though in despair, with his elbows 
on the table and his head in his hands. 

"I merely mention it as something queer," Stavro in inter
rupted suddenly. "Every one for some inexp 1ca le reason 
k~eps foisting a flag upon me. Pyotr Verhovensky, too, is con
vinced that I might 'raise his flag,' that's how his words were 
repeated to me, anyway. He has taken it into his head that I'm 
capable of playing the part of Stenka Razin for them 'from 
my extraordinary aptitude for crime,' his saying too."' 

"What?" cried Shatov, "'from your extraordinary aptitude 
for crime'?" 

"Just so." 
. "H'm! And is it true?" he asked, with an angry smile. "Is 
1t true that when you were in Petersburg you belonged to a se
cret soc~ety for practising beastly sensuality? Is it true that you 

~1ve essons to the Marquis de Sade? Is it true that you 
decoyed and corrupted children? Speak, don't dare to lie" he 
cried, beside him elf. " 1 ay tavrogin cannot lie to Sh~tov 
who struck him in the face. Tell me everything. and if it'~ 
true I'll kill you, here, on the spot!" 

"I ,?id talk !ike that, but it was not I who outraged chil
dren, Stavrogm brought out, after a silence that lasted too 
long. He turned pale and his eyes gleamed. 

"~ut y_ou tal~ed like that,'' Shatov went on imperiously, 
keep10g his flashing eyes fastened upon him. "Is it true that you 
declared that you saw no distinction in beauty between some 
bru~al obscene action and any great exploit, even the sacrifice 
?£ Ii£~ for the good of hu~anity? Is it true that you have found 
identical beauty, equal enJoyment, in both extremes?" 

"It's impossible to answer like this. . . . I won't answer " 
muttered Stavrogin, who might well have got up and go~e 
away, but who did not get up and go away. 
. "I don't know either why evil is hateful and good is beau-· 

tiful, but I know why the sense of that distinction is effaced 
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and lost in people like the Stavrogins," Shatov persisted, 
rembling all over. "Do you know why you made that base 

and shameful marriage? Simply because the hame and sense
lessness of it reac e e pitch of geniu I O , you are nonme 
o those who linger on the brink. You fly head foremo~t. You 
married from a passion for martyrdom, from a c~avmg for 
remorse, hrough moral sensuality. It was a laceration of _the 
nerves. . . . Defiance of common sense was too tempting. 

tavrogin alffl a wretched, half-witt , crippled beggar! 
When you bit the governor's ear did you ~eel sens,~al pleasure? 
Did you? You idle, loafing, little snob. J?id you~ 

"You're a psychologist " said Stavrogm, turmng paler and 
,:,aler, "t oug you're partly ~staken as to t~e ~easons o_f ~! 
marriage. But who can have given you _all ~~1s 1nformat1on. 
he asked, smiling, with an effort. "Wa 1t Kinllov? But he had 
nothing to do with it." 

"You turn pale." . 
"But what is it you want?" ikolay Vsyevolodov1tch 

asked raising his voice at last. "I've been sitting under your 
lash for the last half-hour, and you might at least let me go 
civilly. Unbs you really have some reasonable object in treat-

ing me like this." 
"Reasonable object?" 
"Of course, you're in duty bound, anyway, to let ~e know 

your object. I've been expecting you to do _so all_ the time, but 
you've shown me nothing so far but frenzied spite. I beg you 
:o open the gate for me." . 

He got up from the chair. Shatov ru hed frantically after 

him. f • 
"Kiss the earth, water it with your tears, pray for org1ve-

ness," he cried, clutching him by the shoulder. 
"I didn't kill you ... that morning, though ••• I d~w 

lack my hands ... " Stavrogin brought out almo t with 
anguish, keeping his eyes on the ground. 

" peak out! Speak out! You came to warn me of danger. 
You have let me speak. You mean to-morrow to announce 
your marriage publicly .... Do you suppo e I d?n't _see f~om 
your face that some new menacing idea is dom'.natm_g you? 
... Stavrogin, why am I conde~ned ~o believe m y:u 
through all eternity? _9>uld I speak like this to anyone else. l 
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have modesty, but I am not ashamed of my nakedness because 
it's Stavrogin I am speaking to. I was not afraid of caricatur
ing a grand idea by handling it because tavrogin was listening 
to me. . . . han't I kiss your footprints when you've gone? 
I can't tear you out of my heart, ikolay tavrogin!" 

"!'m orry I can't feel affection for you, Shatov," Stavrogin 
replied coldly. 

"I know you can't, and I know you are not lying. Listen. I 
can set it all right. I can 'catch your hare' for you." 

Stavrogin did not speak. 
"You're ~ atheist because you're a nob, a snob of the 

snobs. ~u've lost t e distinction between good and evil be
cause you've lo t touc with your own peoj>le. A new genera
t1~n 1s coming, straight from the heart of the people, and you 
will know nothing of it, neither you nor the Verhovenskys, 
father or son; nor I, for I'm a snob too-I, the on of your sed 
and lacke , Pashka. . . . Listen. Attain to b ork; it 
a es m that; or disappear Like rotten mildew. Attain to Him 
b work." 

"God by work? What sore of work?" 
"Peasants' work. Go, give up all your wealth .... Ahl yo\T 

laug , you're afraid of some trick?" 
But Stavrogin was not laughing. 
"You suppose that one may attain to God by work, and by 

peasants' work," he repeated, reflecting as though he had really 
come across something new and serious which was worth con
sidering. "By the way," he passed suddenly to a new idea, "you 
reminded me just now. Do you know that I'm not rich at all, 
that I've nothing to give up? I'm scarcely in a po ition even 
to provide for Marya Timofyevna's future .... Another 
thing: I came to ask you if it would be possible for you to re
main near Marya Timofyevna in the future, as you are the 
o~y per on who has some influence over her poor brain. I say 
this so as to be prepared for anything." 

"All right, all right. You're speaking of Marya Timof
yevna," said Shatov, waving one hand, while he held a candle 
in the other. "All right. Afterwards, of course. . . . Listen, 
Go to T 

" o whom?" 
"To Tihon, who used to be a bishop. He Lives retired now. 
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and with the brim half torn off, perched on his shaggy, curly 
head. He looked a thin, vigorous, swarthy man with dark hair; 
his eyes were large and must have been black, with a hard 
glitter and a yellow tinge in them, like a gyp y's; that could 
be divined even in the darkness. He was about forty, and was 
not drunk. 

"Do you know me?" asked ikolay Vsyevolodovitch. 
"Mr. Stavrogin, ikolay Vsyevolodovitch. You were 

pointed out to me at the station, when the train stopped last 
Sunday, though I had heard enough of you beforehand." 

"From Pyotr Stepanovitch? Are you ... Fedka the con
vict?" 

"I was christened Fyodor Fyodorovitch. My mother is living 
to this day in these parts; she's an old woman, and grows mon 
ind more bent every day. he prays to God for me, day and 
night, so that she doesn't waste her old age lying on the stove." 

"You escaped from prison?" 
"I've had a change of luck. I gave up books and bells and 

church-going because I'd a life sentence, so that I had a very 
long time to finish my term." 

"What are you dving here?" 
"Well, I do what I can. My uncle, too, died last week in 

prison here. He was there for false coin, so I threw two dozen 
stones at the dogs by way of memorial. That's all I've been 
doing so far. Moreover Pyotr Stepanovitch gives me hopes of a 
passport, and a merchant's one, too, to go all over Russia, IO 

I'm waiting on his kindness. 'Because,' says he, 'my papa lost 
you at cards at the English club, and I,' says he, 'find that in
humanity unjust.' You might have the kindness to give me 
three roubles, sir, for a glass to warm myself." 

"So you've been spying on me. I don't like that. By whose 
orders?" 

"As to orders, it's nothing of the sort; it's simply that I 
knew of your benevolence, which is known to all the world. 
All we get, as you know, is an armful of hay, or a prod with a 
fork. Last Friday I filled myself as full of pie as Martin did of 
soap; since then I didn't eat one day, and the day after I fasted, 
and on the third I'd nothing again. I've had my fill of water 
from the river. I'm breeding fish in my belly. . . . So won't 
.vour honour give me something? I've a sweetheart expecting 
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but, thank God, Korovayev fell into the pond when he w• 
drunk, and was drowned in the nick of time, and they didn't 
succeed in tracking me. Here, at Vir insky's, I proclaimed 
the free e ommunistic • e. n une I was distrib
u ti~ manifestoes again in X distnct. They say they will make 
me do it again. . . . Pyotr Stepanovitch suddenly gave me to 
w:1derstand that I must obey; he's been threatening me a long 
time. How he treated me that Sunday! ikolay Vsyevolodo
vitch, I am a slave, I am a worm, but not a God which is 
where I differ from Derzhavin. * But I've no income, no in
COfile!" 

ikolay Vsyevolodovitch heard it all with curiosity. 
"A great deal of that I had heard nothing of," he said. "Of 

course, anything may have happened to you. . . . Listen," be 
iaid, after a minute's thought. "If you like, you can tell them, 
you know whom, that Liputin was lying, and that you were 
only pretending to give information to frighten me, supposing 
that I, too, was compromised, and that you might get more 
money out of me that way .... Do you understand?" 

"Dear ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, is it possible that there's 
such a danger hanging over me? I've been longing for you to 
come, to ask you." 

Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch laughed. 
"They certainly wouldn't let you go to Petersburg, even i£ 

I were to give you money for the journey .... But it's time 
for me to see Marya Timofyevna." And he got up from his 
chair. 

" ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, but how about Marya Timof-
yevna?" 

"Why, as I told you." 
"Can it be true?" 
"You still don't believe it?" 
"Will you really cast me off like an old worn-out shoe?" 
''I'll see," laughed ikolay Vsyevolodovitch. "Come, let 

me go." 
"Wouldn't you like me to stand on the steps ... for feai 

l might by chance overhear something . . . for the rooms an 
1mall?" 

• The reference is to a poem of Denhavin's. 
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"That's as well. Stand on the steps. Take my umbrella." 
"Your umbrella •... Am I worth it?" said the captain 

over-sweetly. 
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"Anyone is worthy of an umbrella." 
. "At one stroke you define the minimum of human 

nghts .... " 
But he was by now muttering mechanically. He was too 

much crushed by what he had learned, and was completely 
thrown out of his reckoning. And yet almost as soon as he 
bad gor.ie out on to the steps and had put up the umbrella, 
there his ~hallow_ an~ cunning~ caught again the ever
p~ent, ~Orting idea that he was being cheated and de
ceived, an~ 1f so they were afraid of him, and there was no 
need for him to be afraid. 

','If,,they're lying and deceiving me, what's at the bottom 
of 1t? was the thought tha: gnawed at his mind. The public 
announceme_nt of the marriage seemed to him absurd. "It's 
true that :with such a wonder-worker anything may come to 
~; he ~ves to do harm. But what if he's afraid himself, 
smce the lilSult of Sunday, and afraid as he's never been be
f~re? And so he's in a hurry to declare that he'll announce it 
himself, from fear that I should announce it. Eh, don't blun
~r, Lebyadkin! And why does he come on the sly at night 
1f he means to make it public himself? And if he's' afra"d -; 
means that he's af:aid now, at this moment, for thes/ f e~ 
daf,s. • • • Eh, don t_ make a mistake, Lebyadkin! 

He, scar~ me with Pyot~ ~tepanovitch. Oy, I'm fright
ened, ! m fnghtened! Yes, this 1s what's so frightening! And 
what md1:1ced me to blab to Liputin. Goodness knows whar 
these devils are up to. I never can make head or tail of it. 
Now they are a~ ast_ir again as they were five years ago. To 
whom could I give mformation, indeed? 'Haven't I written 
to anyone in my f~lishness?' H'm! o then I might write as 
~ugh through foolishness? Isn't he giving me a hint? 'You're 
:mg to Pet_ersburg on purpose.' The sly rogue. I've scarcely 

a~ed of 1t, and ~e gu~sses my dreams. As though he were 
puttmg 1!1e up to go~ng himself. It's one or the other of two 
games hes up. to. Either he's afraid because he's been up to 
~~e pranks ~self • . . or he's not afraid for himself, hue: 
II simply eggmg me on to give them all away! Ach, it's ter-
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the fancy took me, after a drunken dinner, for a bet, and now 
I'll make it public ... since that amuses me now." 

He said this with a peculiar irritability, so that Lebyadkin 
began with horror to believe him. 

"But me, me? What about me? I'm what matters most! 
. . Perhaps you're joking, ikolay Vsyevolodovitch?" 
" o, I'm not joking." 
"As you will, ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, but I don't believe 

you. . . . Then I'll take proceedings." 
"You're fearfully stupid, captain." 
"Maybe, but this is all that's left me," said the captain, 

losing his head completely. "In old days we used to get free 
quarters, anyway, for the work she did in the 'corners.' But 
what will happen now if you throw me over altogether?" 

"But you wane to go to Petersburg to try a new career. ~y 
the way, 1s it true what I hear, that you mean to go an give 
information, in the ho e of obtaining a pardon, by betra 
all tne Ot ers. " 

e captain stood gaping with wide-open yes, and made 
no answer. 

"Listen, captain," Stavrogin began suddenly, with great 
earnestnes , bending down to the table. Until then he had been 
talking, as it were, ambiguously, so that Lebyadkin, who had 
wide experience in playing the part of buffoon, was up to the 
last moment a trifle uncertain whether his patron were really 
angry or simply putting it on; whether he really had the wild 
intention of making his marriage public, or whether he were 
onlr playing. ow ikolay Vsyevolodovitch's stern expres
sion was so convincing that a shiver ran down the captain's 
back. 

"Listen, and tell the truth, Lebyadkin. Have you betrayed 
anything yet, or not? Have you succeeded in doing anything 
really? Have you sent a letter to somebody in your foolisb
oe s?" 

" o, I haven't ... and I haven't thought of doing it," 
,aid the captain, looking :fixedly at him. 

"That's a lie, that you haven't thought of doing it. That's 
what you're asking to go to Petersburg for. If you haven'I 
written, have you blabbed to anybody here? Speak the trutb. 
1've heard something.'' 

NIGHT 27.1 
"When I w~ ~:unk'. to Liputin. Liputin's a traitor. I opened 

my heart to him, whispered the poor captain. 
"That's all very well, but there's no need to be an ass. H 

you had an idea you hould have kept it to yourself. Sensible 
~fle_ hold their tongues ~owa?,ays;_ they don't go chattering.• 
.. N,ikolay Vsye~olodov1tch! . said the captain, quaking . 
You ve had nothing to do with it yourself· it's not you 

I've . . .'' ' 
"Yes. You wouldn't have ventured to kill the goose that 

laid your golden eggs." 
"Judg~ for )'.ourself,. ik?lay Vsyevolodovitch, judge for 

~ourself, ~nd, m despair, with tears, the captain began hur
nedly relatrng the_ tory of his life for the lase four years. It 
w:as the most stupid story of a fool, drawn into matters chat 
did not ~oncern him,. and in his drunkenness and debauchery 
unable, till the lase mrnute, to grasp their importance. He said 
t!1at before he left Petersburg he 'had been drawn in, at first 
11mply through friendship, like a regular student, although h 
w~n't a_ student,' and knowing nothing about it, 'without 
being gmlty of anything,' he had scattered various papers on 
staircases, left chem by dozens at doors, on bell-handles had 
thrust them in as though they were newspapers, taken ~hem 
!O the theatre, put them in people's hats, and slipped them 
mto pockets. Afterwards he had taken money from them, 'for 
what means had I?' He had distributed all sorts of rubbish 
through the districts of two provinces. "Oh, ikolay Vsyevo
lodovitch!" he exclaimed, "what revolted me most was that 
this was utterly o.eposed to civic, ana silllrnore to patriotic 
laws. They suddenly printed tha n were to go out with 
pitchfork~, and. to remember that chose who went out poor in 
the morrung rrught go home rich at night. Only chink of it! 
It ~ad~ me shudder, and yet I distributed it. Or suddenly five 
?r s1~ lines addres ed to the whole of Russia, apropos of noth
ing, Make haste and lock up the churches, abolish God do 
away wi~h n;iarriage, destroy the right of inheritance, tak; up 
your knives, chat's all, and God knows what it means. I cell 
you, I almost got caught with this five-line leaflet. The officers 
in the regiment gave me a thrashing, but, bless them for it, 
let me go. And lase year I was almost caught when I passed 
off French counterfeit notP• for fife roubles on Korovayev, 
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rible Lebyadkin! Ach you must not make a single bl_under!" 
H~ was so absorbed in thought that he for?ot to liste\lt 

was not easy to hear either. The door w~s a solid on\ and t CJ 
were talking in a very low voice. othin~ rea_ched t e captain 
but indistinct sounds. He positively spat in disgust, and went 
out again, lost in thought, to whistle on the steps. 

III 

Ma a Tirnofyevna's room was ~wice ~s large as the one 
occupied by the captain, and furrushed m the same r~ugh 

1 . b t the table in front of the sofa was covered with a 
sty e, u b • Th 
gay-coloured table-cloth, and on it a lamp was urrung. de« 

as a handsome carpet on the floor. The bed was screene o 
by a green curtain, which ran the length of the room, and 
besides the sofa there stood by the table a large, soft easy 

h 
· · hich Marva Tirnofyevna never sat, however. In the 

c air, m w ., d bee • h Id 
corner there was an ikon as there ha n 1ll er O room, 
and a litt e l mp wa1< burning bdore it, and on the table ~ere 
all her indispe sable properties. The pack of cards, _the little 
looking-gl s, the song-book, even a ~ loaf. Besides these 
there were two books ith coloured _p1cture5-:<>ne, _extracts 
from a popular book of travels, p~blished_ f~r iuvenile rcat 
ing the other a collection of very light, edifymg ta es, f?r t 
m~t part about the days of chivalry, intended for Chr~mas 
presents or school reading. She had, too, an album of P oto-
graphs of various sorts. . .• 

Marya Tirnofyevna was, of course, expecting the v1S1to~as 
the captain had announced. But when !k?lay Vsyhvol f 
vitch went in, she was asleep, half r~c~mmg on th ~ a, 
propped on a woolwor cushion. He~ 1s1tor _cl?sed t e oor 
after him noiselessly, and, standing still, scrutllllsed the sleep-

ing figure. h Jd ik la 
The captain had been romancing when e to ·o Y 

Vsyevolodovitch she had been dressing herself up. She was 
wea.ring the same dark dress as on Sunday_ at Varvara Pet• 
rovna's. Her hair was done up in the same little close ~ot at 
the back of her head; her long thin neck. was expose~ 111 the 
same way. The black shawl Varvara Petrovna had given her 
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lay carefully folded on the sofa. he was coar ely rouged and 
powdered as before. ikolay Vsyevolodovitch did not stand 
there more than a minute. She suddenly waked up, as though 
she were conscious of his eyes fixed upon her; she opened her 
eyes, and quickly drew herself up. But something strange must 
have happened to her visitor: he remained standing at the 
same place by rhe door. With a fixed and searching glance he 
looked mutely anc: persistently into her face. Perhaps that look 
was too grim, perhaps there was an expression of aversion in 
it, even a mali nant tn·o l:.!!LOf her fright-if it were not 
a fancy e t y ner dreams; but suddenly, after almost a mo
ment of exp.::ctation, the poor woman's face wore a look of 
absolute terror; it twitched convulsively; she lifted her trem-

mg ands and suddenly burst into tears, exactly like g 

frightened child; in another moment she would have screamed. 
But Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch pulled himself together; lw 
face changed in one instant, and he went up to the table with 
the most cordial and amiable smile. 

"I'm sorry, Marya Tirnofyevna, I frightened you coming in 
suddenly when you were asleep," he said, holding out his hand 
to her. 

The sound of his caressing words produced their effect. Her 
fear vanished, although she still looked at him with dismay, 
evidently trying to understand something. She held out he, 
bands timorously also. At last a shy smile rose to her lips. 

"How do you do, prince?" she hispcred, looking at hut 
strangely. 

"You must have had a bad dream," he went on, with a still 
more friendly and cordial smile. 

"But how do you know that I was dreaming about th11t?'' 
And again she began trembling, and started back, putting 

up her hand as though to protect herself, on the point of cry
ing again. 

"Calm yourself. That's enough. What are you afraid of? 
Surely you know me?" said ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, trying 
to soothe ha; but it was long before he could succeed. he 
gazed at him dumbly with the same look of agonising per
plexity, with a painful idea in her poor brain, and she still 
seemed to be trying to reach some conclusion. At one moment 
she dropped her eyes, then suddenly scrutinised him in a rapid 
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comprehensive glance. At last, though not reassured, she 
seemed to come to a conclusion. 

"Sit down beside me, please, that I may look at you thor-

THE POSSESSED 

oughly later on," she brought out with more firmness, evi
dently with a new object. "But don't be uneasy, I won't look 
at you now. I'll look down. Don't you look at me either till l 
ask you to. Sit down," she added, with positive impatience. 

A new sensation was obviously growing stronger and 
tronger in her. 

ikolay Vsyevolodovitch sat down and waited. Rather a 

long silence followed. 
"H'm! It all seems so strange to me," she suddenly mut• 

t.ered almost disdainfully. "Of course I was depressed by bad 
dreams, but why have I dreamt of you looking like that?" 

"Come, let's have done with dreams," he said impatiently, 
turning to her in spite of her prohibition, and perhaps the 

,-.ame expression gleamed for a moment in his eyes again. He 
saw that she several times wanted, very much, in fact, to look 
at him again, but that she obstina~ely controlled herself and 
kept her eyes cast down. 

"Listen, prince," she raised her voice suddenly, "'lisun 
prince .... " 

"Why do you turn away? Why don't you look at me! 
What's the object of this farce?" he cried, losing patience. 

But she seemed not to hear him. 
"Listen, E_rince " she repeated for the thir~ time in a reso

lute voice, wit a disagreeable, fussy expression. "When yoa 
told me in the carriage that our marriage was going to be 
made public, I was alarmed at there being an end to the.JDys
t.ery. ow I don't know. I've been thirtkingit all over, and I 

-see clearly that I'm not fi.t for it at all. I ~now ~ow to d~ 
and I could receive guests, perhaps. Theres nothing much m 
asking people to have a cup of tea, especially when there aR 
footmen. But what will people say though? I aw a great deal 
that Sunday morning in that house. That pretty young lady 
looked at me all the time, especially afte1 you came in. It was 
you came in, wasn't it? Her mother's simply ~n absurd 
worldly old woman. My Lebyadkin distinguished_ himself ~ 
I kept looking at the ceiling to keep from laughing; the ceil
ing there is finely painted. His mother ought to be an abbes 

, . IGHT l7q 
Im afoud of her, though she did give me a black shawl. O{ 
course, the: must all have come to strange conclusions about 
me. I wasn t vexed, but I sat there thinking what r 1 t· I h ) • · e a 10n am 

tot ~~- Of course, from a countess one doesn't expect an 
bf~ spmtual qualities; for the domestic ones she's got plent; 
o ootmer.i; and ~lso a little worldly coquetry, so as to be able 

loo
to entertam foreign travellers. But yet that Sunday they did 

k_ upon me as hopeless. Onl Dasha's an angel. I'm wf 11 
afraid they may d h • a u Y .. , '_"Oun 1m y some careless allusion to me." 

Don t be afraid, and don't be uneasy" said ik l V 
lod 

· h kin , o ay sy-
ev~. ov1tc , ma g a wry face. 

However, that doesn't matter to me, if he is little 
t;mhd _of n:ie, for t~ere will always be more pity than shame, 

ug 1t differ with people, of cour e. He knows to be 
nu;~• that I ought rather to pity them than they me.',' 

Ti 
Yfou seem to be very much offended with them Marya 

uno yevna?" ' 
"I? Oh, no," she smiled with simple-hearted mirth. " ot at 

all. I l<><;>ked at you all, then. You were all angry, you were all 
quarrelling. They meet together, and they don't know how to 
laugh f~om their hearts. So much wealth and so little aie . 
!:i;~~ disgusts me. Thoug I eel for no one now excep~ m~-

."hl've heard that you've had a hard life with your brother 
Wit out me?" 
N "Who told you that? It's nonsense. It's much worse now 

ow my, dreams are not good, and my dreams are bad, be~ 
cause you ve come. What have you come or a like kn 
Tettme please." to ow. 

"Wouldn't you like to go back into the nunnery)" 
. "I knew they'd suggest the nunnery agam. our. nunner -
• a fine marvel for m;I And why should I go to it? Wha~ 
sbola uld I go for n~w? I": all alone in the world now. It' too 

te for me to begm a third life." 
"Y ou seem very angry about something 1 ' af .d h I' 1 • ure y you re not 
rai t at ve eft off loving you?" 

.__"I'mffnot ~roubling about you at all. I'm afraid that I may 
ave o lovmg somebody." - __ 
~aug ecfcciirtemptuous y. 

l must have done him some great wrong," she added sud, 
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denly, as it were to herself, "only I don't know what I've done 
wrong; that's always what troubles me. Alway_s, always, !or 
the last five years. I've been afrajd day and rught that Ive 
done him some wrong. I've prayed and prayed and. always 
thought of the great wrong I'd done him. And now 1t turns 
out jt was true." 

"What's turned out?" 
"I'm only afraid whether there's something o~ his. si~e," sh, 

went on not answering his questjon, not hearing 1t m fact. 
"And th~n, again, he couldn't get on with such horrid_ people. 
The countess would ha"e liked to eat me, though she did make 
me sit in the carriage beside her. They're ~11 in the pl~t. S~rely 
he's not betrayed me?" (Her chin and lips were twitching.) 
"Tell me, have you read about Grishka Otrpyev, how he was 
cursed in seven cathedrals?" 

ikolay Vsyevolodovitch did not speak. 
"But I'll turn round now and look at you." She seemed to 

decide suddenly. "You turn to me, too, and look a~ m:: but 
more attentively. I want to make sure for the last time. 

"I've been looking at you for a long tim~" 
"H'm!" said Marya Timofyevna, looking at him intently. 

"You've grown much fatter." 
She wanted to say something more, but suddenly, for the 

third time, the same terror instantly distorted her face, and 
again she drew back, putting her ~.and_ up ~fore her. 

"What's the matter with you? cned N1kolay Vsyevolodo-
vitch, almost enraged. . 

But her panic lasted only one instant, her face worked with 
a sort of strange smile, suspicious and un~le~~ant. 

"I beg you, prince, get up and come m, she brought out 
suddenly in a firm, emphatic voice. 

' Wh I • ?,, "Come in? ere am to come m. . 
"I've been fancying for five years how he would ~om~ 10. 

Get up and go out of the door into the other room. I II sit as 
though I weren't expecting anything, and ~'11 take _up a book, 
and suddenly you'll come in after five years travellmg. I want 
to see what it will be like." 

Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch ground his teeth, and mutteral 
something to himself. 

281 
" "Enough," he_ sajd, strilcing the table wjth his open hand. 
I beg you to listen to me, Marya Timofyevna. Do me the 

favour to concentrate all your attention jf you can. You're not 
altogether mad you know!" he broke out impatiently. "To
~norrow I shall make our marriage public. You never will live 
m_ 1 palace, get that out of your head. Do you want to live 
with me for the rest of your life, only verv far away from 
here? In :he mountajns jn witzerland, ther~'s a place there. 
• • • Don t be afraid. I'll never abandon you or put you in a 
madhouse. I shall have money enough to live without asking 
anyone's help. ~ou shall have a servant, you shall do no work 
at all. Everything you want that's possible shall be got for 
you. :" ou shall pray, go where you like, and do what you like. 
I won t tou_ch you. I won't go away from the place myself at 

all. If you like, I won't s~ak to you al~ my life, or if you like, 
you can tell_ me your stones every eveillilg as you used to do in 
Pete:sburg m the corners. I'll read aloud to you if you like. 
But it must be all_ your life in the same place, and that place is 
a gloomy one. _Will you? Are you ready? You won't regret it, 
tormen~ me w1~ tears and curses, will you?" 

Sh~ listene~ with extreme curjosity, and for a long time sm 
was silent, thinking. 

"It_ all. seems i~,credible to me," she said at last, ironically 
~d d,1,sdamfully. I mjght live for forty years in those moun
tams, she laughed. 

"What of jt? Let's 1ve forty years then ... "said Nikolay 
Vsyevolodovitch, scowling. 

::H'm! I won~t come for a thing." 
ot ven wit me?" 

IGHT 

"And what are you that I should go with you? I'm to sir 
on a mountain beside him for forty years on end-a pretty 
story! And upon my word, how long-suffering people have be, 
come nowad_ays! . o, it cannot be that a falcon has beco~ ai;, 

owl. M prmce 1s not like that!" she said raising her heaJ 
prou y and triumphantly. ' 

Light seemed to dawn upon him. 
"What makes you call me a prince, and f h d •.. or w om o you take me?" he asked quickly. 
"Why, aren't you the prince?" 
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"I never have been one." 
"So yourself, yourself, you tell me straight to my face that 

you're not the prince?" 
"I tell you I never have been." 
"Good Lord!" she cried, clasping her hands. "I was ready 

to expect anything from his enemies, but such insolence, never! 
Is he alive?" she shrieked in a frenzy, turning upon Nikolay 
Vsyevofodovitch. "Have you killed him? Confess!" 

"Whom do you take me for?" he cried, jumping up from 
his chair with a distorted face; but it was not easy now to 
frighten her. She was triumphant. 

"Who can tell who you are and where you've sprung from? 
Only my heart, my heart had misgivings all these five years, 
of all the intrigues. And I've been sitting here wondering what 
blind owl was making up to me? No, my dear, you're a poor 
actor, worse than Lebyadkin even. Give my humble greetings 
to the countess and tell her to send some one better than you. 
Has she hired you, tell me? Have they given you a place in her 
kitchen out of charity? I see through your deception. I under
stand you all, every one of you." 

He seized her firmly above the elbow; she laughed in his 
face. 

him, very like, perhaps you're a relation
you're a sly lot! Onl mi • -bri ht falcon and a prince~ 

ou're an owl an a sho man! Mine w· bow down o od if 
it pleases him, and won't 1 it doesn't. And Shatushka (he', 
my dear, my darling!) slapped you on the cheeks, my Lebyad
kin told me. And what were you afraid of then, when you 
came in? Who had frightened you then? When I saw your 
mean face after I'd fallen down and you picked me up-it wa 
Jike a worm crawling into my heart. It's not he, I thought, not 
he! My falcon would never have_been ashamed of m~ 1 

fas ona e young aay. Oh heavens! That alone kept me happy 
- or t ose five years that my falcon was living somewhere be

yond the mountains, soaring, gazing at the sun .... Tell me, 
you impostor, have you got much by it? Did you need a big 
bribe to consent? I wouldn't have given you a farthing. Ha 
'ha ha! Ha ha! ... " 

"Ugh idiot!" snarled ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, still holding 
Ler tight, y the arm. 

( 



CHAPTER III 

THE DUEL 

I 

T
HE next day, at two o'clock in the afternoon, the duel 
took place as arranged. Things were hastened forward 
by Gaganov's obsinate desire to fight at all costs. He did 

not understan ·s adversary's conduct, and was in a fury. 
For a whole month he had been insulting him with impunity, 
and had so far been unable to make him lose patience. What he 
wanted was a challenge on the part of ikolay Vsyevolodo
vitch, as he had not himself any direct pretext for challenging 
him. His secret motive for it, that is, his almost morbid hatred 
of Stavrogin for the insult to his family four years before, he 
was for some reason as ame to confess. And indeed he regard
ed this himself as an impossible pretext for a challenge, es
pecially in view of the humble apology offered by ikolay 
Stavrogin twice already. He privately made up his mind that 
Stavrogin was a shameless coward; and could not understand 
bow he could have accepted Shatov's blow. So he made up his 
mind at last to send him the extraordinarily rude letter that 
bad finally roused Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch himself to propose 
a meeting. Having dispatched this letter the day before, he 
awaited a challenge with feverish impatience, and while mor
bidly reckoning the chances at one moment with hope and at 
the next with despair, he got ready for any emergency by se
curing a second, to wit, Mavriky ikolaevitch Drozdov, who 
was a friend of his, an old schoolfellow, a man for whom he 
bad a great respect. So when Kirillov came next morning at 
nine o'clock with his message he found things in readiness. 
All the apologies and unheard-of condescension of Nikolay 

2S7 
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which had haunted him so painfully since the insult paid to his 
father by Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch four years before at the 
club. He conscientiously considered it dishonourable to remain 
in the service, and was inwardly persuaded that he was con
taminating the regiment and his companions, although they 
knew nothing of the incident. It's true that he had once before 
been disposed to leave the army long before the insult to his 
father, and on quite other grounds, but he had hesitated. 
Strange as it is to write, the original design, or rather desire, 
to leave the army was due to the proclamation of the 19th of 
February of the emancipation of the serfs. Gaganov, who was 
one the richest landowners in the province, and who had 
not lost very mucn y die emancipation, and was, moreover, 
quite capable of understanding the humanity of the reform 
and its economic advantages, suddenly felt himself personally 
insulted by the roclamation. twas s ething,mconscious, a 
feeling; but was al t e str nger for being unrecognised. He 
could not bring himself, however, to take any decisive step till 
his father's death. But he began co be well known for his "gen
tlemanly" ideas to many persons of high position in Peters
burg, with whom he strenuously kept up connections. He was 
secretive and self-contained. Another characteristic: he be
longed to that strange section of the nobility, still surviving 
in Russia, who set an extreme value on their pure and ancient 
lineage, and take it too seriously. At the same time he could not 
endure Russian history, and, indeed, looked u on Russian cw
toms in general as mo_re or less piggish. Even in his c dhood, 
in the special ~itary ,cnoo or c e sons of particularly 
wealthy and distinguished families in which he had the privi
lege of being educated, from first to last certain poetic notions 
were deeply rooted in his mind. He loved cascles, chivalry; all 
the theatrical part of it. He was ready to cry with shame that 
in the days of the Moscow Tsars the sovereign had the right 
to inflict corporal punishment on the Russian boyars, and 
blushed at the contrast. This stiff and extremely severe man, 
who had a remarkable knowledge of military science and per
formed his duties admirably, ~ at ea_r_t ~as 
.uid that he could speak at meetings and had the gift of lan
guage, but at no time during the thirty-three years of his life 
had he spoken. Even in the distinguished circles in Petersburg. 
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stand. Kirillov took off his hat as he we_nt away, an? nodded 
to Mavriky ikolaevitch. But Stavrogm forgot . h1s former 
politeness. When he had shot into the_ co~se he did_ i:iot even 
turn towards the barrier. He handed his pistol to Kinll~v and 
hastened towards the horses. His face looked angry; he did not 
speak. Kirillov, too, was silent. They got on their horses and set 
off at a gallop. • 

m 

"Why don't you speak?" he called impatiently to Kirillo,, 
when they were not far from home. . . 

"What do you want?" replied the latter, almost shppmg of 
his horse, which was rearing. 

Stavrogin restrained himself. , . 
"I didn't mean to insult that . . . fool, and I ve insulted 

him again," he said quietly. . ,, . . . .. 
"Yes you've insulted him agam, Kirillov Jerked out, and 

besides, he's not a fool." • 
"I've done all I can, anyway." 
uNo." 
"What ought I to have done?" 
"Not have challenged him." 
"Accept another blow_}n the face?" 
"Yes accept another. . 
"I c~n't understand anything now," said Stavr~grn wrath• 

fully. "Why does every one expect of me somet~rng not ex
pected from anyone else? Why am I to put up with what 11D 

one else puts up with, and undertake burdens no one else can 
bear?" 

"I thou ht ou were~g a burden oursel ." 
see a urden?" 

"Yes." 
"You've ... seen that?" 
"Yes." 
"ls it so noticeabl~" 
"Yes." . 

ere was silence for a moment. Stavrogm had a very pre-
.occupied face. He was almost impressed. 
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"I didn't aim because I didn't want to kill anyone. There 

w:15 not~n? more in it, I assure you," he said hurriedly, and 
With ag1tat1on, as though justifying himself. 

"You ought not to have offended him." 
"What ought I to have done then?" 
"You ought to have killed him." 
"Are you sorry I didn't kill him?" 
"I'm not sorry for anything. I thought you really meant to 

kill him. You don't know what you're seeking." 
"I seek a burden " laughed Stavrogin. 
nltyou didn't want blood yourself, why did you give him a 

chance to kill you?" 
"If I hadn't challenged him, he'd have killed me simply, 

without a duel." 
"That's not your affair. Perhaps he wouldn't have killed 

you." 
"Only have beaten me?" 
"That's not your business. Bear your burden. Or else there', 

no merit." 
"Hang your merit. I don't seek anyone's approbation." 
"I thought you were seeking it," Kirillov commented with 

terrible unconcern. 
They rode into the courryard of the house. 
"Do you care to come in?" said ikolay Vsyevolodovitch. 
"No; I'm going home. Good-bye." 
He got off the horse and took his box of pistols under his 

arm. 
"Anyway, you're not angry with me?" said Stavrogin, hold

ing out his hand to him. 
"Not in the least," said Kirillov, turning round to shake 

hands with him. "If my burden's light it's because it's from 
nature; perhaps your burden's heavier because that's your na
ture. There's no need to be much ashamed; only a little." 

"I know I'm a worthless character, and I don't pretend to be 
a strong one." 

"You'd better not; you're not a strong person. Come and 
have tea." 

Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch went into the house, greatly per~ 
turbed. 
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IV 

He learned at once from Alexey Yegorytch that Varvara 
Petrovna had been very glad to hear that ikolay Vsyevolodo
vitch had gone out for a ride--the first time he had left the 
house after eight days' illness. he had ordered the carriage, 
and had driven out alone for a breath of fresh air "according 
to the habit of the past, as she had forgotten for the last eight 
days what it meant to breathe fresh air." . 

"Alone, or with Darya Pavlovna?" ikolay Vsyevolodov1tch 
interrupted the ofd man wit a rapid question, and he scowled 
when he heard that Darya Pavlovna "had declined to go abroad 
on account of indisposition and was in her rooms." 

"Listen, old man," he said, as though suddenly making ~P 
his mind. "Keep watch over her all to-day, and if you nouce 
her coming to me, stop her at once, and tell her that I can't see 
her fot a few days at least ... that I ask her not to come 
myself .... I'll let her know myself, when the time comes. 
Do you he2r?" . . . 

"I'll tell her, sir," said Alexey Yegorytch, with distress m 
his voice, dropping his eyes. 

"Not till you see clearly she's meaning to come and see me 
of herself, though." . . 

"Don't be afraid, sir, there shall be no rrustake. Your mter· 
views have all passed through me, hitherto. You've alway, 
turned to me for help." 

"I know. ot till she comes of herself, anyway. Bring me 
wme tea, if you can, at once." 

The old man had hardly gone out, when almost at the same 
instant the door reopened, and Darya Pavlovna appeared in the 
doorway. Her eyes were tranquil, though her face wa~ pale. 

"Where have you come from?" exclaimed Stavrogm. 
"I was standing there, and waiting for him to go out, to 

~ome in to you. I heard the order you gave him, and. when he 
came out just now I hid round the corner, on the nght, and 
'ee didn't notice me." 

":I've long meant to break off with you, Dasha ••• for a 
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w~e . . . for the present. I couldn't see you last night, in 
spite of your note. I me2nt to write to you myself, but I don't 
know how to write," he added with vexation, almost as thougb 
with disgust. 

"I thought myself that we must break it off. Varvara Pe, 
trovna is too suspicious of our relations." 

"Well, let her be." 
"She mustn't be worried. So now we part till the end 

comes." 
--..Y-ou still insist on expecting the end?" 

"Yes, I'm sure of it." 
"But nothing in the world ever has an end." 
"This will have an end. Then call me. I'll come. ow, good

bye." 
"And what sort of end will it be?" smiled ikolay Vsyevo

lodovitch. 
"You're not wounded, and ... have not shed blood?" sht 

asked, not answering his question. 
"It was stupid. I didn't kill anyone. Don't be uneasy. How

ever, you'll hear all about it to-day from every one. I'm not 
quite well." 

'Tm going. The announcement of the marriage won't be 
to-day?" she added irresolutely. 

"It won't be to-day, and it won't be to-morrow. I can't say 
about the day after to-morrow. Perhaps we shall all be dead, 
and so much the better. Leave me alone, leave me alone, do." 

"You won't ruin that other . . . mad girl?" 
"I won't rum either of the mad creatures. le seems to be the 

sane I'm ruining. I'm so vile and loathsome, Dasha that I 
might really send for you, 'at the latter end,' as you say. And 
in spite of your • ty you'll come. Why will you be your 
own ruin?" 

"I know that at the end I shall be the only one left you, and 
. .. I'm waiting or that." 

"And what if I don't send for you after all, but run away 
from you?" 

"That can't be. You will send for me." 
"There's a great deal of contempt for me in that." 
"You know that there's not only ontempt-" 
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"Then there is contempt anyway?" 
"I used the wrong word. God is my witness, it's my greatest 

i h that you may never have need of me." . 
"One phra e is as good as another. I should also have wished 

not to have ruined you." 
"You can never, anyhow, be my ruin; and you ~ow ~hat 

your elf, better than anyone," Darya Pavlovna said, rapidly 
and re olutely. "If I don't come to rou I shall ~ a sister of 
mercy, a nur e, shall wait upon the sick, or go selling t~e g~
pel. I've made up my mind to that. I a ot be aD¥-onu,ile. 
I can't live in a house like this, either. That's not what I want. 

ou know al that." 
"No I never could tell what you want. It eems to me that 

ou're 
1

interested in me, as some veteran nur es get specially 
interested in ome particular invalid in compari on with the 
0 th r , or still more, like some pious old women who frequent 
funerals and find one corpse more attractive than another. 
Why do you look at me so strangely?" . . 

"Are you very ill?" she asked sympathettcall_y, looking at 
him in a peculiar way. "Good heavens! And .this man wants 
to do without me!" 

"Listen Dasha now I'm always eeing phantoms. One devil 
offered rn~ yesterday, on the bridge, to murder Lebyadkin and 
Marya Tirnofyevna, to settle the marriage di.fiiculty, and to 
cover up all traces. He asked me to give him three roubles.on 
account but gave me to understand that the whole opcratlOD 
wouldn'

1

t cost less than fifteen hundred. Wasn't he a calculat
ing devil! A regular shopkeeper. Ha ha!" . . • 

"But you're fully convinced that it was an ha~ucinat1on? 
"Oh no· not a bit an hallucination! It was simply Fedb 

the co~vic~ the robber who escaped from pri on. But that's 
not the poU-:t. What do you suppo e I did? I ~ave~ a~ I lud. 
everything in my purse, and now he's sure I ve given him that ,,, 
1>n account. . l 

"You met him at night, and he made sue~ a s~ggest1on. 
Surely you must see that you're being caught in their nets OD 

every side!" . . 
"Well let them be. But you've got some question at the tip 

of your 
1

tongue, you know. I see it by your "ves," he added 
with a resentful and irritable smile. 
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Dasha was frightened. 
"I've no question at all, and no doubt whatever; you'd better 

~ quiet!" she cried in dismay, as though waving off his ques
tion. 

"Then you're convinced that I won't go to Fedka's tittle 
shop?" 

"Oh, God!" he cried, clasping her hands. "Why do you 
torture me like this?" 

"Oh, forgive me my stupid joke. I must be picking up bad 
manners from them. Do you know, ever since last night I feel 
awfully inclined to laugh to go on laughing continually fo1 
e~er so l~ng. It's as though I must explode with laughter. It'I' 
like an 1llne .... Oh! my mother's coming in. I always 
know by the rumble when her carriage has stopped at the 
entrance." 

Dasha seized his hand. 
"God save you from your demon, and . . . c'tll me, call me 

quickly!" 
"Oh! a fine demon! It's simply a little nasty, scrofulous imp 

with a cold in his head, one of the unsuccessful ones. But yo~ 
have something you don't dare to say again, Da ha?" 

She looked at him with pain and reproach, and turned to
wards the door. 

"Listen," he called after her, with a malignant and distorted 
smile. "If . . . Yes, if, in one word, if . . . you understand 
even if I did go to that little shop, and if I called you after tha; 
-would you come then?" 

S~e went out, ~ding her face in her hands, and neither 
turrung nor answering. 

"She will come even af~er the shop," he whispered, thinking 
a moment, and an expression of scornful disdain came into his 
face. "A nurse! H'm! . . . but perhaps that's what I want." 



CHAPTER IV 

ALL IN EXPECTATION 

I 

T 
HE impression made on the whole neighbourhood by the 
story of the duel, which was rapidly noised abroad, was 
particularly remarkable from the unanimity with which 

1o,very one hastened to take up the cudgels of ikolay Vsye
volodovitch. Many of his former enemies declared themselves 
his friends. The chief reason for this change of front in public 
opinion was chiefly due to one per~on, who had hitherto not 
expressed her opinion, but who now very distinctly uttered a 
few words, which at once gave the event a significance exceed
ingly interesting to the vast majority. This was how it hap
pened. On the day after the duel, all the town was assembled 
at the Marshal of Nobility's in honour of his wife's nameday. 
Yulia Mihailovna was present, or, rather, presided, accom
panied by Lizaveta. Nikolaevna, radiant with beauty and pe
culiar gaiety, which struck many of our ladies at once as par
ticularly suspicious at this time. And I may mention, by the 
way, her engagement to Mavriky Nikolaevitch was by now an 
established fact. To a playful question rom a retired general 
of much consequence, of whom we shall have more to say 
later, Lizaveta Nikolaevna frankly replied that evening that 
she was enga~ed. And only imagine, not one of our ladies 
would believe in her engagement. They all persisted in assum
ing a romance of some sort, some fatal family secret, something 
that had happened in Switzerland, and for some reason im
agined that Yulia Mihailovna must have had some hand in it. 
It was difficult to understand why these rumours, or rather 
fancies, persisted sn obstinately, and why Yulia Mihailovna was 

30(' 
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relations came to be exposed before me, for on this occasion r 
heard their whole conversation. 

Stepan Trofimovitch was sitting stretched out on a lounge. 
He had grown thin and sallow since that Thursday. Pyotr 
Stepanovitch seated himself beside him with a most familial 
air, unceremoniously tucking his legs up under him, and taking 
up more room on the lounge than deference to his father 
should have allowed. Stepan Trofimovitch moved aside, in si, 
lence, and with dignity. 

On the table lay an open book. It was _!!ie novel, "What's 
be done?" Alas, I must confess one strange weakness in my 

frien ; t e fantasy that he ought to come forth from his soli
tude and fight a last battle was getting more and more hold 
upon his deluded imagination. I guessed that he had got the 
novel and was studying it solely in order that when the inevi
table conflict with the "shriekers" came about he might know 
their methods and arguments beforehand, from their very 
"catechism," and in that way be prepared to confute them all 
triumphantly, before her eyes. Oh, how that book tortured 
him! He sometimes flung it aside in despair, and leaping up, 
paced about the room almost in a frenzy. 

"I agree that the author's fundamental idea is a true one," 
he said to me feverishly, "but that only makes it more awful. 
It's just our idea, exactly ours; we first sowed the seed, nur
tured it, prepared the way, and, indeed, what could they say 
new, after us? But, heavens! How it's all expressed, distorted, 
mutilated!" he exclaimed, tapping the book with his fingers. 
"Were these the conclusions we were striving for? Who can un
derstand the original idea in this?" 

"Improving your mind?" sniggered Pyotr Stepanovitch, tak
ing the book from the table and reading the title. "It's high 
time. I'll bring you better, if you like." 

Stepan Trofimovitch again preserved a dignified silence. I 
was sitting on a sofa in the corner. 

Pyotr Stepanovitch quickly explained the reason of his com
ing. Of course, Stepan Trofimovitch was absolutely staggered, 
and he listened in alarm, which was mixed with extreme in
dignation. 

"And that Yulia Mihailovna counts on my coming to read 
for her!" 
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"Well, they're by no means in such need of you. On the con
trary, it's by way of an attention to you, so as to make up to 
Varvara Petrovna. But, of course, you won't dare to refuse, 
and I expect you want to yourself," he added with a grin. 
"You old fogies are all so devilishly ambitious. But, I say 
though, you must look out that it's not too boring. What have 
you got? Spanish history, or what is it? You'd better let me 
look at it three days beforehand, or else you'll put us to sleep 
perhaps." 

The hurried and too barefaced coarseness of these thrusu 
was obviously premeditated. He affected to behave as though 
it were impossible to talk to Stepan Trofunovitch in different 
and more delicate language. Stepan Trofunovitch resolutely 
persisted in ignoring his insults, but what his son told him 
made a more and more overwhelming impression upon him. 

"And she, she herself sent me this message through you?" 
he asked, turning pale. 

"Well, you see, she means to fix a time and place for a mu
tual explanation, the relics of your sentimentalising. You've 
been coquetting with her for twenty years and have trained 
her to the most ridiculous habits. But' don't trouble yourself, 
it's quite different now. She keeps saying herself that she's only 
beginning now to 'have her eyes opened.' I told her in so many 
words that all this friendship of yours is nothing but a mutual 
pouring forth of sloppiness. She told me lots, my boy. Foo! 
what a flunkey's place you've been filling all this time. I posi
tively blushed for you." 

"I filling a flunkey's place?" cried Stepan Trofunovitch, un-
able to restrain himself. • 

"Worse, you've been a parasite, that is, a voluntary flunkey 
_,,, too lazy to work, while you've an appetite for money. She, too, 

un erstands all that now. It's awful the things she's been tell
ing me about you, anyway. I did laugh, my boy, over your let
ters to her; shameful and disgusting. But you're all so depraved, 
so depraved! There's always something depraving in charity
you're a good example of it!" 

"She showed you my letters!" 
"All; though, of course, one couldn't read them all. Foo, 

what a lot of paper you've covered! I believe there are more 
than two thousand letters there. And do you know, old chap, 
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"I curse you henceforth!" 
Stepan Trofunovitch, as pale as cleath, stretched out his hand 

above him. 
"Ach, what folly a man will descend to!" cried Pyotr Ste• 

panovitch, actually surprised. "Well, good-bye, old fellow, 1 
shall never come and see you again. Send me the article before
hand, don't forget, and try and let it be free from nonsense 
Facts, facts, facts. And above all, let it be short. Good-bye." 

III 

Outside influences, too, had come into play in the matter, 
however. Pyotr Stepanovitch certainly had some designs on his 
parent. In my opinion he calculated upon reducing the old man 
to despair, and so to driving him to some open scandal of a cer
tain sort. This was to serve some remote and quite other object 
of his own, of which I shall speak hereafter. All sorts of plans 
and calculations of this kind were swarming in masses in his 
mind at that time, and almost all, of course, of a fantastic 
character. He had designs on another victim besides Stepan 
Trofimovitch. In fact, as appeared afterwards, his victims were 
not few in number, but this one he reckoned upon particular
ly, and it was Mr. von Lembke himself. 

Andrey Antonovitch vo Lemb~belonged to that race, so 
favoured by nature, which 1s rec oned by hundreds of thou
sands at the Russian census, and is perhaps unconscious that it 
forms throughout its whole mass a strictly organised union. 
And this union, of course, is not planned and premeditated, 
but exists spontaneously in the whole race, without words 01 

agreements as a moral obligation consisting in mutual support 
given b all members of the race to one anot er, at all times 
an p aces, and un er a cucumstances. Andrey Antonovitch 
had the honour of being educated in one of those more exalted 
Russian educational institutions which are filled with the youth 
from families well provided with wealth or connections. Al
most immediately on finishing their studies the pupils were ap
pointed tc- rather important posts in one of the government de
partments. Andrey Antonovitch had one uncle a colonel of 
engineers, and another a baker. But he managed to get into this 
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obtained good posts and always under chiefs of his own ract; 
and he worked his way up at asttoa very fine position for a 
man of his age. He had, for a long time, been wishing to marry 
and looking about him carefully. Without the knowledge of 
his superiors he had sent a novel to the editor of a magazine, 
but it had not been accepted. On the other hand, he cut out a 
complete toy railway, and again his creation was most succea
ful. Passengers came on to the platform with bags and port· 
manteaux, with dogs and children, and got into the carriagtt. 
The guards and porters moved away, the bell was rung, the 

s1gnac'was given, ancr'rrr'e traui s-r-artecr'o:rr: rll was a wnok 
year busy over this clever contrivance. But he had to get mar
ried all the same. The circle of his acquaintance was fairly 
wide, chiefly in the world of his compatriots, but his duties 
brought him into Russian spheres also, of course. Finally, when 
he was in his thirty-ninth year, he came in for a legacy. His 
uncle rhe baker died, and left him thirteen thousand roubles 
in his will. The one thing needful was a suitable post. In spite 
of the rather elev .. ted style of his surroundings in the service, 
Mr. von Lembke was a very modest man. He would have been 
perfectly satisfied with some independent little government 
post, with the right to as much government timber as he 
liked, or something snug of that sort, and he would have been 
content all his life long. But now, instead of the Minna or 
Ernestine he had expected, Yulia Mihailovna suddenly ap
peared on the scene. His career was instantly raised to a more 
elevated plane. The modest and precise man felt that he too 
was capable of ambi ion. 

Yulia Mihailovna had a fortune of two hundred serfs, to 
rec on m t e o style, and she had besides powerful friends. 
On the other hand Lembke was handsome, and she was already 
over forty. It is remarkable that he fell genuinely in love with 
her by degrees as he became more used to being betrothed to 
her. On the morning of his wedding day he sent her a poem. 
She liked all this very much, even the poem; it's no joke to be 
forty. He was very quickly raised to a certain grade and re
ceived a certain order of distinction, and then was appointed 
governor of our province. 

Before coming to us Yulia Mihailovna worked hard at 
moulding her husband. In her opinion he was not without abili-
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320 . . b ou know perfectly well that 
-.ion't believe m it yourself, li ut h pie Truth is honester 

Y
ou need religion to bruta se t e peo • 

ood " r.han falseh • • • • . 'th you but it is premature, 
"I agree, I agree, I quite agree,,w1 'd Von' Lembke frowning. 

• h' try . . sa1 ' 
premature in t is coun • fficial of the government af_ter 

"And how can you be dn o lishin churches, and m:i.rchmg 
that, when you agrede to_ ~m~ ves !nd make it all imply a 
:in Petersburg arme wit s a ' 

question of date?" be'ng so crudely caught. 
t1y put out at 1 

Lembke was grea • 11 " h cried carried away and more 
"It's not so, not so at. a • e ' "You're young, and 

i£ d • his amour-propre. . 
Rnd more mort e m . d that's why you're rrustaken. 
know nothing of our aims, an . h ou call us officials of 
You see, my dear Py?tr S~?~~d;1:~Je!c officials, don't you_? 
the government, don t yo • p . ~ Ours is the respons1. 

k how are we acting. . 
But let me as you, the cause of progress iust 

. . b • h long run we serve 1· d b1lity, ut m t e h what you are unsett mg, an 
:is you do. We only hold toget er_ . all directions. We are 

f Id go to pieces m d 
what, but or ~s, wou . f it We say to you, go forwar ' 
not your e.nem1es, not a bit o 1· h' that is things that 

ven unsett e t mgs, ' 
progress, you may ~ d £ form But we will keep you, 
are antiquated and 1!1 nee o rel. ·c·s and so save you from 

d be • thm necessary 1m1 , • 
when nee , wi Id set Russia tottering, 

l £ 'thout u~ you wou yourse ves, or wi h'le our task is to pre-
robbing her of all externalddecencdy,twha: we are mutually es-

I d Cency Un erstan . • 
serve externa e • l d h Whigs and Tones are in 

sential to one anotherl.lln Eng ~l t: :ne another. Well, you're 
the same way mutua _Y essent~a look at it." 
Whigs and we're T~nes. That :oho:sftive eloquence. He bad 

Andrey Anton~v1t~h r~~~ral fnd intellectual style even in 
been fond of talking m a h' here was that there was no 
Peter burg, and the gre~t t mg 
one to play the sp_y ohn him.ii t and maintained an unusually 

Pyotr cepanov1tc was s en ' h ver 
hi 

. d h orator more t an e • 
grave air. T s exc1hte It eh 'person re ponsible for the prov-

"Do you know t at ' t e h dy "do you know lk' about t e stu , 
ince,'" he went on, _wa mg't erform one of them, and, on 
I have so many duties I ~an p uly that t ere's not in for 
the other hand, I can say iust as tr£ . . that everything de-

d here The whole secret o it is, 
me co o • 
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pends upon the views of the government. uppose the govern 
ment were ever to found a republic, from policy, or to pacify 
public excitement, and at the same time to increase the powet' 
of the governors, then we governors would swallow up the 
republic; and not the republic only. Anything you like we' 
swallow up. I, at least, feel that I am ready. In one word, if 
the government dictates to me by telegram, activite devor,,ite, 
I'll supply activite devorante. I've told them here straight in 
their faces: 'Dear sirs, to maintain the equilibrium and to de
velop all the provincial institutions one thing is essential; th11 
increase of the power of the governor.' You see it's necessary 
that all these institutions, the zemstvos, the law-courts, should 
have a two-fold existence, that is, on the one hand, it's nee" 
e.sary they should exist (I agree that it is neces ary), on the
other hand, it's necessary that they shouldn't. It's all according 
to the views of the government. If the mood takes them so 
that institutions seem suddenly necessary, I shall have them 
at once in readiness. The necessity passes and no one will find 
them under my rule. That's what I understand by activitJ 
devora11te, and you can't have it without an incrca e of the 
governor's power. We're talking tcte-a-Ute. You know I'vt 
already laid before the gov rnment in Petersburg the neces, 
sity of a special sentinel before the governor's house. I'm awail•· 
ing an answer." 

"You ought to have two," Pyotr Stepanovitch commented 
"Why two?" said Von Lembke, stopping short before him, 
"One's not enough to create respect for you. You certainly 

ought to have two.'' 
Andrey Antonovitch made a wry face. 
"You ... there's no limit to th_ liberties you take, Pyote 

Stepanovitch. You take advantage of my good-nature, you 
say cutting things, and play the part of a bourrn bienf ai• 
s,nt . ... " 

"Well, that's as you please," muttered Pyotr Stepanovitch! 
"anyway you pave the way for us and Eepare for our 
success." 

" ow, who are 'we,' and what success?" said Von Lembke, 
staring at him in surprise. But be got no answer. 

Yulia Mihailovna, receiving a report of the conversation, 
was greatly displeased. 
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a cutlet, a bottle of Cha teau d'Yquem and o_me gra?1:5, paper, 
and ink, and his bill. 0 one noticed anything special about 
him; he was quiet, gentle, and fri 7ndl . He must have shot 
himself at about midnight, though 1t was strange that ~o one 
had heard the shot, and they only raised the alar~ at mtdday, 
when after knocking in vain, they had broken in the door. 
The bottle of Chateau d'Yquem was half empty, there was 
half a plateful of grapes left coo. The shoe had been fired from 
a little three-chambered revolver, straight into the heart. Ver'[ 
little blood had flowed. The revolver had dropped f~om_ his 
hand on to the carpet. The boy himself was half lymg in a 

orner of the sofa. Death must have been instantaneous. Th~re 
was no trace of the anguish of death in the face; the expr~1~ 
was serene, almost happy, as though there were no ca_r~ 1ll his 
life. All our party stared at him with ~reedy cur1os1ty •. In 
every misfortune of one's neighbour there 1s always somet~g 
cheering for an onlooker-whoeve: ~e ~ay be. Our ladies 
gazed in silence, cheir companion~ ~songIDshed themselves b! 
their wit and their superb equamnuty. One observed thathhis 
was the best way out of it, and that the boy could not ave 
hit upon anything more sensible; another ob erved_ that he had 
had a good time if only for a moment. A third s~ddenly 
blurted out the inquiry why people had begun hang10g and 
shooting themselves among us of late, as though they_ ~ad 
suddenly lost their roots, as though the round we~e 1~mg 
way under every one's feet. People loo e co y a~ d:us ra,fsoolon
,ieur. hen Lyams , w o prided himself on playing the . , 
took a bunch of grapes from the plate; anothe~, laughing, 
followed his example, and a third stretched out_ ~s hand for 
the Chateau d'Yquem. But che head of police arriving checked 
him, and even ordered chat the room should be clear~d. AJ 
every one had seen all they wanted they. went out :without 
disputing, though Lyamshin began pestermg t~e police cap
tain about something. The general merrymaking, laughter, 
and playful talk were twice as lively on the latter half of the 

ay. 1 . h' • 'clock. We arrived at emyon Yakov ev,cc s JUSt at one o 
The gate of the rather large house stood unfastened and the 
approach to the lodge was open. We learnt a_t _once that 5;';; 
yon Yakovlevitch was dining, but was receiving guests. 
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whole crowd of us went in. The room in which 1the sainr 
dined and received visitors had three windows, and as fairly 
large. It was divided into two equal parts by a wooden lattice
work partition, which ran from wall to wall, and was three 
or four feet high. Ordinaty visitors remained on the outside 
of this partition but lucky ones were by the saint's invitation 
admitted through the partition doors into his half of the room. 
And if so disposed he made them sit down on the sofa or on 
his old leather chairs. He himself invariably sat in an old
fashioned shabby Voltaire arm-chair. He was a rather big, 
bloated-looking, yellow-faced man of five and fifty, with a 
bald head and scanty flaxen hair. He wore no beard; his right 
cheek was swollen, and his mouth seemed somehow twisted 
awry. He had a large wart on the left side of his nose; narrow 
eyes, and a calm, stolid, sleepy expression. He was dressed in 
European style, in a black coat, but had no waistcoat or tie. A 
rather coarse, but white shirt, peeped out below his coat. 
There was something the matter with his feet, I believe, and 
he kept them in slippers. I've heard that he had at one time 
been a clerk, and received a rank in the service. He had jwt 
finished some fish soup, and was beginning his second dish of 
potatoes in their skins, eaten with salt. He never ate anything 
else, but he drank a great deal of tea, of which he was very 
fond. Three servants provided by the merchant were running 
to and fro about him. One of them was in a swallow-tail, the 
second looked like a workman, and the third like a verger. 
There was also a very lively boy of sixteen. Besides the servants 
there was present, holding a jug, a reverend, grey-headed monk, 
who was a little too fat. On one of the tables a huge samovar 
was boiling, and a tray with almost two dozen glasses was 
standing near it. On another table opposite offerings had been 
placed: some loaves and also some pounds of sugar, two 
pounds of tea, a pair of embroidered slippers, a foulard hand
kerchief, a length of cloth, a piece of linen, and so on. Money 
offerings almo t all went into the monk's jug. The room was 
full of people, at least a dozen visitors, of whom two wert 
sitting with Semyon Yakovlevitch on the other ide of the 
partition. One was a grey-headed old pilgrim of the peasant 
class, and the other a little, dried-up monk, who sat demurely, 
with hi eyes cast down. The other visitors were all stao-iing 
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"It's of no use whatever. This jug's of use because one Cal\ 

pour water into it. This pencil's of use becau e you can write 
anything with it. But chat woman's face is inferior to any face 
in nature. Try drawing an apple, and put a real apple beside it. 
Which would ou cake? You wo>Jldn'c make a mistake, I'm 
sure. This i what all our theories amount co, now that the 
:first light of free investigation has d~wned upon them." 

"Indeed, indeed." 
"You laugh ironically. And what used you co say to me 

about charity? Yet the enjoyment derived from charity is a 
haughty and immoral enjoyment. The rich man's enjoyment in 
his wealth, his power, and in the compari on of his importance 
with the poor. Charity corrupt giver and taker alike; and, 
what's more, does not attain its object, as it only increases 
poverty. Fathers who don't want to work crowd round the 
i:haritable like gamblers round the gambling-table, hoping for 
~ain, while the pitiful farthings chat are flung them are a hun
dred times too little. Have you given away much in your life! 
Less than a rouble, if you cry and think. Try to remember 
when last you gave away anything; it'll be two years ago, 
maybe four. You make an outcry and only hinder things. 
Char· u t to ~forbidden by Jaw, even in che resent state 
of society. In c egune there will be no poor at all." 

"Oh, w at an eruption of borrowed phra e ! o it's come to 
the new regime :ilready? Unhappy woman, God help you!" 

"Yes; ic ha, Stepan Trofimovitch. You c:irefully concealed 
all these new ideas from me, though every one's familiar win 
them nowadays. And you did it simply out of jealo!lsy, so 1 

to have power over me. o that even now that lia is a hun
dred miles ahead of me. But now my eyes have been opened: 
I have- defended you, Stepan Trofimovitch, all I could, bat 
there is no one who does not blame you." 

"Enough!" said he, getting up from his seat. "Enough! Ami 
what can I wish you now, unless it's repentance?" 

" it still a minute, Stepan Trofimovitch. I have anothir 
question to ask you. You've been told of che invitation to reil 
at the literary matinee. le was arranged through me. Tel1111 
what you're going to read?" 

"Why, about that very Queen of Queens, that ideal of ha-
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Oh, my dreams. Farewell. Twenty years. Alea jacta est!'' 

His face was wet with a sudden gush of tears. He took his 
hat. 

"I don't understand Latin," said Varvara Petrovna, doing 
her best to control herself. 

Who knows, perhaps, she too felt like crying. But caprice 
and indignation once more got the upper hand. 

"I know only one thing, that all this is childish nonsense. 
You will never be capable of carrying out your threats, which 
are a mass of egoism. You will set off nowhere, to no merchant; 
you'll end very peaceably on my hands, taking your pension, 
and receiving your utterly impossible friends on Tuesdays. 
Good-bye, Stepan Trofimovitch." 

"Alea jacta est!" He made her a deep bow, and returned 
home, almost dead with emotion. ---
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ntonovitch mo~t was that the overseer of Shpigulin's factory 
had brought the police just at the same time two or three 
packers of exactly che same leaflets as had been found on the 
lieutenant. The bundles, which had been dropped in the factory 
in the night had not been opened, and none of the factory-
1,ands had had time co read one of chem. The incident was a 
trivial one, but it set Andrey Antonovitch pondering deeply. 
The position pre ented it elf to him in an unpleasantly com
,>licated light. 

In chis factory the famous " hpig~ scandal" was just then 
brewing, which made so mucb talk among us and got into the 
Petersburg and Moscow papers with all sorts of variations. 
Three weeks previously one of the hands had fallen ill and died 
of Asiatic cholera; then several ochers were tricken down. The 
whole town was in a panic, for the cholera was coming nearer 
and nearer and had reached the neighbouring province. I may 
ob erve that satisfactory sanitary measures had been, so far as 
possible, taken to meet the unexpected gue t. But the factory 
belonging to the Shpigulins, who were millionaires and well
connected people, had spmehow been overlooked. And thm 
was a sudden outcry from every one that this factory was the 
hot-bed of infection, that the factory itself, and especially the 
quarters inhabited by the workpeople, were so inveterately 
filthy that even if cholera had not been in the neighbourhood 
ch~re might well have been an outbreak there. Steps were im
mediately taken, of course, and Andrey Antonovicch vigor
ously insisted on their being carried out without delay within 
three weeks. The factory was clean ed, but the hpigulins, for. 
some unknown reason, closed it. One of the Shpigulin brothen 
always lived in Petersburg and the other went away to Moscow 
when the order wa given for cleansing the factory. The over
seer proceeded to pay off the workpeople and, as it appeared, 
cheated them shamelessly. The hands began to complain among 
themselves, asking to be paid fairly, and foolishly went to the 
police, though without much disturbance, for they were not II 
very much excited. It was just at this moment that the maoi
fescoes were brought co Andrey Antonovitch by the overseer. 

Pyotr tepanovitch popped into the study unannounced, lib 
an intimate friend and one of the family; besides, he had a ma
sage from Yulia Mihailovn.a. Seeing him, Lembke frowned 
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To share all the wealth in common, 
And the antiquated thrall • 
Of the church, the home and marriage 
To abolish once for all." 

"You got it from that officer, I suppose, eh?" asked Pyou 
5tepanovitch. 

"Why, do you know that officer, then, too?" 
"I should think so. I had a gay time with him there fo, 

two days; he was bound to go out of his mind." 
"Perhaps he did not go out of his mind." 
"You think he didn't because he began to bite?" 
"But, excuse me, if you saw those verses abroad and then, 

it appears, at that officer's . . . " 
"What, puzzling, is it? You are putting me through an ex

amination, Andrey Antonovitch, I see. You see," he began 
suddenly with extraordinary dignity, "as to what I saw abro:1d 
I have already given explanations, and my explanations were 
found satisfactory, otherwise I should not have been gratifying 
this town with my presence. I consider that the question as 
regards me has been settled, and I am not obliged to give any 
further account of myself, not because I an.informer, but 
because I could not help acting as I did. The people who wrote 
to Yulia Mihailovna about me knew what they were talking 
about, and they said I was an honest man .... But that's 
neither here nor there; I've come to see you about a serious 
matter, and it's as well you've sent your chimney-sweep away. 
It's a matter of importance to me, Andrey Antonovitch. I 
shall have a very great favour to ask of you." 

"A favour? H'm ... by all means; I am waiting and, 
confess, with curiosity. And I must add, Pyotr Stepanovitch, 
that you surprise me not a little." 

Von Lembke was in some agitation. Pyotr Stepanovitch 
crossed his legs. 

"In Petersburg," he began, "I talked freely of most things, 
but there were things-this, for instance" (he tapped the " o
ble Personality" with his finger) "about which I held my 
tongue-in the first place, because it wasn't worth talking 
about, and secondly, because I only answered questions. I don't 
care to put myself forward in such matters; in that I sec the 
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distinction between a rogue and an honest man forced by cir
cumstances. \Veil, in short, we'll dismiss that. But now ... 
now that the e fools . . . now that this has come to the sur
face and is in your hands, and I see that you'll find out all about 
it-for you are a man with eyes and one can't tell beforehand 
what you'll do--and these fools are still going on, I ... I 
... well, the fact is, I've come to ask you to save one man, a 
fool too, most likely mad, for the sake of his youth, his mis
fortunes, in the name of your humanity .... You can't be so 
humane only iri the novels you manufacture!" he said, break
ing off with coarse sarcasm and impatience. 

In fact, he was seen to be a straightforward man, awkward 
and impolitic from excess of humane feeling and perhaps from 
excessive sensitivene s-above all, a man of limited intelligence, 
as Von Lembke saw at once with extraordinary subtlety. He 
had indeed long suspected it, especially when during the pre
vious week he had, sitting alone in his study at night, secretly 
cursed him with all his heart for the inexplicable way in which 
he had gained Yulia Mihailovna's good graces. 

"For whom arc you interceding, .and what does all this 
mean?" he inquired majestically, trying to conceal his curi
osity. 

"It . it's . . . damn it! It's not my fault that I trust 
you! Is it my fault that I look upon you as a most honourable 
and, above all, a sensible man . . . capable, that is, of under
standing . . . damn . . . " 

The poor fellow evidently could not master his emotion. 
"You must understand at last," he went on, "you must un-

derstmd that in pronouncing his name I traying him.m.. 
you-I am betraying him, am I not? I am, am I not?" 

ut how am I to guess if you don't make up your mind to 
~peak out?" 

"That's just it; you always cut the ground from under one's 
feet with your logic, damn it .... Well, here goes ... this 
'noble personality,' this 'student' ... is ShatQ .. that's 
all." 

"Shatov? How do you mean it's Shatov?" 
"Shatov is the 'student' who is mentioned in this. He lives 

here, he was once a serf, the man who gave that slap ... 
"I know, I know." Lembke screwed up his eyes. "But 
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excuse me, what is he accused of? Preci ely and, above all, what 
is your pcti tion?" 

"I beg you to save him, do you understand? I used to know 
him eight years ago I might almost say I was his friend," cried 
Pyotr Stepanovitch, completely carried away. "But I am not 
bound to give you an account of my past life," he added, with 
a gesture of dismissal. "All this is of no consequence; it's the 
case of three men and a half, and with those that are a road 
y"oucan t make up a dozen. But what I am building upon ii 
your humanity and your intelligence. You will understand and 
you will put the matter in its true light, as the foolish dream 
of a man driven crazy ... by misfortunes, by continued 
misfortunes, and not as some impossible political plot or God 
knows what!" 

He was almost gasping for breach. 
"H'm. I see that he is responsible for the manifestoes witl

the axe," Lemb!-.e concluded almost majestically. "Excuse me, 
though, if he were the only person concerned, how could he 
have distributed it both here and in other districts and in th< 
X province . . . and, above all, where did he get them?' 

"But I tell you chat at the utmost there are not more than 
five people in it-a dozen perhap . How can I tell?" 

"You don't know?" 
"How should I know?--<lamn it all." 
"Why, you knew that hatov was one of the conspirators." 
"Ech!" Pyotr Stepanovitch waved his hand as though t1 

keep off the overwhelming penetration of the inquirer. "Well. 
listen. I'll tell you the whole truth: of the manifestoes I know 
nothing-that is, absolutely nothing. Damn it all, don't you 
know what nothing means? ... That sub-lieutenant, to be 
sure, and somebody else and some one else here . . . and ha. 
tov perhaps and some one else too--well, that's the lot of them 
... a wretched lot .... But I've come to intercede for ha. 
tov. He must be saved, for this poem is his his own composi
tion, and it was through him it was published abroad; that l 
know for a fact, but of the manifescoes I really know noth
ing." 

"If the poem is his work, no doubt the manifestoes are too, 
But what data have you for suspecting Mr. Shatov?" 

Pyotr Stepanovitch, with the air of a man driven out of all 
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pocket-book out of his pocket and took a 

"Here are the facts," he cried, flinging it on the table. 
Lembke unfolded it; it turned out to be a note written sil 

months before from here to some address abroad. It was a brief 
note, only two line : 

"I can't print 'A oble Personality' here, and in fact I can 
do nothing; print it abroad. Iv. SHATOV," 

l.embke looked intently at Pyotr Scepanovitch. Varvara Pe
trovna had been right in saying that he had at times the 
expression of a sheep. 

"You see, it's like this," Pyotr Stepanovitch burst out. "He 
wrote this poem here six months ago, but he couldn't get it 
printed here, in a secret printing press, and o he asks to have it 
printed abroad .... That seems clear." 

"Yes, that's clear, but to whom did he write? That's noc 
clear yet," Lembke observed with the most subtle irony. 

"Why Kirillov, o course; the letter was written to KirillOY 
abroad .... Surely you knew that? What's so annoying is 
that perhaps you are only putting it on before me, and most 
likely you knew all about this roem and everything long ago! 
How did it come to be on your table? It found its way there 
somehow! Why are you torturing me if so?" 

He feverishly mopped his forehead with hi handkerchief. 
"I know something, perhaps." Lembke parried dexterously. 

"But who is chis Kirillov?" 
"An engineer who has lately come to the town. He was 

Stavrogin's second, a maniac, a madman; your sub-lieutenant 
may really only be suffering from temporary delirium, but Kir
illov is a thoroughgoing madman-thoroughgoing, that I guar
antee. Ah, Andrey Antonovitch, if the government only knew 
what sort of people these conspirators all are, they wouldn't 
haYe the heart to lay a finger on them. Every ingle one of 
them ought to be in an asylum; I had a goo oo at t em in 
w1tzerland and at the congresses." 

"From which they direct the movement here?" 
"Why, who directs it? Three men and a half. It makes one 

sick to think of them. And what sort of movement is there 
here? Manifestoes! And what recruits have they made? Sub-
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lieutenants in brain fever and two or three students! You 
are ,1 sensiole man: answer this question. Why don't people of 
consequence join their ranks? Why are they all students and 
half-baked boys of twenty-two? And not many of those. 1 
dare say there are thousands of bloodhounds on their track, 
but have they tracked out many of them? Seven! I tell you 
it makes one sick." 

Lembke listened with attention but with an expression that 
seemed to say, "You don't feed nightingales on fairy-tales." 

"Excuse me, though. You asserted· chat the letter was senf 
abroad, but there's no address on it; how do you come to know 
that it was addressed to Mr. Kirillov and abroad too and ..• 
and ... that it really was written by Mr. Shatov?" 

"~hy, fetch some specimen of Shatov's writing and com, 
pare _it. Y ~u must have some signature of his in your office. As 
for its being addressed to Kirillov, it was Kirillov himself 
showed it me at the time." 

"Then you were yourself . . . " 
"Of course I was, myself. They showed me lots of things out 

there. And as for this poem, they say it was written by Herzen 
to ~hatov _when he was still wandering abroad, in memory of 
their meetlllg, so they say, by way of praise and recommend a. 
tion--damn it all ... and Shatov circulates it among the 
young people as much as to say, 'This was Herzen's opinion of 
me.'" 
. "Ha ha!" cried Lembke, feeling he had got to the bottom of 
It at last. "That's just what I was wondering: one can under
stand the manifesto, but what's the object of the poem?" 

"Of course you'd see it. Goodness knows why I've been b1b
bling to y~u. Listen. Spare Shatov for me and the rest may go 
~ ~he ?evil--even Kirillov, who is in hiding now, shut np in 
Fihpov s house, where Shatov lodges too. They don't like me 
because I've turned round ... but r mise me Shatov and 
I'll dish_ them all up for you. I shall be of use, Andrey Antono
vitch! I reckon nine or ten men make up the whole wretched 
lot. I am keeping an eye on them myself, on my own account. 
~e know of three already: Shatov, Kirillov, and that sub. 
lieutenant. The others I am only watching carefully ... 
~ugh I a_m pretty sharp-sighted too. It's the same over again 
,~ 1t wa, m the X province: two students, a schoolboy, twc 
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"Fougue is just it," he assented. "She may be a woman of 
genius, a literary woman, but she would scare our sparrows. 
She wouldn't l-e able to keep quiet for six hours, let alone six 
days. Ech, Andrey Antonovicch, don't attempt to tie a woman 
down for six days! You do admit that I have some experience-
in this sort of thing, I mean; I know something about it, and 
you know that I may very well know something about it. I am 
not asking for six days for fun but with an object." 

"I have heard . . . " (Lembke hesitated to utter his 
thought) "I have heard that on your return from abroad you 
made some expression . . . 7it were of re ntance, in the 
eroper_ quarter?" 
--nwell, that's as it may be." 

"And, of course, I don't want to go into it .... But it has 
seemed to me all along that you've talked in quite a different 
style--about che Christian faith, for instance, about 90Cial 
institutions, about the government even. . . . " 

"I've said lots of things, no doubt, I am saying them still; 
but such ideas mustn't be applied as those fools do it, that', 
the point. What's the good of biting his superior's shoulder? 
You agreed wich,me your elf, only you said it was premature." 

"I didn't mean that when I agreed and said it was prema
ture.'· 

"You weigh every word you utter, though. He he! You are 
a careful man!" Pyotr Stepanovicch observed gaily all of a 
sudden. "Listen, old friend. I had to gee to know you; that's 
why I talked in my own sryle. You are not the only one I get 
to know like that. Maybe I needed to find out your character.'' 

"What's my character to you?" 
"How can I tell what it may be to me?" He laughed again. 

"You see, my dear and highly respected Andrey Antonovitch, 
you are cunning, but it's not come to that yet and it certainly 
never will come to it, you understand? Perhaps you do under
stand. Though I did make an explanation in the proper quarter 
when I came back from abroad, and I really don't know why a 
man of certain convictions should not be able to work for the 
advancement u ·s sincere convictions ... but nobody there 
as et instructed me to investigate your character and I've not 

undertaken any such job from theui. Consider: 1 need not have 
given those two names to you. I might have gone ~traigbt 
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on, this conversation of the governor with hi ubordina';e led 
to a very surprising event which amused many people, became 
public property, moved Yulia Mihailovna to fierce anger, ut
terly disconcerting Andrey Antonovitch and reducing him at 
the crucial moment to a state of deplorable indecision. 

V 

It was a busy day for Pyotr Stepanovitch. From Von Lembke 
he hastened to Bogoyavlensky Street, but as he went along By
kovy Street, past the house where Karmazinov was staying, he 
suddenly stopped, grinned, and went into the house. The ser
vant told him that he was expected, which interested him, as 
he had said nothing beforehand of his corning. 

But the great writer really had been expecting him, not only 
that day but the day before and the day before that. Three 
days before he had handed him his manuscript Merci (which 
he had meant to read at the litererary matinee at Yulia Mihail
ovna's fete). He had done this out of amiability, fully con
vinced that he was agreeably flattering the young man's van
ity by letting him read the great work beforehand. Pyotr Ste
panovitch had noticed long before that this vainglorious, 
spoiled gentleman, who was so offensively unapproachable for 
all but the elect, this writer "with the intellect of a stat~
man," was simply trying to curry favour with him, even with 
avidity. I believe the young man guessed at last that Kar
mazinov considered him, if not the leader of tht whole secret 
revolutionary movement in Russia, at lea t one of those most 
deeply initiated into the secrets of the Russian revolution who 
had an incontestable influence ou the younger generation. The 
state of mind of "the cleverest man in Russia" interested Pyotr 
Stepanovitch, but hitherto he had, for certain reasons, avoid d 
explaining himself. 

The great writer was staying in the house belonging to hi 
sister, who was the wife of a kammerherr and had an estate in 
the neighbourhood. Both she and her husband had the deepest 
reverence for their illu trious relation, but to their profound 
regret both cf them happened to be in Moscow at the time of 
bis visit, so t!:lat the honour of receiving him fell to the lot of 
an old lady, a poor relation of the kammerherr's, who had for 
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Pyotr Stepanovitch went first t • ril~~ 's. He fo~d him, 
as usual, alone, and at the moment pract1S1ng gymnastics, t~ 
is, standing with his legs apart, brandishing his arms above his 
head in a peculiar way. On the floor lay a ball. The tea stood 
cold on the table, not cleared since breakfast. Pyotr Stepano
,-itch stood for a minute on the threshold. 

"You are very anxious about your health, it seems," he said 
in a loud and cheerful tone, going into the room. "What a 
iolly ball, though; foo, how it bounces! Is that for gymnastics 

too?" 
K.irillov put on his coat. 
"Yes, that's for the good of my health too," he muttered 

dryly. " it down." • 
"I'm only here for a minute. Still, I'll sit down. Health II 

all very well, but I've come to remind you of our agreeme 
The appointed time is approaching ..• in a certain sense," be 

concluded awkwardly. 
"What agreement?" 
"How can you ask?" Pyotr Stepanovitch was startled and 

even dismayed. 
"It's not an agreement and not an obligation. I have DOI 

bound myself in any way; it's a mistake on your part." . 
"I say, what's this you're doing?" Pyotr Stepanov1ta 

jumped up. 
"What I choose." 
"What do you choose?" 
"The same as before." 
"How am I to understand that? Does that mean that }'Ill 

are in the same mind?" 
"Yes. Only there's no agreement and never has ~en, and 

1 have not bound myself in any way. I could do as I ltked and 
I can t1 do as I like." 

Kirillov explained himself curtly and contemptuously. 
"I agree, I agree; be as free as you like if yo_u do?'t chan~ 

your mind." Pyotr Stepanovitch sat down again with a satll
fied air. "You are angry over a word. You've become very 
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llTltable _of late; that's why I've avoided coming to see you, 
I was qwte sure, though, you would be loyal." 

"I dislike Y,ou very n:iuch, but you can be perfectly sure
~~gh I don t regard 1t as loyalty and disloyalty." 
,. But do you kn?w" (Pyotr Stepanovitch was startled again) 
. we must talk things over thoroughly again so as not to get 
m a muddle. The b1;1siness needs accuracy, and you keep giving 
BM;, such s~ocks. Will !~u let me speak?" 

.. Speak, snapped Kirillov, looking away. 
Y u Y?ur ~ind long ago to take your life . . . ) 

~• you had the idea 10 your mind. Is that the right expres-
110n? Is there any mistake about that?" 

"I have the same idea still." 
::Excellent. Take note that no one has forced it on you." 
.. Rather not; what nonsense you talk." 
I dare _say I express it very stupidly. Of course, it would be 

very stupid to force anybody to it. I'll go on. You were :i 

member of the society before its organization was changed 
and confessed it to one of the members." ' 

'.'.1 di_dn't confess it, I simply said so." 
Quite so. ~d it would be absurd to confess such a thing. 

~at a ~~nfess1on! You simply said so. Excellent." 
_No, 1t s_ not excellent, for you are being tedious. I am not 

obliged to ~1ve you any account of myself and you can't under
stan? my 1_deas. I want to put an end to my life, becaUSl' 
:ts my idea, because on t want to be afraid of death 

ause • .. because there's no need for you to ow. Wha~ 
do you want? Would you like tea? It's cold. Let me get you 
another glass." 

Pyotr _Stepanovitch actually had taken up the teapot and 
was looking for an empty glass. Kirillov went to the cupboard 
and brought a clean glass. 
,. "I've j1;1st had lun~h at K~mazinov's," observed his visitor, 
then I h~tened ~ him talking, and perspired and got into a 

sw::3t ~gam runrung here. I am fearfully thirsty." 
Drmk. Cold tea ii good." 

Kirillov sat down on his chair again and again fixed his c es 
on the farthest corner. y 

:Th~, idea has ~risen in the society," he went on in the same 
voice, that I might be of use if I killed myself, and that 
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"But why?" 
"I don't want to." 
Pyotr Scepanovicch was really angry; he turned positinly 

green, but again he controlled himself. He got up and took bis 
hat. 

"Is that fellow with you?" he brought out suddenly, in a 
low voice. 

cc.Yes." 
"That's good. I'll soon get him away. Don't be uneasy." 
"I am not uneasy. He is only here at night. The old woman 

is in the hospital, her daughter-in-law is dead. I've been alone 
for the last two days. I've shown him the place in the paling 
where you can cake a board out; he gets through, no one sees." 

''I'll take him away soon." 
"He says he has got plenty of places to stay the night in." 
"That's rot; they are looking for him, but here he wouldn't 

be noticed. Do you ever get into talk with him?" 
"Yes, at night. He abuses you tremendously. I've been read

ing the 'Apocalypse' to him at night, and we have tea. He lis
tened eagerly, very eagecly, the whole night." 

"Hang it all, you'll convert him co Christianity!" 
"He is a Christian as it is. Don't be unea y, he'll do the mur

:ier. '\ horn do you want co murder?" 
" o, I don't want him for that, I want him for something 

different .... And does Shatov know about Fedka?" 
"I don't talk co Shatov, and I don't see him." 
"I lie angry?" 
" o, we are not angry, only we shun one another. We lay 

too long side by side in America." 
"I am going to him directly." 
"As you like." 
"Stavrogin and I may come and see you from there, about 

ten o'clock." 
((Do." 
"I want co talk co him about something important .. , , 

I say, make me a present of your ball; what do you want with 
it now? I want it for gymnastics coo. I'll pay you for it if you 
like." 

''You can take it without." 
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Pyotr Stepanovicch put the ba!I in the back pocket of hu. 

coat. 
"But I'll give you nothing against Scavrogin," Kirillov rout~ 

tercel a ter his guest, as he saw him out. The latter !ooked at 
him in amazement but did not answer. 

Kirillov's last words perplexed Pyotr Stepanovitch extreme
ly;. he had not time yet to discover their meaning, but even 
while he was on the stairs of Shatov's lodging he tried to re
~ove all trace of annoyance and to assume an amiable expres
s10 atov was at home and rather unwell. He was lying on 
his bed, though dressed. 

"What bad luck!" Pyotr Stepanovitch cried out in the door
way. "Are you really ill?" 

The amiable expression of his face suddenly vanished; there 
was a gleam of spite in his eyes. 

"Not • t all." Shatov jumped up nervously. "I am not ill 
at all . . . a little headache . . . " 
. He ~~s disconcerted; the udden appearance of such a vis
itor pos1t1vely ala med him. 

"You !11ustn't be ill for the job I've come about," Pyott 
Stepanov1tch began quickly and, as it were, peremptorily. 
"A~low me to sit down." (He sat down.) "And you sit down 
agam on y ur bedstead; that's right. There will be a party of 
our fellows at Virginsky's to-night on the pre~e,:t of his birth•. 
day; it ill have no political character, however-we've seen 
to that. I am c ming with ikofa , Stavrogin. I would not, of 
~ourse, have dragged rou there, kno ring your way of think
mg at pre nt. • • • slilply to save your being worried, not 
because we think ou would bet.ra¥ us. But as thin as havt" 
turned out, you will have to go. You'll meet there the very 
people wi h whom we shall finally sett e how ou are to leave 
~ ~ociety a;1d to _whq_m you ar~ to ha1?-d over wliat is m yout 
~pmg. We 11 do 1t without bemg noticed; I'll take you aside 
mto a corner; there'll be a lot of people and there's no need 
for every on~ to know. I must confess I've had to keep my 
tongue waggm~ _on your behalf; but now I believe they've 
agreed, on condition you hand over the printing press and all 
the papers, of course. Then you can go where you please." 

Shatov listened, frowning and resentful. The nervous alarm 
Qf a moment befora had entirely left him. 
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through false pride? Isn't it better to part friends? In any case 
you'll have to give up the printing press and the old type and 
papers-that's what we must talk about." 

"I'll come," Shatov muttered, looking down thoughtfully. 
Pyotr Stepanovitch glanced askance at him from his place. 
"Will Stavrogin be there?" Shatov asked suddenly, raising 

his head. 
"He is certain to be." 
"Ha ha!" 
Again they were silent for a minute. Shatov grinned dis, 

dainfully and irritably. 
"And that contemptible • oble Personality' of yours, that 

I wouldn't print here. Has it been printed?" he asked. 
uYes." 
"To make the schoolboys believe that Herzen himself had 

written it in your album)" 
"Yes, Herzen himself." 
Again they were silent for three minutes. At last Shatov got 

up from the bed. 
"Go out of my room; I don't care to sit with you." 
'Tm going," Pyotr Stepanovitch brought out with positive 

alacrity, getting up at once. "Only one word: Kirillov is quite 
alone in the lodge now, isn't he, without a servant?" 

"Quite alone. Get along; I can't stand being in the same 
room with you." -
-Well, you are a pleasant customer now!" Pyotr Scepano
vitch reflected gaily as he went out into the street, "and you 
will be pleasant this evening too, and that just suits me; noth
ing better could be wished, nothing better could be wished! 
The Russian God Himself seems helping me." 

VII 

He had probably been very busy that day on all sorts of 
errands and probably with success, which was reflected in the 
self-satisfied expression of his face when at six o'clock that 
evening he turned up at Stav.rogin's. But he was not at once 
admitted: Stavrogin had just locked himself in the study with 
Mavriky Nikolaevitch. This news instantly made Pyotr Stepa, 
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"What it costs? What did you say?" Pyotr Stepanovitch n 
startled. 

"I said, 'Damn you and your ecret!' You'd better be telling 
me who will be there. I know that we are goi..'lg to a name-day 
party, but who will be there?" 

"Oh all sorts! Even Kirillov." 
"All members of circles?" 
"Hang it all, you are in a hurry! There's not one circle form

ed yet." 
"How did you manage to distribute so many manifestoes 

then?" 
"Where we are going onlY, four are members of the..D 

The others on probation are spying on one another with jealom 
~gerness and bring reports co me. They are a trustworthy ICt 
It' all material which we muse organi e, and then we mllll 
dear ut. But you wrote the rules your elf, there's nos• 
~xplain." 

"Are things going badly then? Is there a hitch?" 
"Going? Couldn't be better. It will amu e you: the fuwt 

thing which ha a tremendous effect .i giving them titla. 
othing has more influence than a title. I invent ranks and 

duties on purpose; I have secretarie , se ret pies, treasurm, 
presidents, registrars, their assistants-they like it awfully, it's 
taken capitally. Then, the next force is sentimentalism, rl 
course. You know, among t us ocialism preads principally 
through sentimentalism. But the trouble is these lieute1121111 
who bite; sometimes you put your foot in it. Then come die 
out-and-out rogues; well, they are a good sort, if you like, and 
ometimes very useful; but they waste a lot of one's time, thq 

want ince sane looking after. And the most important force el 
all-the cement that holds everything together-is their I. 
ing ashamed of having an opinion of their own. That is a fora! 
And whose work is it, whose pre ious achievement is it, thu 
not one idea of their own is left in their heads! They think 
originality a disgrace." 

"If so, why do you take so much trouble?" 
"Why, if people lie sim ly _gaping at every one, how C3ll.JIIII 

resist annexing them? Can you seriously refuse to believe in die 
oo sibility of succ ss? Yes, you have the faith, but one wanll 
will. It's just with people like this that uccess i possible. I 
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tell you I could make them go through fire; one h:is only to din 
it into them that they are not advanced enough. The fools re
proach me that I have taken in every one here over the central 
committee and 'the innumerable branches.' You once blamed 
me for it yourself, but where's the deception? You and I are 
the central committee and there will be as many branches a, 
we like." 

"And always the same sort of rabble!" 
"Raw material. Even they will be of use.'' 
"And you are still reckoning on me?" 
"You are the chief, you are the head; I shall only be a sub, 

ordmate, your secretary. We shall take to our barque, you 
know; the oars are of maple, the sails are of silk, at the helm sics 
a fair maiden, Lizaveta ikolaevna . . . hang it, how does it 
go in the ballad?" 

"He is stuck," laughed tavrogin. " o, I'd better give }011 

my version. There you reckon on your finger the forces that 
make up the circle. All that business of titles and sentimental, 
ism is a very good cement, but there is something better; per- /2 
suade four member of the circle to do for a fifth on th. // 
pretence that he is a traitor and you'll tie them all together 
wiffithe blood they've shed as though it were a knot. They'll 
liyour slaves, they ~on't dare to rebel or call you to account. 
Ha ha ha!" 

"~ut you ... you. shall pay for tho e words," Pyotr tep
anov1tch thought to himself, "ancl this very evening, in fact. 
You go too far." 

This or something like this must have been Pyotr Stepano
Yitch's reflection. They were approaching irginsky's house. 

"You've represented me, no doubt, as a member from 
abroad, an in pector in connection with the Intemationale?" 
Stavrogin a ked uddenly. 

"No, not an inspector; you won't be an inspector; but you 
are one of the original members from abroad, who knows the 
most important secrets-that's your role. You are going to 
speak, of course?" 

"What's put that idea into you:- head?" 
"Now you are bound to speak." 
Stavrogin positively stood still in rhe middle of the street in 

surprise, not far from a street lamp. Pyotr tepanovitch faced 
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his scrutiny calmly and defiantly. Stavrogin cursed and went 
on. 

"And are you going 
Stepanovi tch. 

" o, I am going co listen to you." 
"Damn you, you really are giving me an idea!" 
"What idea?" Pyotr Stepanovitch asked quickly. 
"Perhaps I will spe:ik there, but afterwards I will give youa 

hiding-and a sound one too, you know." 
"By the way, I told Karmazinov this morning that you aid 

he ought to be thrashed and not simply as a form but to hurt, 
as they flog peasants." 

"But I never said such a thing; ha ha!" 
" o matter. Se non e vero ... " 
"\Veil, thanks. I am truly obliged." 
"And another thing. Do you know Karmazinov says that 

the essence of our creed is the negation of honour, and that by 
the open advocacy of a right to be di honourable a Russian cu 
be won o er more easily than by anything." 

"An excellent saying! Golden words!" cried Stavrogin. 
"He's hit the mark there! The right to dishonour-why, they'4 
all flock to us for that, not one would cay behind! And~ 
Verhovensky, you ne not one of the hi her police, are you~ 

"Anyone who has a question like cnat in his mind doesn't 
utter it." 

"I understand, but we are by ourselves." 
" o so far I am not one of the higher police. Enough, here 

we are. Compose your features, Stavrogin; I always do miae 
when I go in. A gloomy expression, that's all, nothing more ir 
wanted; it's a very simple business." 

CHAPTER VII 

A MEETING 

I 

~SK lived in his own house, or rather his wife's, io 
Muravyin Street. It wa a wooden house of one story. 
nd there were no lodgers in it. On the pretext of Vir

ginsky's name-day party about fifteen guests were assembled; 
liut the entertainment wa not in the least like an o:-dinary 
provincial name-day party. From the very beginning of theit 
married life the husband and wife had agreed once for all that 
-it was utterly stupid to invite friends to celebrate name-days. 
ad that "there is nothing to rejoice about in fact." In a few 
yan they had succeeded in completely cutting themselves off 
.from all society. Though he was a man of some ability, and by 
1111 means very poor, he omehow seemed to every one an eccen
uic fellow who wa fond of solitude, and, what's more, "stuck 
up in conversation." Madame Virginsky was a midwife by pro
fession, and by that very fact was on the lowest rung of th( 
111Cial ladder, lower even than the priest's wife in spite of her 
husband's rank as an officer. But she was conspicuously lacking 
in the humility befitting her position. And after her very stu
pid and unpardonably open liaison on principle with Captain 
Lebyadkin, a notorious rogue, even the most indulgent of our 
ladies turned away from her with marked contempt. But Ma
dame Virginsky accepted all this as though it were what she 
wanted. It is remarkable that those very ladies applied to Arina 
Prohorovna (that is, Madame Virginsky) when they were in 
an interesting condition, rather than to any one of the older 
tbree accoucheuses of the town. he was sent for even by coun, 
try families living in che neighbourhood, so great was the belief 
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in her knowledge, luck, and skill in critical cases. It ended in 
her practising only among the wealthie t ladies; she was greedy 
of money. Feeling her power to the full, she ended by DOC 
putting herself out for anyone. Possibly on purpose, indeed, in 
her practice in the best houses he used to scare nervous pa• 
tients by the most incredible and nihilistic disregard of good 
manners, or by jeering at "everything holy," at the very time 
when "everything holy" might have come in most useful. Our 
town doctor Rozanov-he too was an accoitcheur-asseruA 
most positively that on one occasion when a patient in labour 
was crying out and calling on the name of the Almighty, a 
free-thinking sally from Arina Prohorovna, fired off like a pis
tol-shot, had so terrifying an effect on the patient that it great• 
ly accelerated her delivery. 

But though she was a ihilist, Madame Virginsky did not, 
when occasion arose, disdain social or even old-fashioned super
stitions and customs if they could be of any advantage to het
self. She would never, for instance, have stayed away from a 
baby's christening, and always put on a green silk dress with 
a train and adorned her chignon with curls and ringlets for 
mch events, though at other times she positively revelled ia 
~lovenliness. And though during the ceremony she always 
maintained "the most insolent air," so that she put the clergy 
to confusion, yet when it was over she invariably handed cham
pagne to the guests (it was for that that she came and dressed 
up), and it was no use trying to take the glass without a con
tribution to her "porridge bowl." 

The guests who assembled that evening at Virginsky'1 
(mo t!y men) had a casual and exceptional air. There was DO 
supper nor cards. In the middle of the large drawing-room, 
which was papered with extremely old blue paper, two tables 
had been put together and covered with a large though DOt 
quite clean table-cloth, and on them two samovars were boil
ing. The end of the table was taken up by a huge tray with 
twenty-five glasses on it and a basket with ordinary Frencli 
bread cut into a number of slices, as one sees it in genteel board
ing-schools for boys or girls. The tea was poured out by I 
maiden lady of thirty, Arina Prohorovna's sister, a silent ml 
malevolent creature, with flaxen hair and no eyebrows, wLo 
shared her sister's progressive ideas and was an object of temr 
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10 Yir~insky himself in domestic life. There were only mr<!e 
ladies m the room: the lady of the house, her eyebrowless sis
ter, and Virginsky's sister, a girl who had just arrived frolll 
Petersburg. Arina Prohorovna, a good-looking and buxom wo
man ?f seven-and-twenty, rather dishevelled, in an everyd~y 
greenish woollen dress, was sitting scanning the guests with hi:r 
bold _eyes, and her look seemed in haste to say, "You see I am 
not m the least afraid of anything." Miss Virginsky, a rosy
cheeked student and a ihilist, who was also good-looking, 
short, plump and round as a little ball, had settled herself be
side Arina Prohorovna, almost in her travelling clothes. She 
!idd a_ roll of paper in her hand, and scrutinised the guests with 
unpat1ent and roving eyes. Virginsky himself was r~ther un
well that evening, but he came in and sat in an easy chair by 
the tea-table. All the guests were sitting down too, and the or
derly_ way i~ which they were ranged on chairs suggested a 
~tmg. Ev1d_ent!y all were expecting something and ?lere fit. 
ling up the rnterval with loud but irrelevant conversation. 
When Stavrogin and Verhovensky appeared rhere was a sudden 
hush. 

But I must be allowed to give a few explanations to make 
things clear. 

I believe that all these people had come together in the ao-ree
Jile expecta:ion of hearing something particularly interes~ing, 
and had notice of it beforehand. They were the flower of the 
~dest Radicalism of our ancient town and had been carefully 
picked out by Virginsky for this "meeting." I may remark, 
too, that some of them (though not very many) had neve1 
visited him before. Of course most of the guests had no clear 
idea why they had been summoned. It was true that at that 
time all took P otr Ste anovitch.for u11 authorised emi ary 
fr!!m abroa • this idea had somehow taken root among them 
at once and naturally flattered them. And yet among the citi
zens assembled ostensibly to keep a name-day, there were some 
who had been approached with definite proposals. Pyotr Verho
v~ky had succeeded in getting together a "quintet" amongst 
us hke the o~e he had ~lready formed in Moscow and, as ap
peared later, m our provmce among the officers. It was said that 
be had another in X province. This quintet of the elect were 
aitting now at the general table, and very skilfully succeeded in 
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giving themselves the air of being quite ordinary ~pie'. so_thac 
no one could have known them. They were--smce 1t IS DD 
longer a secret-first Li utin, then Virgin ky himself, thca 
Shi alov (a gentleman wit long ears, the brother of Madame 

lI'gtns y), Lyamshin, and lastly a strange pers~n called~ 
•1{atchenko, a man of forty, who was famed for his vast know
ledge o t e people, especially of thieves and robbers. ~e 111111 
to frequent the taverns on purpose ( though not ?nly with~ 
object of studying the people), and pl~ed himself ~n hi 
shabby clothes, tarred boots, and crafty w11:1--and a flou~sh of 
pea ant phrases. Lyamshin had once or twice brought~ to 

tepan Trofirnovitch's gatherings, where, ~owever, he d1_d not 
makr a great ensation. He u ed to make his appearance_ in the 
tcwn from time to time, chiefly when he was out of a 10b; be 
was employed on the railway. . 

Every one of these five champions had formed this fint 
group • the fervent conviction that their quintet was one 
of hundreds and thousands of simi ar group scattered all over 
Russia, and chat they all depended on some immense centnl 
but secret power, which in its turn. was intimately connm 
with the revolutionary movement all over Europe. But I !e

gret to say chat even at chat time there was ~ginning to.• 
dissension among chem. Though they had ever smce the sprm& 
been expecting Pyotr Verhovensky, who e coming had bca 
heralded first by Tolkatchenko and then by the arrival ofSbig
;1lov, though they had e pected extraordinary miracles £?
him, and though they had responded to his fir t summons with
out the slightest criticism, yet they had no soo~er formed the 
quintet than they all somehow seemed t? feel ~suit~; and I 
really believe it was owing to the promptitude with which~ 
con ented to join. They had joined, of course, from a not tg· 
noble feeling of shame, for fear people might say afterwanli 
that they had not dared to join; still they felt Pyotr Verbo
vensky ought to have appreciated their heroi m and have ie

warded it by telling them some really important bits of nm 
at least. But Verhovensky was not at all inclined to satmy 
their legitimate curiosity, and cold chem nothing but what n 
necessary; he treated them in general with great sternness and 
even rather casually. This was positively irritating, and Com
radp Shigalov was already egpng the ochers on to insist oo bis 
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•explaining himself," though, of course, not at Virginsky's, 
where so many outsiders were present. 

I have an idea that the above-mentioned members of the first 
quintet were disposed to suspect that among the guests of Vir
ginsky's that evening ome were members of ocher groups, 
unknown to them, belonging to the same secret organisation 
and founded in the town by the same Verhovensky; so that in 
fact all resent were suspectin one another, and posed in vari
ous ways to one another, w c gave tlie whole party a very 
perplexing and even romantic air. Yet there were persons pres
ent who were beyond all suspicion. For instance a major in the 
service, a near relation of Virginsky, a perfectly innocent per
son who had not been invited but had come of himself for the 
name-day celebration, so that it was impossible not to receive 
Lim. But Virginsky was quite unperturbed, as the major was 
"incapable of betraying them"; for in spite of his stupidity he 
had all his life been fond of dropping in wherever extreme Rad
icals met; he did not sympathise with their ideas himself, but 
was very fond of listening to them. What's more, he had even 
been compromised indeed. It had happened in his youth that 
whole bundles of manifestoes and of numbers of The Bell had 
passed through his hands, and although he had been afraid 
even to open them, yet he would have considered it absolutely 
contemptible to refuse to distribute them-and there are d' 
people in Russia even to this day. 

The rest of the guests were either types of honourable amour• 
propre crushed and embittered, or types of the generous impul
siveness of ardent youth. There were two or three teachers, ot. 
whom one, a lame man of forty-five, a master in the big!, 
school, was a very malicious and strikingly vain person; anJ 
two or three officers. Of the latter, one very young artillery of .. 
ficer who had only just come from a military training school, a 
silent lad who had not yet made friends with anyone, turned 
up now at Virginsky's with a pencil in his hand, and, scarcely 
taking any part in the conversation, continually made notes io 
his notebook. Everybody saw this, but every one _?recended nor 
to. There was, coo, an idle divinity student who had helped Ly
amshin to put indecent photographs into the gospel-woman', 
pack. He was a olid youth with a free-and-easy though mis
trustful manner, with an unchangeably satirical smile, togeth 
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er with a calm air of triumphant faith in his own perfection. 
There was also present, I don't know why, the mayor's a, 
that unpleasant and prematurely exhausted youth to whom I 
have referred already in telling the story of the lieutenant', 
little wife. He was silent the whole evening. Finally there 1n1 

a very enthusiastic and tousle-headed schoolboy of eighteen, 
who sat with the gloomy air of a young man whose dignity Im 
been wounded, evidently distressed by his eighteen years. Thi 
infant was already the head of an independent group of COD• 

spirators which had been formed in the highest class of the 
gymnasium, as it came out afterwards to the surprise of every 
one. 

I haven't mentioned Shatov. He was there at the farthest 
comer of the table, hisch-;;:ir pushed back a little out of the 
row. He gazed at the ground, was gloomily silent, refused ta 
and bread, and did not for one instant let his cap go out of bis 
hand, as though to show that he was not a visitor, but bad 
:ome on business, and when he liked would get up and go away. 
Kirillov was not far from him. He, too was very silent, but 

e id not look at the ground1 on the contrary, he scrutinised 
intently every speaker with his fixed, lustreless eyes, and listen
ed to everything without the slightest emotion or surprise. m 
of the visitors who had never seen him before stole thought:fd 
glances at him. I can't say whether Madame Virginsky knet 
anything about the existence of the quintet. I imagine she km 
everything and from her husband. The girl-student, of count, 
took no part in anything; but she had an anxiety of her own: 
she intended to stay only a day or two :md then to go on far. 
ther and farther from one university town to another "to show 
active sympathy with the sufferings of poor students and to 
rouse them to protest." She was taking with her some hundreds 
of copies of a lithographed appeal, I believe of her own com
position. It is remarkable that the schoolboy conceived an a!
most murderous hatred for her from the first moment, thougli 
he saw her for the first time in his life; and she felt the sam: 
for him. The major was her uncle, and met her to-day for the 
first time after ten years. When Stavrogin and Verhovensky 
came in, her cheeks were as red as cranberries: she had jUII 
quarrelled with her uncle over his views on the woman ques
tion. 
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iov began again, "I must make some prefatory remarks." 

"Arina Prohorovna, haven't you some scissors?" Pyotr Step
anovitch asked suddenly. 

"What do you want scissors for?" she asked, with wide-open 
eyes. 

"I've forgotten to cut my nails; I've been meaning t4i for 
the last three days," he observed, scrutinising his long and dirty 
nails with unruffled composure. 

Arina Prohorovna crimson.!d, but Miss Virginsky seemed 
pleased. 

"I believe I saw them just now on the window." She got up 
from the table, went and found the scissors, and at once 
brought them. Pyotr Stepanovitch did not even look at her, 
took the scissors, and set to work with them. Arina Prohorov
na grasped that these were realistic manners, and was ashamed 
of her sensitiveness. People looked at one another in silence. The 
lame teacher looked vindictively and enviously at Verhoven
sly. Shigalov went on. 

"Dedicating my energies to the study of the social organisa
tion which is in the future to replace the present condition of 
things, I've come to the conviction that all makers of social 
systems from ancient times up to the present year, 187-, have 
been dreamers, tellers of fairy-tales, fools who contradicted 
themselves, who understood nothing of natural science and the 
strange animal called man. Plato, Rousseau, Fourier, columns 
of aluminium, are only fit for sparrows and not for human so
ciety. But, now that we are all at last preparing to act, a new 
form of social organisation is essential. In order to avoid fur
ther uncertainty, I propose my own system of world-organisa
tion. Here it is." He tapped the notebook. "I wanted to ex
pound my views to the meeting in the most concise form pos
sible, but I see that I should need to add a great many verbal 
explanations, and so the whole exposition would occupy at 
least ten evenings, one for each of my chapters." (There was 
the sound of laughter.) "I must add, besides, that my system 
is not yet complete." (Laughter again.) "I am perplexed by 
my own data and my conclusion is a direct contradiction of 
the original idea with which I start. Startin fr:2_m unlimited 
f~om, I arrive at unlimited despotism. I wiil add, however, 

that there can he no solution of the social problem but mine." 
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The laughter grew louder and louder, but it came chiefly 
from the younger and less initiated visitors. There was an ex
pression of some annoyance on the faces of Madame Virginsky, 
Liputin, and the lame teacher. 

"If you've been unsuccessful in making your system con
istent, and have been reduced to despair yourself, what could 

we do with it?" one officer observed warily. 
"You are right, Mr. Officer"- higalov turned sharply to 

him-"especially in using the word despair. Yes, I am reduced 
to despair. evertheless, nothing can take the place of the sys
tem set forth in my book, and there is no other way out of it; 
no one can invent anything else. And so I hasten without loss 
of time to invite the whole society to listen for ten evenings to 
my book and then give their opinions of it. If the memben m 
unwilling to listen to me, let us break up from the start-the 
men to take up service under government, the women to their 

'cooking; for if you reject my solution you'll find no other, 
none whatever! If they let the opportunity slip, it will simply 
be their loss, for they will be bound to come back to it again." 

There wa a stir in the compa11y. "Is he mad, or what?" 
voices asked. 

"So the whole point lies i higalov's despair," Lyamshin 
commented, •·and the essential que tion is whether he must des
pair or not?" 

" higalov's being on the brink of de pair is a personal ques• 
tion," declared the schoolboy. 

"I propose we put it to a vote how far Shigalov's despair af. 
fects the common cause, and at the same time whether it's 
worth while Ii tening to him or not," an officer suggested gaily. 

"That's not right." The lame teacher put in his spoke at 
last. a rule he poke with a rather mocking smile, so that it 
was difficult to make out whether he was in earnest or joking. 
.. That's not right, gentlemen. Mr. higalov is too much de
voted to his task and is also too mode t. I know his book. He 
suggest as a :final solution of the que tion the division of man
kind into two unequal parts. One-tenth enjoys absolute libern, 
and unbounded power over the other nine-tenths. The others 
have to give up all individuality and become, so to speak a 
herd, and through boundless ubmi sion, will by- a series o 
regenerations attain primzval innocence, omething like the 
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Garden of Eden. They'll have to work, however. The measures 
propos_ed by the author for depriving nine-tenths of mankind 
of their fr_eedom and transforming them into a herd throug!l 
the education of whole generations are very remarkable, found
ed_ on the facts of nature and highly logical. One m:iy 1,ot agree 
wit~ som~ of the deductions, but it would be difficult to doubt 
the ~telligen~e and knowle~ge of :h~ author. It's a pity that 
the time_ reqmred-ten evemngs-1s impossible to arrange for, 
or ;:re might hea7 a great d~al that's interesting." 

Can you be ~ earnest? Madame Virgin ky addressed the 
lame gentleman with a shade of positive uneasiness in her voice 
"when :hat man doesn't know what to do with people and 5~ 
turns ru?e-tenths of them into slaves? I've suspected him for 
a long time." 

::you ~ay t~at of your own brother?" asked the lame man. 
Relat1onsh1p? Are you laughing at me?" 

"And besides, to work for aristocrats and to obey them as 
though they were gods is contemptible!" ob erved the girl
rtudent fiercely. 

"Wha_t I propose is not contemptible; it's paradise, an earth
ly paradise, and there car.. be no other on earth," Shigalov pro
nounced authoritatively. 

_"Fo~ my part," said Lyamshin, "if I didn't know what to do / 
. 1th rune~t~nths of manki~d, I'd tak~ them and blow them up 
mto the air mstead of putting them m paradise. I'd only leave 
anandful of educated people, who would live happilv ever af-
terwards on scientific principles." • 

"No one but a buffoon can talk like that!" cried the girl 
Baring up. ' 

•:He is a buffoon, but he is of use," Madame Virginsky 
whispered to her. 

"~nd_ possi_bly that w~ulc. be the best solution of the prob
lem, said Sh1galov, turrung hotly to Lyamshin. "You certain

yaon't know wh_at a profound thing you've succeeded in say
mg, ":1Y merry fnend. But as it's hardly possible to carry out 
your idea, we must confine our elve to an earthly paradi e 
since that's what they call it." ' 
. "This is pretty thorough _rot," broke, as though involuntar
ily, from Verhovensky. 1thout even rai ing his eyes, how
ever, he went on cutting his nails with perfect nonchalance. 
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"Why is it rot?" The lame man took it up instantly, II 
though he had been lying in wait for his first words to catch 
at them. "Why is it rot? Mr. higalov is somewhat fanatical 
in his love for humanity, but remember that Fourier, still moi:e 
Cabet and even Proudhon himself, advocated :i number of the 
most despotic and even fantastic measures. Mr. Shigalov is per
haps far more sober in his suggestions than they are. I assllft 
you that when one reads his book it's almost impossible not to 
agree with some things. He is perhaps less far from realism 
than anyone and his earthly paradise is almost the real one
if it ever existed-for the loss of which man is always sighing.• 

"I knew I was in for something," Verhovensky muttered 
again. 

"Allow me," said the lame man, getting more and more el• 

cited. "Conversations and arguments about the future organ
isation of society are almost an actual neces ity for all think• 
ing people nowadays. Herzen was occup;ed with nothing ebe 
all his life. Byelinsky, as I know on very good authority, used 
to spend whole evenings with his friends debating and settling 
beforehand even the minutest, so to speak dome~tic, details of 
the social organisation of the future." 

"Some people go crazy over it," the major observed suddenly. 
"We are more likely to arrive at something by talking, any

way, than by sitting silent and posing as dictators," Liputin 
hissed, as though at last venturing to begin the attack. 

"I didn't mean Shigalov when I said it was rot," Verhoven
sky mumbled. "You ee, gentlemen,"-he rai ed his eyes a trifle 
-"to my mind all these books Fourier, Cabet, all this talk 
about the right to work, and Shigalov's theories-are all like 
novels of which one can write a hundred thousand-an a:sthet
ic entertainment. I can understand that in this little town you 
are bored, so you rush to ink and p:lper." 

"Excuse me," said the lame man, wriggling on his chair, 
"though we are provincials and of course objects of commiser
ation on that ground, yet we know that so far nothing has hap
pened in the world new enough to be wort!: our weeping at 
having missed it. It is suggested to us in various pamphlets made 
abroad and secretly distributed that we should unite and form 
groups with the sole ob'ect of bringing about universal a-

/ truction. I s urged that, however much you tinker with the 
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"Gentlemen, I deem it my duty to declare that all this ii 
folly, and that our conversation has gone coo far. I have so far 
initiated no one, and no one has che right to say of me that 1 
initiate members. We were simply discussing our opinions. 
That's so, isn't it? But whether that's so or not, you alarm ml' 
very much." He turned to the lame man again. "I had no ideJ 
that it was unsafe here to speak of such practically innocent 
matters except tete-a-tete. Are you afraid of informers? Caf' ~Ii possibly be an informer among us here?" 

e excitement came tremendous; all began talking. 
"Gentlemen, if chat is so," Verhovensky went on, "I have 

compromised myself more than anyone, and so I will ask you 
to answer one question, if you care to, of course. You are all 
perfectly free." 

"What question? What question?" every one clamoured. 
"A question that will make it clear whether we are to re

main together, or take up our hats and go our several ways 
without speaking." 

"The question! The question!" 
"If any one of us knew of a proposed political murder, would 

he, in view of all the consequences, go to give information, or 
would he stay at home and await events? Opinions may differ 
on this point. The answer co the question will tell us clearly 
whether we are to separate, or to remain together and for far 
longer than chis one evening. Let me appeal co you first." He 
turned to the lame man. 

"Why to me first?" 
":Because you began it all. Be so e:ood as not co prevaricate; 

it won't help you to be cunning. But please yourself, it's for 
you to decide." 

"Excuse me, but such a question is positively insulting." 
"No, can't you be more exact than chat?" 
"I'v.: never been an agent of the ecret Police," replied the 

latter, wriggling more than ever. 
"Be so good as to be more definite, don't keep us waiting." 
The lame man was so furious that he left off answering. 

Without a word he glared wrathfully f1om under his spectacles 
at his tormentor. 

"Yes or no? Would you inform or not?" cried Verhovensky 
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"Of cour e I wouldn't," the lame man shouted twice u 

loudly. . 
"And no one would, of course not!" cried many vo1~es. 
"Allow me to appeal to you, Mr. Major. Would you mform 

or not?" Verhovensky went on. "And note that I appeal to you 
on purpose." 

"I won't inform." 
"Bue if you knew that some one meant to rob ~nd murder 

some one else, an ordinary mortal, then you would inform and 
give warning?" . . 

"Yes, of course; but that's a private affair, while the other 
would be a political treachery. I've never been an agent of the 
ecret Police." 

"And no one here has," voices cried again. "It's an unnec
essary question. Every one will make the same answer. There 
are no informers here." . 

"What is chat gentleman getting up for?" cried the girl-
scudenc. ,, "ed the 

"That' Shatov. What are you getting up for? en 
lady of the hou..•e. . . . . . 

Shatov did, in fact, stand up. He was holdmg his cap m bis 
hand and looking at Verhovensky. Apparently he wanted to 
,ay something to him, but was hesitating. His face was pale 
and wrathful, but he controlled him elf. He did not say one 
word but in silence walked towards the door. 

"Shatov, this won't make things better for you!" Verbo-
vensky called after him enigmatically. " 

"But it will for you, since you are a spy and a scoundrel! 
Shatov shouted to him from the door, and he went out. 

Shouts and exclamations again. 
"That's what comes of a te t," cried a voice. 
"It's been of use," cried another. 
"Hasn't it been of use too late?" ob erved a third. . 
"Who invited him? Who let him in? Who is he? Who II 

Shatov? Will he inform, or won't he?" There was :. shower of 
questions. 

"If he were an informer he would have kept up appear
ances instead of cursing it all and going away," observed some 
one. 
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"See, Stavrogin is getting up too. tavrogin has not answered 

the question either," cried the girl-student. 
Stavrogin did actually stand up, and at the other end of tho 

table Kirillov ro e at the same time. 
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"mtfseme, Mr. Stavrogin," Madame Virginsky addresseil 
him sharply, "we all answered the question, while you are going 
away without a word." 

"I see no necessity to answer the question which interest, 
you," muttered Stavrogin. 

"But we've compromised ourselves and you won't," shouted 
several voices. • I 

"What business is it of mine if you have compromised your 4 

~ves?" laughed Stavrogin, but his eyes flashed. 
"What business? What business?" voices exclaimed. 
Many people got up from their chairs. 
"Allow me, gentlemen, allow me," cried the lame -

"Mr. Verhovensky ha n't answered the uestion either· be has 
~asked it." 

e remark produced a striking effect. All looked at one 
another. Stavrogin laughed aloud in the lame man's face and 
went out; Kirillov followed him: Verhovensky ran after them 
into the passage. 

"What are you doing?" he faltered, seizing Stavrogin's hand 
and gripping it with all his might in his. Stavrogin pulled awry 
bis hand without a word. 

"Be at Kirillov's directly, I'll come .... It's absolutoly 
necessary for me to see you! ... " 

"It isn't neces ary for me," Stavrogin cut him short. 
"Stavrogin will be there," Kirillov said finally. "Stavrogi_n. 

it is necessary for you. I will show you that there." 
They went out. 
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"I told you this evening why you needed Shatov's blood," 
sa1 tavrogin, with flashing eyes. "It's the cement you ~nt 
to bind your groups to__gether with. OU drove Shatov awar 
cleverly just now. You knew very well that he_ wouldnt 
promise not to inform and he would have thought 1t mean to 
lie to you. But what do you want with me? What do you want 
with me? Ever since we met abroad you won't let me alone. 
The explanation you've given me so far was simpl! raving. 
Meanwhile you are driving at my giving Leb}'.adkin £fteen 
hundred roubles, so as to give Fedka an opporturuty to murder 
him. I know that you think I want my wife murder~d too. 
You think to tie my hands by this crime, and have me m your 
power. That's it, isn't it? What good will that be to~ 
What the devil do you want with me? Look at me. Once for 
all am I the man for you? And let me alone." 

~'Has Fedka been to you himself?" Verhovensky asked 
breathlessly. 

"Yes he came. His price is fifteen hundred too. , • • But 
here; he'll repeat it himself. There he stands." Stavrogia 
,tretched out his hand. . 

Pyotr tepanovitch turned round quickly. A new £gure, 
Fedka wearing a sheep-skin coat, but without a cap, as though 

e we~e at home, stepped out of the darkness in the ~oorway. 
He stood there laughing and showing his even :White teeth. 
His black eyes, with yellow whites, darted cautiously _about 
the room watching the gentlemen. There was ~omethmg be 
did not understand. He had evidently been JUSt brought 
in by Kirillov, and his inquiring eyes turned to the la~. 
He stood in the doorway, but wa unwilling to come mto 
the room. 

"I uppose you got him ready here to listen to our bargain
ing, or that he may actually see the money in our hands. h 
"hat it?" asked Stavrogin; and without waiting for an answer 
he walked out of the house. Verhovensky, almost frantic, over
took him at the gate. 

"Stop! ot another step!".he crim, seiz~g him by the arm. 
Stavrogin tried to pull away his arm, but did not succ~. ~ 
was overcome with fury. Seizing Verhovensky by the hall' with 
his left hand he flung him with all his might on the growid 
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and went out at the gate. But he had not gone thirty pace, 
before Verhovensky overtook him again. 

"Let us make it up; let us make it up!" he murmured in a 
spasmodic whisper. 

Stavrogin shrugged his shoulders, but neither answered not 
turned round. 

"Listen. I will bring you Lizaveta ikolaevna to-morrow; 
shall I? No? Why don't you answer? Tell me what you want. 
I'll do it. Listen. I'll let you have Shatov. Shall I?" 

"Then it's true that you meant to kill him?" cried Stav
rogin. 

"What do you want with Shatov? What is he to you?'' 
Pyotr Stepanovitch went on, gasping, speaking rapidly. He 
was in a frenzy, and kept running forward and seizing Stav
rogin by the elbow, probably unaware of what he was doing. 
"Listen. I'll let you have him. Let's make it up. Your price is 
a very great one, but ... Let's make it up!" 

Stavrogin glanced at hi..-n at last, and was amazed. The eyes, 
the voice, were not the same as always, or as they had been ia. 
the room just now. What he saw was almost another face. The 
intonation of the voice was diiferent. Verhovensky besought, 
implored. He was a man from whom what was most preciou.~ 
was being taken or had been taken, and who was still stunned 
by the shock. 

"But what's the matter with you?" cried Stavrogin. The 
other did not answer, but ran after him and gazed at him with 
the same imploring but yet inflexible expression. 

"Let's make it up!" he whispered once more. "Listen. uke 
Fedka, I have a knife in my boot, but I'll make it up with 
you!" 

"But what do you want with me, damn you?" tavrogin 
cried, with intense anger and amazement. "Is there some mys
tery about it? Am I a sort of talisman for you?" 

"Listen. We are going to make a re olution," the other mut
tered rapidly, and almost in delirium. ''You don't believe we 
shall make a revolution? \Ve are going t ke such an up
heaval that everything will be uprooted from.its foundation. 
liimazinov is right that there is nothing to lay hold o~. K~r• 
mazinov is very intelligent. Another ten such groups in di.f.
ferent parts of Russia-and I am safe." 
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':.. '~Groups of fools like that?" broke reluctantly from Stav
rogm. 
: "Oh, don't be so clever, Stavrogin; don't be so clever your

self. And you know you are by no means so intelligent that 
);9U need wish others to be. You are afraid, you have no faith. 
You are frightened at our doing things on such a scale. And 
WPY are they fools.? They are not such fools. o one has a mind 
~f his own nowaday~. There are terribly few original minds 
nowadays. Virginsky i_s a pure-hearted man, ten times as pure 
a~ you or I; but never mind about him. Liputin is a rogue, but 
I know one point about him. Every rogue has some point in 
him .... Lyashim • is the only one who hasn't, but he is in 
ipy hands. A few more rou s, and I should have money iJJd.. 
passports everyw ere; so· much at lea t. Suppose it were only 
that? And safe places, so that they can search as they like. 
'they might uproot one group but they'd stick at the next. 
We'll set things in a. ferment. . . . Surely you don't tbiDL 
t at we two are not enough?" • 
. «Take Shigalov, and let me alone .... " 

"~ajQv is a man of genius! Do •you know he is a genius 
like ourier, but bolder than Fourier; stronger. I'll look after 
~- He's discovered 'equality'!" 
~ "'.'He is in a fever; he is raving; something very queer has 

happened to him," thought Stavrogin, looking at him once 
q:iore. Both walked on without stopping. 
~• "He's written a good thing in that manuscript," Verho

vensky went on. "He su ests a s stem of spying. Every JllCIR· 
ber of the society spies on t e ot ers, and it's his du~ 
prm against them. Every one belongs to all and all to every 

one. All are slaves and equal in their slavery. In extreme cases 
h~·advocates slander and murder, but the great thing about-it 
is equality. To begin with, the !eve of education, science, and 
talents is lowered. A high level of education and science is only 
possible for great intellects, and they are not wanted. The 
great intellects have always seized the power and been despots. 
Great • ell~cts cannot help being despots and they've always 

ne more harm than good. They will bej>anished or p]l.10 
death. Cicero will have his tongue cut out pernicus will 

a~seyesput out, Shakespeare ;vill be stoned-that's Shi • 
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alovism. Slaves are bound to be equal. There has never been 
eitlierfteedom or equality without despotism, but in the herd 
there is bound to be equality, and that's Shigalovism! Ha ha 
ba! Do you think it strange? I am for Shigalovism." 

Stavrogin tried to quicken his pace, and to reach home as 
soon as possible. "If this fellow is drunk, where did he manage 
to get drunk?" crossed his mind. "Can it be the brandy?" 

"Listen, Stavrogin. To !eve the mountains is a fine idea, not 
an absurd one. I am 1or Shigalov. Down witb culture. We've 
'lraifeiiough science! Without science we have material enough 
to go on for a thousand years, but one must have discipline. 
The one thing wanting in the world is • • line. The thirst 
for culture is an aristocratic thirst. The moment you have 
family ties or love you get the desire for property. We will de
~troy that desire; we'll make use of drunkenness, slander, spy..: 
mg; we'll make use of incredible corruption; we'll stifle every 
genius in its infancy. We'll reduce all to a common denomi
nator! Complete equality! 'We've learned a trade, and we :\ro-: 
hl'nest men; we need nothing more,' that was an answer given 
by English working-men recently. Only the necessary is nee• 
essary, that's the motto of the whole world henceforward. Bue 
it needs a shock. That's for us, the directors, to look after'. 
Slaves must have directors. Absolute submission, absolute lo s 

_of individuality, but once in thirty years higalov would let 
them have a shock and they would all suddenly begin eating 
one another up, to a certain point, simply as a precaution 
against boredom. Boredom is an aristocratic sensation. The 
Shigalovians will have no desires. Desire and suffering are our 
lot, but Shigalovism is for the slaves." 

"You exclude yourself?" Stavrogin broke in again. 
"You, too. Do you know, I have thought of giving up the 

world to the Pope. Let him come forth, on foot, and barefoot, 
and show himself to the rabble, saying, 'See what they have 
brought me to!' and they will all rush after him, even the 
troops. The Pope at the head, with us round him, and belo~ 
us-Shigalovism. All that's needed is that the Internationale 
should come to an agreement with the Pope; so it will. Anc{ 
the old chap will agree at once. There's nothing else he can d~ 
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Remember my words! Ha ha! Is it stupid? Tell me, is it stupid 
or not?" 

"Th::it' enough!" Stavro in muttered with vexation. 
"Enough! Listen. I've given up the Pope! Damn Shiga

lovi m! Damn the Pope! We must have omething more every
day. ot higalovism, for Shigalovism is a rare specimen of 
the jeweller's art. It's an ideal; it's in the future. Shigalov is an 
:>.rtist and a fool like every philanthropist. e need coarse 

ork, and higalov despises coarse work. Li ten. The Pope shall 
be for the West, and you shall be for us, you hall be for us!" 

"Lee me alone, you drunken fellow!" muttered Stavrogin, 
and he quickened his pace. 

" tavrogin, you are autiful," cried Pyotr Stepanovitch, 
almost ecstatically. "Do you know that you are beautiful! 
What's the most precious thing about you is that you some
times don't know it. Oh, I've studied you! I often watch you 
on the sly! There's :i lot of simpleheartedness and naivete aboiit 
you till. Do you know that? There still is, there is! You must 
be suffering and suffering genuinely from that simplehearted
ness. I love beauty. I~~ ihilist, but I love beauty. Are Nihil
\St.! incapable of lovmg beauty? It's only idols they dislike, but 
I love an idol ou at m idol! You in· ure no one, and eve 
one..hates you. ou treat e_ver:y one as an e ual, an et every 
one is afraid of you-that's good. o ody would slap you on 
the shoulder. -You are an awful aristocrat. An ari tocrat is irre
sistible when he goes in for democracy! To sacrifice life, your 
own or another's is nothing to you. You are just the man that's 
needed. It's just such a man as you that I need. I know no one 
but you. You are the leader, you are the sun and I am your 
worm." 

He suddenly kissed his hand. A shiver ran down Stavrogin's 
spine, and he pulled away his hand in di may. They stood stal. 

"Madman!" whispered tavrogin. 
"Perhaps I am raving; perhaps I am raving" Pyotr Stepano

vitch assented, speaking rapidly. "But I've thought of the first 
step! higalov would ne er have thought of it. There are lots 
of Shigalovs, but only one man. one man in Rus ia has hit on 
the first step and knows how to take it. And I am that man! 
\'l7hy do you look at me? I need you, you; without you I am 
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nothing. Without you I am a fly, a bottled idea; Columbus 
without America." 

Stavrogin stood still and looked intently into his wild eyes. 
"Listen. First of all we'll make an upheaval" Verhovensky 

went on in desperate haste, continually clutching at tavro
gin's left sleeve. "I've already told you. We shall penetrate to 
the peasantry. Do you know that we are tremendously power
ful already? Our party does not consist only of those who 
commit murder and arson, fire off pistols in the traditional 
fashion, or bite colonels. They are only a hindrance. I don't 
accept anything without discipline. I am a scoundrel, of cour e, 
and not a Socialist. Ha ha! Listen. I've reckoned them all up: i 

teacher who laughs with children at their God and at theit 
cradle is on our side. The lawyer who defends an educated 
murderer because he is more cultured than his victims and 
could not help murdering them to get money is one of u . The 
schoolboys who murder a peasant for the sake of sensation are 
ours. The juries who acquit every criminal are ours. The prosJ 
ecutor who trembles at a trial for fear he should not seem ad
vanced enough is ours, ours. Among officials and literary men 
we have lots, lots, and they don't know it themselves. On the 
other hand, the docility of schoolboys and fools has reached an 
extreme pitch; the schoolmasters are bitter and bilious. On all 
sides we see vanity puffed up out of all proportion; brutal, 
monstrous appetites. . . . Do you know how many we hall 
catch by little, readr.-made ideas? When I left Rus ia, Littre's 

ctum that cr1II1e 1s IIlsanity wa all the rage; I come back 
and find that crime is no longer insanity, but simply ommon 
sense, almost a duty; anyway, a gallant protest. 'How can we 
expect a cultured man not to commit a murder, if he is in 
need of money.' But these are only the firu fruits. The Russian 
God has already been vanquished by cheap vodka. The peasants 
are drunk, the mothers are drunk, the children are drunk, the 
churches are empty, and in the peasant courts one hears, 'Two 
hundred lashes or stand us a bucket of vodka.' Oh, this genera
tion has only to grow up. It's only a pity we can't afford to 
wait, or we might have let them get a bit more tipsy! Ah, what 
a pity there's no proletariat! But there will be, there will be; 
we are going that way. . . .'' 



--
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"It's a pity, too that we've grown greater fools," muttered 
Stavrogin, moving forward as before. 

"Listen. I've seen a child of six years old leading home his 
drunken mother, whilst she swore at him with foul words. Do 
you suppose I am glad of that? When it's in our hands, maybe 
we'll mend things . . . if need be, we'll drive them for forty 
years into the wilderness. . . . But one or two generations of 
vice are essential now; monstrou , abject vice by which a man 
is transformed into a loathsome, cruel, egoistic reptile. That's 
what we need! And what's more, a litde 'fre h blood' that 
we may get accustomed to it. Why are you laughing? I am not 
contradicting myself. I am only contradicting the philanthro
pists and higalovism, not myself! am_µcoundrel, oouSo
cialist. Ha ha ha! I'm only sorry there's no time. I promised 
Karmazinov to begin in May, and to make an end by October. 
Is that too soon? Ha ha! Do yo-.i know what, Stavrogin? 
Though the Russian people use foul language, there's nothing 
cynical about them so far. Do you know the serfs had more 
,elf-respect than Karmazinov? Though they were beaten they 
alway preserved their gods, which is more than Karmaziuov', 
done." 

"Well, Verhovensky, this is the first time I've heard you 
talk, and I Ii ten with amazement," observed Stavrogin. "So 
you are really not a Socialist, then, but ome sort of ... am
bitiou politician?" 

"A scoundrel, a scoundrel! You are wondering what I am. 
I'll tell you what I am direccly, that's what I am leading up 
to. It was not for nothing that I kissed your hand. But the 
people must believe that we know what we are after, while 
the other side do nothing but 'brandish their cudgels and beat 
their own followers.' Ah, if we only had more time! That's the 
only trouble, we have no time. We will proclaim destrµctqi. 
... Why is it, why is it that idea h~ch a fascination. But 
we must have a litde exercise; we mu t. We'll set fires going . 
. . . We'll set legends going. Every scurvy 'group' will be of 
use. Out of those very groups I'll pick you out fellows so keen 
they'll not shrink from shooting, and be grateful for the hon
our of a job, too. Well, and there will be an upheaval! There's 
. ~oing ro be such an upset as the wor as never seen bef re. 
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, , . Russia will be overwhelmed with darkness, the earth wiU 
w for its old gods. . . . ell, then we shall bring forward 
, .. whom?" 

uw'liom." 
"Ivan the Tsarevitch." 
"'\Vho-m?" 
"Ivan the Tsarevitch. You! You!" 
Stavrogin thought a minute. 
"A pretender?" he asked suddenly, looking with intense 

surprise at his frantic companion. "Ah! so that's your pJ.an at 
last!" . 

"We shall say that he is 'in hiding,'" Verhovensky said 
softly, in a sort of tender whisper, as_ though he really, we~t' 
drunk indeed. "Do you know the magic of that phrase, he 1s 
in hiding'? But he will appear, he. ~ll app~ar. We'll set a 
legend going better than the Skopts1s . He ens~, but no one 
bas seen him. Oh, what a legend one can set gomg! And the 
great thing is it will be a new force at work! An~ ~e need 
that· that's what they are crying for. What can Socialism do: 
it's destroyed the old forces but hasn't brought in a~y new. 
But in this we have a force, and what a force! Incred1b~e. ~o 
only need one lever to lift up the earth. Everything will nse 
up!" " . 

"Then have you been serious!;, reckoning on me? Stavrogm 
said with a malicious smilt:. 

"Why do you laugh, and so spitefully! Don't frighten me. 
I am like a little child now. I can be frightened to death by 
une smile like that. Listen. I'll let no one see you, no one. So 
it must be. He exists, but no one ha seen him; he is in hiding. 
And do you know, one might show you to one _out of a hun
dred thousand for instance. And the rumour will spread over 
all the land, 'We've seen him, we've seen him.' Ivan Filipo
vitch the God of Sabaoth, ,,. has been seen, too, when he as
scended into heaven in his chariot in the sight of mm. They 
saw him with their own eyes. And you are not an Ivan Filipo~ 
vitch. You are beautiful and proud as a ~~; you are seek1~g 
nothing for your elf, with the halo of a victim round you, lll 

• The reference is to the legend current in the sect of Flagellants
-Translator's note . 
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scurely in spite of the boldness of their style. But as the work
men really were in a difficult plight and the police to whom 
they appealed would not enter into their grievances, what 
could be more natural than their idea of going in a body to 
"the general himself" if po ible, with a petition at their head, 
forming up in an orderly way before his door, and as soon as 
be showed himself, all falling on their knees and crying out to 
him as to providence itself? To my mind there is no need to 
see in this a mutiny or even a deputation, for it's a traditional, 
historical mode of action; the Russian people have always loved 
to parley with "the general himself" for the mere satisfactioQ 
of doing so, regardless of how the conversation may end. 

And so I am quite convinced that, even though Pyotr Step, 
anovitch, Liputin, and perhaps orne others-perhaps even Fed, 
ka too-had been flitting about among the workpeople talking 
to them ( and there is fairly good evidence of this), they had 
only approached two, three, five at the most, trying to sound 
them, and nothing had come of their conversation. As for the 
mutiny they advocated, if the factory-workers did understand 
anything of their propaganda, they would have left off listen• 
ing to it at once as to something tupid that had nothing to do 
with them. Fedka was a different matter: he had more success, 
I believe, than Pyotr tepanovitch. Two workmen are now 
known for a fact to have as isted Fedka in causing the fire in 
the town which occurred three days afterwards, and a month 
later three men who had worked in the factory were arrested 
for robbery and arson in the province. But if in these cases 
Fedka did lure them to direct and immediate action, he could 
only have succeeded with these five, for we heard of nothing 
of the sort being done by other . 

Be that as it may, the whole crowd of workpeople had at last 
reached the open sp'lce in front of the governor's house and 
were drawn up there in ilence and good order. Then, gaping 
open-mouthed at the front door, they waited. I am told that as 
soon as they halted they took off their caps, that i , a good half
hour before the appearancl' of the governor, who, as ill-luck 
would have it, was not at home at the moment. The police 
made their appearance at once, at hr t individual policemen 
and then as large a contingent of them as could be gathered 
together; they began. of course. by being menacing. ordering 
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everywhere. I am not speaking now.of the so-called "advanced" 
people who are always in a hurry to be in advance of every one 
else ( their absorbing anxiety) and who always have some more 
or less definite, though often very stupid, aim. o, I am speak• 
ing only of the riff-raff. In every period of transition this~
raff, which exists in every society, rises to the surface, and I! 
not only without any aim ut has not even a s)'.mptom of~ 
idea, and merely does its utmost to give ex ress1on to une3S!• 
ness and impatience. Moreover, this riff-raff lmost always £:alls 
unconsciously under the control c 1ttle grou o_f ''.ad
vanced people" who do act with a. definite a~, and_ this little 
group can irect all this rabble as 1t pleases, 1f only 1t does_nac 
itself consist of absolute idiots, which, however, 1s sometmlll 
the case. It is said among us now that it is all over, that Pyotr 
Stepanovitch was directed by the Internationale, and Yulia ~ 
hailovna by Pyotr tepanovitch, while she controlled, underhir 
rule, a rabble of ail sorts. The more ober minds amongsc 11 

wonder at themselves now, and can't understand how ttllJ' 
came to be so foolish at the time. 

What constituted the turbulence of our time and what tm
sition it was we were passing through I don't know, n« I 
think does anyone, unless it were some of those visitors of_OUA 
Yet the most worthless fellows ~ddenly ained predorn1w 
influence, gan oudly criticising everything sacred, t_hoagl 
t t en they had not dared to open their mouths, while di 
leading people, who had till then so satisfactor~ly kep~ the up, 
per hand, began listening to them and holding their peaa, 
ome even simpered approval in a most shameless way. P~ 

like Lyamshin and Telyatnikov, like Gogol's Tentyo . , 
drivelling home-bred editions of Radisl~tchev, wr~tched ~tdi 
Jews with a mournful but haughty smile, guffawlllg fomga, 
ers, poets of advanced tendencies from the capital, poets a 
made up with pea ant coats and tarred boots for. t~e lack if 
tendencies or talents, majors and colonels who nd1culed 
sensele,sness of the service, and who would have been ready 
an extra rouble to unbuckle their swords, and take jobs 
railway clerks; generals who had abandoned their duties to. 
come lawyers; advanced mediators, advancing merchan1:5-Jlo 
numerable divinity students, women who were the embodinllll 
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of the woman question-all these suddenly gained complete 
~ong us and over whom? Over the club, the venerable 
offic1_als, ove: generals with wooden legs, over the ve trict 
and maccess1ble ladies o{ our local society. Since even Varvara 
Petrovna "'.as a most at the beck and call of this rabble, right 
U~ to the time of the catastrophe with her son, our other local 
Minervas ~aY_ well ?e pardoned for their temporary aberration. 
Now all this 1s attnb ed, as I have mentioned already to the 
l11ternationa e. This idea has taken such root that it i~ given 
U ~ explanat(on to visitors from other parts. Only lately 
counc1llor ~ubnkov, a man of sixty-two, with the tanislav 
Ord!r on his breas~, came forward uninvited and confessed in 
I v01ce full of feelIDg that he had beyond a shadow of doubt 
~ for fully thr:e months under the influence of the Inter
utionll~e. ~hen with every deference for his years and services 
!ie was mv1ted to be more definite, he stuck firmly to his orig
inal ~~atement, th?u?h he ~ould produce no evidence except 
tba_t he ~ad felt 1t ID all his feelings," o that they cross-ex-
llllined him no further. 

I repeat again, there was still even among us a small group 
who held themselves aloof from the beginning, and even lock
ed themselves up. But what lock can stand against a law of 
nacur_e? Dau?h~ers will grew up even in the most careful 
limm'es, and it 1s essential for grown-up dau~hters to dance. 

And so all these peo le, too, ended by subscribing to the gov
ernesses' fund. 

The ball was assumed to be an entertainment so brilliant, sc 
anp~edented; marvels were told about it; there were rumours 
of prmces from a distance with lorgnettes; of ten stewards all 
young dandies, with ro ettes on their left shoulder; of s~me 
Petersburg people who _were setting the thing going; there was 
a ~our that Karmaz1nov had consented to increase the sub
acnpt1ons to the fund by reading his Merci in the costume of 
the governesses of the district; that there would be a literary 
quadrille all in costume, and every costume would symbolise 
IODle special line of thought; and finally that "hone t Ru sian 
thought" would dan~e Ll.1 costume-which would certainly be 
a complete novelty ID itself. Who could resist subscribing? 
Every one subscribed. 
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How was ic chat everything, including the police, went wrq 
that day? I don't blame the genuine public: the fathen a 
families did not crowd, nor did they push against anyone, iil 
spite of their position. On the contrary, I am told that they 
were disconcerted even in the street, at the ight of the crowd 
hoving in a way unheard of in our town, besieging the entry 

and taking it by assault, instead of imply going in. Meanwhile 
the carriages kept driving up, and at last blocked the street. 

ow, at the time I write, I have good grounds for affirming 
that some of the lowest rabble of our town were brought ia 
without tickets by Lyamshin and Liputin, possibly, too, by 
other people who were stewards like me. Anyway, some com
plete strangers, who had come from che surrounding districll 
and elsewhere, were present. As soon as these savages entered~ 
hall they began asking where che buffet was, as though tberi 
had been put up co it beforehand, and learning chat there w~ 
no buffet they began swearing with brutal directness, and~ 
unprecedented insolence; some of them, ic is true, were d~ 
when they came. Some of chem were dazed like savages at~ 
splendour of che hall, as they had never een anything like it, 
and subsided for a minute gazing at it open-mouthed. ThiJ, 
great White Hall really was magnificent, though the building, 
was fallin into deca : it was o unmense s1 , • 
-0f windows, with an old-fashioned ceiling covered with gilt 
carving, with a gallery with mirrors on che walls, red ml 
white draperies, marble statues (nondescript but still statues) 

ich heavy old furniture of the apoleonic period, white ml 
gold, upholstered in red velvet. At the moment I am describt 
ing, a high platform had been put up for the literary gent!Q, 
men who were to read, and the whole hall was filled withchaq 
like the parterre of a theatre with wide aisles for the audience, 

But after the first moments of surprise the most SCnsfflll 
questions and protests followed. "Perhap we don't care for 
reading .... We've paid our money .... The audience bat 
been impudently swindled. . . . This is our entertai 
not the Lembkes'l" They seemed, in fact, to have been let· 
for this purpose. I remember specially an encounter in wbidi 
tbe princeling with the stand-up collar and the face of a Du 
doll, whom I had met the morning before at Yulia Mih • 
oa's, distinguished himself. He had. at her urgent request, COllr 
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nothing was to be seen but a small table, a chair in front of it, 
and on the table a glass of water on a silver salver-on the 

. empty platform there suddenly appeared the colos.sal ~gure of 
Captain Lebyadkin wearing a dress-coat and a white .tie. I ff 
~o astounded I could not believe my eye . The captain seemed 
confused and remained standing at the back of the platform. 

uddenly there wa :, ;hout in the audience, "Lebyadkin! 
You?" The captain's stupid red face (he was hopelessly ~runk) 
expanded in a broad vacant ~rin_ at thi gr~ting. He raised bis 
hand rubbed his forehead with 1t shook his shaggy head and, 
as th~ugh making up his mind to go through with it, took two 
steps forward and suddenly went off into a erie~ of prolon~ 
blissful, gurgling, but not lou? guffaws, which ~ade ~ 
screw up his eyes and set all his bulky person heaving. This 
spectacle set almost half the audience l_aughing, twenty people 
applauded. The serious part of the aud1enc": looked at one~
other gloomily; it all lasted only half a minute, however. Ii• 

utin w • hi 's rosette, ran on to the platform 
with two servants; they care u y took the ~aptain by~ 
urns while Liputin whi pered ometh.ing to hun. The captam 
•cowied muttered "Ah, well, if that's it!" waved his hand, 
turned his huge back to the iJUblic and vanished with his es
cort. But a minute later Liputin skipped un to the platform 
igain. He was wearing the sweetest of hi invariab.le s~ 
which usually uggested vinegar and sugar, and earned in bis 
hand a sheet of note-paper. With tiny but rapid steps he came 
forward to the edge of the platform. . . 

"Ladie and gentlemen," he said, ad~ressmg th~ publ!', 
"through our inadvertency there has arisen a ,corrucal JD:s• 

understanding which has been removed; but Ive hopefully 
undertaken to do omething at the earnest and most respectful 
request of one of our local ~t . :J?eeply t?uched by the bu· 
mane and lofty object ... m p1te of his appearance • : • 
the object which has brought us all togethe.r . • • to wipe 
away the tears of the poor but well-edu~ated girl of our prov
ince . . . this gentleman, I mean th1 local poet • •• aJ. 
though desirous of preserving ~s i_ncognito, would gladly lu'!' 
heard his poem read at the begmnmg of the _ball . : • that ll, 
I mean of ~he matinee. Though this poem I not m the pro
gramm~ ... for it h.is only been received half an hour ago 
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, , . yet it has seemed to m"-(Us? Whom did he mean by 
111? I report his confused and incoherent speech word foi 
word) -"that through its remarkable naivete of feeling, to
gether with its equally remarkable gaiety, the poem might well 
be read, that is, not as something serious, but as something ap• 
propriate to the occasion, that is to the idea . . . especially as 
II011le lines . . . And I wanted to ask the kind permission of 
the audience." 

"Read it!" boomed a voice at the back of the hall. 
"Then I am to read it?" 
"Read it, read it!" cried many voices. 
"With the permission of the audience I will read it," Liputin 

minced again, still with the same sugary smile. He still seemed 
to hesitate, and I even thought that he was rather excited. 
These people are sometimes nervous in spice of their impudence. 
A divinity student would have carried it through without 
winking, but Liputin did, after all, belong to the last gener
ation. 

"I must say, that is, I have the honour to say by way of 
preface, that it is not precisely an ode such as used to be writ• 
ten for feces, but is rather, so as to say, a jest, but full of un
doubted feeling, together with playful humour, and, so to say, 
the most realistic truthfulness." 

"Read it, read it!" 
He unfolded the paper. o one of course was in time to stop 

him. Besides, he was wearing his steward's badge. In a ringing 
voice he declaimed: 

"To the local governesse of the Fatherland from the poet at 
the fete: 

"Governesses all; good morrow, 
Triumph on this festive day. 
Retrograde or vowed George-Sander
N ever mind, just frisk away!" 

"But that's eb adkin's! Lebyadkin's!" cried several voices. 
There was laug ter an even applause, though not from very 
many. 

"Teaching French to wet-nosed children, 
¥01, are glad enough to think 
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You can catch" wom-01,t sexton
Even he is wortlJ a wink!!" 

"Hurrah! Hurrah!" 

"But in these great days of progress, 
Ladies, to your sorrow know, 
Y 01, can't even catch a sexton, 
If you have not got a 'dot'." 

"To be sure, to be sure, that's realism. You can't bool1 
husband without a 'dot'!" 

"But, henceforth, since thr01igh 01ir feasting 
Capital has flowed from all, 
And we send y01i forth to conquest 
Dancing, dowried from this hall
Retrograde or vowed George- ander, 
Never mind, rejoice you may, 
You're a governess with a dowry, 
Spit on all and frisk away!" 

I must confess I could not believe ·my ears. The insolence el 
it was so unmistakable that there was no possibility of excat
ing Liputin on the ground of stupidity. Besides, Liputin was bJ 
no means stupid. The intention was obvious, to me, anyway; 
the s • hur to creat di order.. Some lines in that 
1 • otic ver es, for in tance the last, were such that .'IO stupidity 
could have let them rass. Liputin himself seemed to feel that 
he had undertaken too much; when he had achieved his exploit 
he was o overcome by his o-:vn impudence that he did not mill 

leave the platform but remained standing, as though there wen 
something more he wanted to say. He had probably imagined 
that it would omehow produce a different effect; but even the 
group of ruffians who had applauded during the reading sud
denly ank into silence, as though they, too, were overcome. 
What was silliest of all, many of them took the whole episode 
seriously, that is, did not regard the ver es as a lampoon 
actually thought it realistic and true as regards the govern 
-a roem with a tendency, in fact. But the excessive f 
of the ver es struck even them at last; as for the general public 
they were not only scandalised but obviously offended. I• 
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\p bis right fist, brandished it above his head and suddenl)' 
hought it down again a though crushing an antagonise t~ 
'ttoms. He went through chis by-play every moment. le made 
me uncomfortable. I hastened away co listen co Karmazinov. 

III 

There was a feeling in che hall that omething was wrong 
.again. Let me state co begin with chat I have the deepest rev
erence for genius, but why do our ~eniuses in the decline of 
their illustrious years behave sometimes exactly like little boys? 
What though he was Karmazinov, and came forward with a 
much dignity as five Kammerherrs rolled into one? How could 
lie expect to keep an audience like ours listening for a whole 
Jiour to a single paper? I have observed, in fact, chat however 
-1,ig a genius a man may be, he can't monopolise the attention 
of an audience at a frivolous literary matinee for more than 
twenty minutes with impunity. The entrance of the great 
"1'iter was received, indeed with the utmost respect: even the 
lfferest elderly men showed signs of approval and !!lterest, and 
1he ladies even displayed some enthusiasm. The applause wa.• 
:lirief, however, and somehow uncertain and not unanimous. 
:Yet there was no unseemly behaviour in the back rows, till 
larmazinov began co speak, not chat anything very bad fol
lowed then, but only a sort of mi understanding. I have men
lioned already that he had rather a hrill voice, almost feminine 
111 fact, and at the same time a genuinely aristocratic lisp. He 
had hardly articulated a few words when some one had the 
elfrontery to laugh aloud-probably some ignorant simpleton 
who knew nothing of the world, and was congenitally di posed 
to laughter. Bue there was nothing like a hostile demonstra
tion; on the contrary people said "sh-h!" and che offender wa~ 
crushed. But Mr. Karmazinov, with an affected air and intona
tion, announced chat "at first he had declined ab olucely to 
rad." (Much need there was to mention it!) "There are some 
lines which come so deeply from the heart that it is impossible 
to utter them aloud, so chat these holy things cannot be laid 
before the public"-(Why lay them chen?)-"but as he had 
been begged to do so, he was doing so, and as he was, mo.re• 
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over, laying down his pen for ever, and had sworn to write no 
more he had written this last farewell; and as he had sworn 
:never, on any inducement, to read anything in public," and so 

n, and so on, all in that style. 
But all that would not have mattered; every one knows 

what authors' preface are like, though, I may observe, that 
considering the lack of culture of our audience and the irri
tability of the back rows, all this may have had an influence. 
Surely it would have been better to have read a little story, a 
short tale such as he had written in the past--over-elaborate, 
that is, and affected, but sometimes witty. It would have saved 
the situation. o, this was quite another story! It was a regular 
oration! Good heavens, what wasn't there in it! I am positivt 
that it would have reduced to rigidity even a Petersburg audi
ence, let alone ours. Imagine an article chat would have filled 
some thirty pages of print of the most affected, aimless prattle; 
and to make matter worse, the gentleman read it with a sort 
of melancholy condescension as though it were a favour, 11 

that it was almost insulting to the audience. The subject. 
... Who could make it out? It was a sort of description of 
certain impressions and reminiscences. But of what? And about 
what? Though the leadin intellects of the province did their 
utmost during t e rst alf of the rea mg, t ey could mw 
nothing of it, and they listened to the second part simply out 
of politeness. A great deal was said about love, indeed, of the 
love of the genius for some person, but I must admit it made 
rather an awkward impression. For the great writer to tell us 
about his first ki seemed to my mind a little incongruous 
with his short and fat little :figure ... Another thing that 
was offensive; these ki ses did not occur as they do with the rest 
:x: mankind. There had to be a framework of gorse (it had to 
be gorse or some such plant that one must look up in a flora) 
and there had to be a tint of purple in the sky, such as no 
mortal had ever observed before, or if some people had seen it, 
they had never noticed it, but he seemed to say, "I have seen 
it and am describing it to you, fools, as if it were a most ordi
nary thing." The tree under which the interesting couple sat 
had of course to be of an orange colour. They were sitting 
somewhere in Germany. uddenly they ee Pompey or Cassius 
on the eve of a battle, and both are penetrated by a chill of 
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great European philosopher, the great man of science, the in• 
ventor, the martyr-all these who labour and are heavy laden. 
ue to the great Russian genius no more than so many coob 
in his kitchen. He is the master and they come tu him, cap in 
hand, awaiting orders. It is true he jeers superciliously at Rus
sia too, and there is not ·n he likes better than exhibitio the 
l,,mkru tc of Russia in every relation ore t e great minds 
of Europe, but as regards himself, no, he i at a higher level 
than all the reat lillll s o ey are only matenatfor 
his Jests. He takes anot er man's idea, tacks on to it its antith
tSis, and the epigram is made. There i uch a :hing as crime, 
there is no such thing as crime; there is no such thing as jus
tice, there are no just men; atheism Darwinism, the Mosco,r 
bells. . . . But alas, he no longer believes in the Moscow bells; 
Rome, laurels .... But he has no belief in laurels even .... 
We have a conventional attack of Byronic spleen, a grimace 
from Heine, something of Petchorin-and the machine goes 
on rolling, whistling, at full speed. "But you may praise me, 
you may praise me, that I like extremely; it's only in a manner 
of speaking that I lay down the pen; I shall bore you three 
hundred times more, you'll grow weary reading me .... " 

Of course it did not end without trouble; but the worst o£ 
it was that it was his own doing. People had for some time 
begun shuffling their feet, blowing their noses, coughing, and 
:loing everything that people do when a lectuier, whoever ht 
may be, keeps an audience for longer than twenty minutes at 
a literary matinee. But the genius noticed nothing of all this. 
He went on lisping and mumbling, without giving a thought 
to the audience, so that every one began to wonder. S• 1denly 
in a back row a solitary but loud voice was ; .~ard: 

"Good Lord what nonsen e!" 
e exc amation escaped involuntarily, and I am sure v..111 

not intended as a demonstration. The man was simply worn 
,ut. But Mr. Karmazinov stopped, looked arcastically at the 
::iudience, and suddenly lisped with the deportment of an ag
grieved kammerherr. 

"I'm afraid I've been boring you dreadfully, gentlemen?'' 
That was his blunder, that he was the first to speak; fol' 

provoking an answer in this way he gave an opening for th~ 
rabble to speak, too, and even legitimately, so to say, while if 



THE POSSESSED 

seizing her husband by the arm and pulling him up too .. , , 
The cene was beyond all belief. 

" tepan Trofimovicchl" the divinity student roared glee
fully. "There'slFedka) the convict wandering about the town 
and the neighbourhood, escaped from prison. He is a robber 
and has recently committed another murder. Allow me to ask 
you: if you had not old him as a recruit fifteen }!:ears ago tn 

ay a am m e t, chat is, more imply, lost him at cards, 
ce me, would he have got into prison? Would..he havu;ut 
men's t roats now, m his struggle for e istence? What do you 
say, r. J£ chete?" 

I decline to describe the scene chat followed. To begin with 
there was a furious volley of applause. The applause did not 
come from all-probably from some fifth part of the audience 
-but they applauded furiously. The rest of the public made 
for the exit, but as the applauding part of the audience kept 
pressing forward towards the platform, there was a regular 
block. The ladies screamed, some of the girls began to cry and 
asked to go home. Lembke, standing up by his chair, kept gaz• 
ing wildly about him. Yulia Mihailovn~ completely lost her 
head-for the first time during her career amongst us. As for 

tepan Trofimovitch, for the first moment he seemed literally 
crushed by the divinity student's words, but he suddenly raised 
his arms "-S though holding them out above the public and 
yelled: 

"I shake the dust from off my feet and I cur e you .... 
It's the end, the end .... " 

And turning, he ran behind the scenes, waving his hands 
menacingly. 

"He has insulted the audience! ... Verhovensky!" the 
angry section roared. They even wanted to rush in pursuit of 
him. It was impossible to appease them, at the moment, :my 
way, and-a final catastrophe broke like a bomb on the as
sembly and exploded in its midst: ird reader, the maniac 
who kept waving his fist behind the scenes, sudden y ran on to 
the platform. 

He looked like a perfect madman. With a broad, triumph:mt 
.I\J'Tlile, full of bound le s elf-confidence, he looked round at dJe; 
agitated hall and he seemed to be delighted at the disorder. He 
wa not in the le.1st disconcerted at having to speak in such u 
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"You can't do like that, your Excellency." 
"You mustn't abuse the public." 
"You are a fool yourself!" a voice cried suddenly from a 

.corner. 
"Filibusters!" shouted some one from the other end of 

room. 
Lembke looked around quickly at the shout and turned pale: 

A vacant smile came OR to his lips, as though he suddenly 
understood and remembered something. 

"Gentlemen," said Yulia Mihailovna, addressing the c~ 
;vhich was pressing round them, a she drew her husband aw,,f 
-"gentlemen, excuse Andrey Antonovitch. Andrey An 
itch is unwell ... excuse ... forgive hjm, gentlemen." 

I positively heard her say "forgive him." It all happened very_ 
quickly. But I remember for a fact that a section of the public 
rushed out of the hall immediately after those words of Yulit 
Mihailovna's as though panic-stricken. I remember o,1e hystcr• 
:cal, tearful feminine shriek: 

"Ach, the same thing again I" 
And in the retreat of the guests, which was almost~ 

ing a crush, another bomb exploded exactly as in the afternoca 
"Fire! All th~side uarter is on fire!" 
I on't remember where thi terrible cry rose first, whetW 

it was first raised in the hall, or whether ome one ran u;,staitl 
from the entry, but it was followed by such alarm that I can 
attempt to describe it. More than half the guests at the 
came from the quarter beyond the river, and were owners orCJOI 
cupiers of wooden houses in that district. They rushed to di 
windows, pulled back the curtains in a fla h, and tore down tit 
blinds. The riverside was in flames. The fire, it is true, was oaW 
:>eginning, but it was in flames in three separate plac 
that was what was alarming. 

"Arson! The Sh_pigulin men!" roared the crowd. 
remember ome very c aracteristic exclamations: 

"I've had a presentiment in my heart that there'd be fflllll 
"v'! had a pre entiment of it thee last few days!" 

'The hpigulin men, the hpigulin men, no one else!" 
"We were all lured here on purpo e to set fire to it!" 
This last most amazing exclamation came from a womu; 

it was an unintentional involuntary shriek of a housewife 
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on going to the fire; but that was not a sufficient reason. k 
ended in his taking him co th(: fire in his droshky. He told 111 
dtcerwards chat Lembke was gesticulating all the way and 
''shouting orders that it was impossible co obey owing to their 
unusualness." le was officially reported lacer on that his Excel
lC'ncy had at chat time been in a deliriou condition "owingtt 
a sudden fright." 

There is no need co describe how the ball ended. A few doua 
rowdy fellows, and with them some ladies, remained in the ball. 
There were no police present. They would not lee the orchestra 
go, and beat the musicians who attempted co leave. By mom• 
ing they had pulled all Prohoricch's stall co pieces, had drunk 
themselves senseless, danced the Kamarin ky in its unexpur• 
gated form, made the rooms in a shocking mess, and only to
wards daybreak part of chis hopele sly drunken rabble reached 
the scene of the fire to make fresh disturbance there. The othei 
pare spent the night in the rooms dead drunk, with disastl'OUI 
;:onsequences to che velvet sofas and the floor. ext morning, 
at the earliest po sibilicy, they were dragged out by their legs 
into the street. o ended the fece for. the benefit of the govern
esses of our province. 

IV 

The fire frightened the inhabitants of the riverside just~ 
at..~e it was evidently a case of arson. It was curious that 

the first cry of "fire" another cry was raised chat the Shpigulia; 
men had done it. It is now well known that three Shpi~ 
men really did have a hare in settin~ fire to the town, but 
was all; all the ocher factory hands were completely acquittals 
not only officially but also by public opinion. Besides 
three rascals (of whom one has been caught and confessedanl 
the ocher two have so far escaped), Fedka the convict WN 

doubtedly had a hand in the arson. hat is all chat is knm 
for certain about the fire till now; but when it comes to 
;ectures it's a very different matter. What had led these~ 
rascals co do it? Had they been instigated by anyone? ltis vrrj 
.:lifficult to answer all che e questions even now. 

Owing to the scron wind, the fact that the houses at m 
.-iverside were almost all wooden, and chat they had been Iii 
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ti ve in ·tinct which alas, lie hidden in every heart, even tbit 
of the milde t and mo t dome tic little clerk .... This sinis
ter en ation i almo t always fa cinating. "I really don't know 
whether one can look at a fire without a certain pleasure." Thi 
i word for word what tepan Trofimovitch aid to me one 
night on returning home after he had happened to witness a 
fire and wa till under the : nfl uence of the spectacle. Of 
course, the very man who enjoys the spectacle will rush into 
the fire himself to ave a child or an old woman; but that is al
together a different matter. 

Following in the wake of the crowd of ight eers, I succeed
td, without asking questions, in reaching the chief centre C"4 

danger, where at last I saw Le bke, whom I was seeking at 
Yulia Mihailovna's request. Hi position was strange and extra
ordinary. He was standing on the ruin of a fence. Thirty paas 
to the left of him ro e the black skeleton of a two-storied home 
which had almo t burnt out. It had holes in tead of windows at 
each tory, it roof had fallen in, and the flame were stiil hat 
and there creeping among the charred beam . At the farther 
end of the courtyard, twei;1ty pace away, the lodge, also a two
&toried building, was beginning to burn, and the firemen wm 
doing their utmo t to ave it. n the right, the firemen and the 
people were trying to save a rather large wooden building wba 
was not actually burning, though it had caught fire sevenl 
times and was inevitably bound to be burnt in the end. Lem. 
ke stood facing the lodge, shouting and ge ticulating. Heu 
giving orders which no one attempted to carry out. It seem 
to me that every one had given him up as hopeless and left him. 
Anyway, though every one in the vast crowd of all clam, 
among whom there were gentlemen, and even the cathednl 
priest, wa listening to him with curio ity and wonder, no oae 
spoke to him or tried to get him away. Lembke, with a pale 
face and glittering eyes, was utterin~ the mo t amazing things. 
To complete the picture he had lost hi hat and was bare
headed. 

"It's all incendiarism! It's ihili m! If anything is burninr, 
it's ihilism!" I heard almost with horror; and though tbm 

as nothing co be surprised at, yet actual madne&s, when• 
sees it, always gives one a shock. 

"Your Excellency," s'lid a policeman, coming up to hinl, 
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"'wh.ttif you weri to cry the repose of home? . . It's danger
,ous for your E 'Cellency ven to stand here.'" 

This policeman, as I heard afterwards, had been told off by 
the chief of poli e co watch over Andrey AntonoYicch. to do 
ins utmost to gee him home, and in ca e of danger even to u e 
force-a task evidently beyond the man's power. 

"They will wipe away the tear of the people who e house! 
have been burnt, but they will burn down the town. It's all the 
work of four coundrels, four and a half! Arrest the scoun
drels! He worms him elf into the honour of families. They 
inade use of the governesses to burn down the houses. It's vile, 
vile! Aie, what's he about?" he shouted, suddenly noticing a 
fireman at the top of the burning lodge, under whom the roof 
had almost burnt away and round whom the flames were begin
aing to flare up. "Pull him down! Pull him dow?! He ~il 
fall, he will catch fire, put him out! ... What 1s he dom 
lliere?" 

"He is putting the fire out, your Excellency." 
"Not likely. The fire is in the mind§. of men and not in the 

roofs of hou;es. Pull him down and give it up! tter give ic 
.,:much better! Let it put itself out. Aie, who is crying now? 
An old woman! It's an old woman shouting. Why have they 
forgotten the old woman?" 

There actually was an old woman crying on the ground flooc 
el the burning lodge. he was an old creature of eighty, a rela
tion of the shopkeeper who owned the house. But she had not 
Ileen forgotten; she had gone bar:k to the bur~g house while 
it was still possible, with the insane idea of rescwng her fea~h
er bed from a corner room which was till untouched. hokmg 
:with the smoke and screaming with the heat, for the room wa1 
on fire by the time she reached it, she was still trying with her 
:decrepit hands to squeeze her feather bed through a broken 
window pane. Lembke rushed to her assistance. Every one saw 
him run up to the window, catch hold of one corner of the 
feather bed and try with all his might to pull it out. As ill luck 
would have it, a board fell at that moment from the roof and 
llit the unhappy governor. It did not kill him, it merely grazed 
liim on the neck as it fell, but Andrey Antonovitch's career 
,ras over, among us at least; tha blow knocked him off his foft 
ud he sank on the ground unconscious. 
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The day dawned at last, gloomy and sullen. The fire 1111 
abating; the wind was followed by a sudden cairn, and theu 
.fine drizzling rain fell. I was by that time in another part,some 
distance from where Lembke had fallen, and here I overheanl 
very s~.ange conversation in the crowd. A strange fact W 
come to .1ght. ')n the very outskirts of the quarter, on a piece 
of waste land beyond the kitchen gardens, not less than fifty 
paces from any other building , there stood a little woodea 
house which had only lately been built, and this solitary hou. 
had been on fire at the very beginning, almost before any other. 
Even had it burnt down, it was o far from other houses that 
no other building in the town could have caught fire from it, 
and, vice versa, if the whole river ide had been burnt to die 
ground, that hou e might have remained intact, whatever die 
wind had been. It follow~d that it had caught fire separatr!J 
and independently and therefore not accidentally. But thechif 
point was that it was not burnt to the ground, and at daybreak 
strange things were discovered within it. The owner of this new 
house, who lived in the neighbourhood, rushed up as soonas ■ 
nw it in flames and with the heip of his neighbours pulW 
.ipart a pile of faggot which had been heaped up by the side 
wall and et fire to. In thi way he saved the house. But tlm 
were lodgers in the house--the captain, who was well knownia 
the town, his sister, and their elderly servant, and these thne 
persons-the cap a· his sister and their servant-had bCIII 

.,!!lUrdered an apparent y ro ed in the night. (It was hereiliit 
the cl:uef of police had gone while Lembke was rescuing die 
feather bed.) 

By morning the news had spread and an immense crowd fl 
all clas es, even the riverside people who had been burnt oat, 
had flocked to the waste land where the new house stood. II 
was difficult to get there, o dense wa the crowd. I was told II 
once that the captain had been found lying dressed on di 
bench with his throat cut, and that he mu t have been dead 
drunk when he was killed, o that he had felt nothing, and ■ 
had "bled like a bull' , that his sister Mar • ofe.ye 
been "stabbed all over" with a knife and she was lying on di 

oor in the doorway;- o that probably she had been awake a 
ad fought and struggled with the murderer. The servant, n 

had also probably been awake, had her skull broken. The 011111 
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of the house said that the captain had come to ee him the morn
ing before and that in his drunken bragging he l,ad shown him 
a lot of rr:oney, as much as two hundred roubles. The captain's 
shabby old green pocket-book was found empty on the floor, 
but Marya Tirnofeyevna's box had not been couched, and the 
silver setting of the ikon had not been removed either; the 
captain's clothes, too, had not been disturbed. It was evident 
that the thief had been in a hurry and was a man familiar with 
the captain's circumstances, who had come only for money 
and knew where it was kept. If the owner of the house hac 
not run up at the moment the burning faggot stack would cer
tainly have set fire co the house and "it would have been diffi
cult to find out from the charred corp e how they had died." 

So the story was told. One other fact was added: that the 
person who had taken this house for the Lebyadkins was no 
other than Mr. Stavrogin, ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, the son of 
Varvara Petrovna. He had come himself to take it and had had 
much ado to persuade the owner to let it, as the latter had in
lmded to use it as a cavern; but ikolay Vsyevolodovitch was 
ready to give any rent he asked and had paid for six months 
in advance. 

"The fire wasn't an accident," I heard said in the crowd. 
But the majority said nothing. People's faces were sullen, 

bat I did not see signs of much indignation. People persisted 
however, in gossiping about Stavrogin, saying that the murder
ed woman was his wife; that on the previous day he had "dis
honourably" abducted a young lady belonging to the best fam
ily in the place, the daughter of Madame Drozdov, and that a 
complaint was to be lodged against him in Petersburg; and that 
his wife had been murdered evidently that he might.marg the 
e_lady. voreshniki was not more than a mile and a ha1I 
away, and I remember I wondered whether I should not let 
them know the position of affairs. I did not notice, however, 
that there was anyone egging the crowd on and I don't want 
to accuse people falsely, though I did see and recognised a: 
once in the crowd at the fire two or three of the rowdy lot l 

had seen in the refreshment-room. I particularly remember on@ 
thin, tall fellow, a cabinet-maker, as I found out later, with an 
emaciated face and a curly head, black as though grimed with 
soot. He was not drunk, but in contrast to the gloomy passiv-
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He got up quihck.ly. ?" he brought 
"What does t at mean. 

steadily. . . th our life or with mine? is W~ 
"Have you paid for it w1 y f understanding?" cned 

I mean. 0: ha~~Jt ~tJ ~1~J~::: ~p O uddenly? Why ~ 
Liza, flushing. . hy h look? You frighten me? Wbathatt.11 

t me wit uc a • • ago 
you stare a . f all the time? I noticed some time ,-_...1 
it you are afraid O this very minute • • • \JIJUII 
you were afraid and you ar~, now 
heavens, how pale you a_re! ·za I wear I don't ..• and I 

"If ou know anyt~ng, L1 , h I said that I had paid f« 
, h lking of that iust now w en wasn t ~a 

it with life. • • • " d ,, she brought out, faltering appll
"I don't under tan you, 

hensively. . ile came on to his lips. He slow~ 
At last a slow brood10g sm his knees and covered bis face 

sat down, put his elbows on , 
with his hands. d li . We were talking of tft 

"A bad dream and e num •••• 

different things." h • ere talking about .••• Do yoa 
"I don't know "'. at yo~w yesterday that 1 should 

mean to say you d1dknnot rownot? Don't tell a lie, did you 
d d.d you ow o • you to- ay, 1 

not?" 
"l did," he said softly. h ? You knew and yet 
"Well then, what woufld you al; ren't we quits?" 

d • h oment' or yours • . • 
accepte t at m l h ,, he cried in intense 

"Tell me the who e trut , d d"d you know y 
d door ester 1y, 1 

"When you opene my ,, 
that it was only for on_e hour\d 

She looked at him with ?at.r ~rson can ask most 
"Really, the most sen ible p ? Can it be vanity 

d hy are you so uneasy. . 
questions. An w fi t •nstead of your leav10g 
a woman hould leave ou lr_s:i~·tch since I've been with 

• l V syevo ouov1 , d • , • 
you know, i ohay very generous to me, an ttl 
I've discovered t at you are ,, 
that I can't endure fr~m you. d took a few steps about 

He got up from his seat an 

room. 
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"Very well, perhaps it was bound to end so. But how 

can it all have happened?" 
'That's a question to worry about! Especially as you know 

the answer yourself perfectly well, and understand it better 
than anyone on earth, and were counting on it yourself. I am 
a young lady, my heart has been trained on the opera, that's 
bow it all began, that's the olution." 

"No." 
"There is nothing in it to fret your vanity. It is all the ab-

10lute truth. It began with a fine moment which was coo much 
for me to bear. The day before yesterday, when I 'insulted' 
you before every one and you answered me so chivalrously, I 
went home and guessed at once that you were running away 
from me because you were married, and not from contempt 
for me which, as a fashionable young lady, I dreaded more than 
anything. I understood that it was for my sake, for me, mad 
II I was, that you ran away. You see how I appreciate your 
generosity. Then P otr re anovitch skipped up to roe and 
a.plained it all to me at once. He revealed to me that you were 
~d_!2.y a 'great idea ' before which he and I were as 
nothing, but yet that 1 wa a stumbling- ock in your path. He 
'&iought himself in, he insi ted that we three should work to
gether, and said the most fantastic things about a boat and 
about maple-wood oars out of some Russian ong. I compli
mented him and told him he wa a poet, which he wallowed as 
the real thing. And as apart from him I had known long before 
that I had not the strength to do anything for long, I made up 
my mind on the spot. Well, that's all and quite enough, an<! 
please let us have no more explanations. We might quarrel. 
Don't be afraid of anyone, I take it all on myself. I am horrid 
and capricious, I was fa cinated by that operatic boat, I am a 
young lady . . . but you know I did think that you were 
dreadfully in love with me. Don't despi e the poor fool, and 
don't laugh at the tear that dropped just now. I am awfully 
given to crying with self-pity. Come, that's enough, that's 
«aough. I am no good for anything and you are no good for 
111ything; it's as bad for both of us, so let's comfort our elves 
with that. Anyway, it eases our vanity." 

"Dream and delirium," cried Stavrogin, wringing his hands, 
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:md pacing about the room. "Liza, poor child, what have you 
done to yourself?" . 

"I've burnt my elf in a candle, nothing more. Surely you are 
not crying, too? You should show less feeling and better breed
ing .... " 

"Why why did you come to me?" 
"Don'~ you understand what a ludicrous position you put 

your elf in in the eyes of the world by asking such questions?" 
"Why have you ruined yourself, o grotesquely and so stu• 

pidly, and what's to be done now?" . . , 
"And this is tavrogin, 'the vampire Stavrogm_, as you are 

called by a lady here who i in love with you! Listen! I have 
told you already, I've ut all my life into o ou~ and I am 
at peace. Do the same with yours ... though you ve no need 
to: you have plenty of 'hours' and 'moments' of all sorts be
fore you." 

"As many as you; I give you my olemn word, not one hour 
more than you!" . . 

He wa till walking up and down and did not see the 11pid 
penetrating glance she turned upon him, in which there seemed 
a dawning hope. But the light died away ac_the s~me momen~ 

"If you knew what it co ts me that I can t ~e sincere at this 
moment Liza if I could only tell you . • • 

' ' 11 h. , God "Tell me? You want to te me somet mg, to me. 
save me from your secrets!" he broke in almost in terror. 

He stopped and waited uneasily. . . 
"I ought to onfess that ever ince those days m S:w1tzerland 

I have had a trong feeling that you have something awfw, 
loathsome some bloodshed on your con cience • • • and yet 
somethin; that would make you look very ridiculous. Bewm 
of telling me, if it's true: I hall laugh you ~o scorn. I shall 
laugh at you for the re t of your life. . . . A1e, you ar~ turn
ing pale again? I won't, I won't, I'll go a_t once." She 1umpid 
up from her chair with a movement of d1_sgu t and ~ontem!"-

"Torture me, puni h me, vent your spite on m~, he cried 
in despair. "You have the full right. L knew: ~ not~ 

ou and yet I ruined you! Yes, I accepted the moment for my 
own; I had a hope ... I've had it_ a long time • • • my bst 
hope .... I could not resist the radiance that flooded my heaii 
when vou came to me yesterday, of your elf, alone, of your 
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on accord. I suddenly believed .... Perhaps I have faith in 
it still." 

"I will repay such noble frankness by being as frank. I don't 
want to be a Sister of Mercy for you. Perhaps I rea ly may 
llecome a nurse unles I happen appropriately to die to-da ; 
but if Idol won't be your nurse, though, of course, you need 
GDe as much as any crippled creature. I alway fancied that you 
would take me to ome place where there was a huge wicked 
spider, big as a man and we should spend our lives looking at it 
and being afraid of it. That's how our love would spend itself. 
Appeal to Dashenka; she will go with you anywhere you like.'' 

"Can't you help thinking of her even now?" 
"Poor little spaniel! Give her my greetings. Does she know 

that even in Switzerland you had fixed on her for your old age? 
l'bat prudence! What fore ight! Aie, who's that?" 

At the farther end of the room a door opened a crack; a head 
WU thrust in and vanished again hurriedly. 

"Is that you, Alexey Yegorytch?" asked Stavrogin. 
"No, it's only I." Pyotr tepanovitch thrust himself half in 

again. "How do you do, Lizaveta ikolaevna? Good morning, 
anyway. I guessed I should find you both in this room. I have 
come for one moment literally, ikolay Vsyevolodovitch. I was 
anxious to have a couple of words with you at all co ts ... 
abaolutdy necessary ... only a few words!" 

Stavrogin moved towards him but turned back to Liza at the 
third step. 

"If you hear anything directly, Liza, let me tell you I am to 
blame for it!" 

She started and looked at him in di may· but he hurried! 
went out. 

II 

The room from which Pyotr tepanovitch had peeped in was 
a large oval vestibule. Alexey Yegorytch had been sitting there 
before Pyotr Stepanovitch came in but the :aner sent him 
away. Stavrogin clo ed the door after him and stood expect"\nf 
Pyotr Stepanovitch looked rapidly and searchingly at him. 

"Well?" 
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"Jf you know already," said Pyotr Stepanovitch hurriedly, 
his eyes looking as though they would dive into Stavrogin'1 
oul, "then, of cour e, we are none of u to blame, above all not 

you, for it' such a concatenation . . . uch a coincidence of 
event ... in brief, you can't be legally implicated and I've 
rushed here to tell you o beforehand." 

"H:ive they been burnt? murdered?" 
"Mur red but not burnt hat's the trouble, but I give yoa 

my word of onour t at 1t' not been my f:iult, however much 
ou may uspect me, eh? Do you want the whole truth: you 
ee the idea really did cros my mind-you hinted it yourself, 

-iot eriously, but tea ing me (for, of course, you would not 
hint it seriously), but I couldn't bring my elf to it, and 
wouldn't bring myself to it for anything, not for a hundred 
roubles-and what was there to be gained by it, I mean for 
me, for me .... " (He was in de perate haste and his talk 
was like the cracking of the rattle.) "But what a coincidence 
of circumstances: I gave that drunken fool Lebyadkin two 
hundred and thirty rouble of my own money (do you hear, 
my own money, there wasn't a rouble of yours and, what'1 
more, you know it your elf) the day before yesterday, in the 
evening--<lo you hear, not yesterday after the matinee, but the 
day before yesterday, make a note of it: it's a very importalll 
coincidence for I did not know for certain at chat time whether 
Lizaveta ikolaevna would come co you or not; I gave my 
own money simply because you distinguished yourself br 
taking it into your head to betray your secret to every one. 
Well, I won't go into that ... that's your affair ... f011 
chivalry ... but I must own I was amazed, it was a knock
down blow. And forasmuch a I wa exceeding weary of ti. 
tragic stories-and let me tell you, I talk eriously though I 
do u e Biblical language--as it wa all up etting my plans ia 
fact, I made up my mind at any cost, and without your know• 
ledge, co pack the Lebyadkins off co Petersburg, especially as he 
wa et on going him elf. I made one mistake: I gave thelllOIIIJ 
in yaur name; was it a mi cake or not? Perhaps it wasn't• 
mistake, eh? Listen now Ii ten how it ha all cunlli 
out ... 

In the heat of his talk he went close up to Scavrogin 11111 
rook hold of the revers of his coat (really, it may have been11 
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purpose). With a violent movement Stavrogin struck him on 
the arm. 

"Come, what is it .' .. give over ... you'll break my arm 
• • , what matters 1s the way things have turned out" he 
rattled on, ~ot in the !_east surprised at the blow. "I forked out 
the money m the evening on condition his sister and he should 
let ~ff early n~xc mor~g; I trusted chat rascal Liputin with 
the JOb of g:ttlil_g chem into the train and seeing chem off. But 
that _beast L1put1Il wanted to play his schoolboy pranks on thcr 
public-perhaps you heard? At the matinee? Listen, listen: 
t~ey -~th go~ drunk, made up verses of which half are 
Liputm ~; he ngged Lebyadkin out in a dress-coat, assuring me 
meanv.:rule chat he had packed him off chat morning, but he 
kept him shut somewhere in a back room, till he thrust him on 
the platform at the matinee. But Lebyadkin got drunk quick
ly and unexpectedly. Then came the scandalou scene you kno 
o~, ~d then they got him home more dead than alive, and 
Liputm filched away t~e two hundred roubles, leaving him 
only ~mall change. But 1t appears unluckily chat already that 
mo~mg Lebyadkin had taken chat two hundred roubles our 
of his pocket, boasted of it and shown it in u desirable quar
ters. And as that was just what Fedka was expecting, and ash 
~d heard something at Kirillov's (do you ,emember your 
hint?) he made up his mind to take advantage of it. Tha,t's the 
whole truth. I am glad, anyway, that Fedka did not find the 
mon~, the rascal was reckoning on a th,msand, you know! He 
-:as m a hurry and seems to have been frightened by the fire 
himself • • • Would you believe it, chat fire came as a thuu
der~lt fo_r me: Devil only knows what to make of it! It is 
taking things m to their own hands. . . . You see, as I ex
pect so mu~h of ,ro~ I will hide nothing from you: I've long 
been hatchlilg this idea of a fire because it suits the national 
and popular t~ste; ~ut I was keeping it for a critical moment, 
for that precious trme when we should all ri e up and . . . 
And they suddenly took it into their heads co do it on their 
own initiative, without orders, now at the very~ent when 
Wt ought to be ~ying low and keeping quiet! uch presumption! 
• • • The fact 1s, l'~e ~ot got to the bottom of it yet, they 
talk about two Shp1gulm men ... but if there are any of 
OIIT fdlows in it, if any one of them has had a hand in it- 0 
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much the worse for him! You see what comes of letting people 
get ever so little out of hand! o, chis democratic rabb~ 
Its uintecs is a poor foundation; what we wantis one mag-

• cent, despotic will, like an idol, re ting on something fiin. 
amenta and externa . . . . hen the quintets will cringe 

into obedience and be obsequiously ready on occasion. But, 
anyway, though, they are all crying out now that Stavrogin 
wanted his wife to be burnt and that that's what caused the 
fue in the town, but ... " 

"Why, are they all saying that?" 
"Well, not yet, and I must confess I have heard nothing of 

the sort, but what one can do with people, especially when 
they've been burnt oucl Vox populi vox Dei. A stupid rumour 
is soon set going. But you really have nothing to be afraid of. 
From the legal point of view you are all right, and with your 
conscience al o. For you didn't want it done, did you? Theie's 
no clue, nothing but the coincidence .... The only thing ii 
Fedka may remember what you said that night at Kirillov'1 
(and what .'l'lade you say it?) but chat proves nothing and wt 
ball stop Fedka's mouth. I shall .stop it to-day .... " 

"And weren't the bodies burnt at all?" 
"Not a bit; chat ruffian could not manage anything p~ 

&ly. Bue I am glad, anyway, that you are o calm ... for 
though you are not in any way co blame, even in thought, but 
all the same .... And you must admit that all this settla 
your difficulties capitally: you are uddenly free and a widower 
and can marry a charming girl chis minute with a lot ti 
money, who is already your , into che bargain. See what can be 
don by a crude, simple, c.oincidence--eh?" 

"Are you threatening me, you fool?" 
"Come, leave off, leave off! Here you are, calling me a fool, 

and what a cone co u e! You ought co be glad, yet you ... I 
rushed here on purpose co lee you know in good time ... , 
Be ides, how could I threaten you? As if I cared for what I 
could get by threats! I want you co help from goodwill and 
not from fear. You are the light and the sun .... It's I who 
am terribly afraid of you, not you of me! I am not Mavriky 

ikolaevicch. . . . nd only fancy, as I flew here in a racing 
drOUJky I saw Mavriky ikolaevitch by che fence at the farth
est rorner of your garden . . . in his greatcoat, drenched 
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"If you've come in a racing dro hky, take her to Mavriky 
ikolaevitch now. he aid just now that she could not endure 

me and would leave me, and she certainly will not accept my 
carriage." 

"What! Can she really be leaving? How can this have come 
about?" said Pyotr tepanovitch, staring stupidly at him. 

" he's ue sed somehow during this night that I don't love 
her ... which she knew all along, indeed." 

"But don't you love her?" said Pyotr Scepanovitch, with an 
expression of extreme surprise. "If so, why did you keep her 
when she came co you yesterday, instead of telling her plainly 
like an honourable man that you didn't care for her? That wu 
horribly shabby on your part; and how mean you make me 
look in her eye ! " 

Stavrogin suddenly laughed. 
"I am laughing at my monkey," he explained at once. 
"Ah! You saw chat I was putting it on!" cried Pyotr Scq,a-

novitch, laughing too, with great enjoyment. "I did it to am111e 
you! Only fancy, a soon as you came out to me I guessed £111111 
your face that you'd been 'unlucky.' A complete fiasco, per
haps. Eh? There! I'll bet anything," he cried, almost gasping 
with delight, "that you've been sitting side by side in thedn,r. 
ing-room all night wasting your precious time discussing some
thing lofty and elevated . . . There, forgiv! me, forgive im; 

it's not my business. I felt sure yesterday that it would all eml 
in foolishness. I brought her to you simply to amuse you, ml 
to show you chat you wouldn't have a dull time with me. I 
shall be of US'! to you a hundred times in that way. I always 
like pleasing people. If you don't want her now, which 1111 
what I was reckoning on when I came, then . . .'' 

"So ought her simply for my amusement?" 
"Why, what else?" 
" ot to make me kill my wife?" 
"Come. You've not killed her? What 

•re!" 
"It's just the same; you killed her.'' 
"I didn't kill her! I tell you I had no hand in it. 

;ire beginning to make me uneasy, though .... " 
"Go on. You said, 'if you don't want her now, then , , .' 
"Then, leave it to me, of course. I can quite easily 
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here with the news . . . it fell on me like a thunderbolt. 
Stavrogin could hardly stand when I told him. We were delib
erating here whether to tell you at once or not?" 

" ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, is he telling the truth?" Liza 
articulated faintly. 

"No; it's false." 
"Fal e!" said Pyotr tepanovitch, starting. "What do yoa 

mean by that?" 
"Heavens! I shall go mad!" cried Liza. 
"Do you understand, anyway, ~hat ~e i~, mad now!"_ Py~ 

tepanovitch cried at the top of his voice. After all, his wife 
has just been murdered. You see how white he is ... , ~y, 
he has been with you the whole night. He hasn't left your side 
a minute. How can you su pect him?" 

" ikolay Vsyevolodovitch, tell me, as before God, are~ 
guilty or not, and I wear I'll believe your word as though 1t 
were God's, and I'll follow you to the end of the earth. Yes, I 
will. I'll follow you like a dog." 

"Why are you tor'.11enti?g her, you_ fan~,as~ic crea~?" 
cried Pyotr Stepanov1tch m exasperation. L1zaveta Niko
laevna, upon my oath, you c:tn crush me into powder, but~ 
is not guilty. On the contrary, it has crushed him, an~ he I 
raving, you ee that. He is not to blame in any way, not many 
way, not even in thought! ... It's all the work of robben 
who will probably be found within a week and flogged ... , 
It's all the work of Fedka the convict and some Shpigulin men, 
aU the town is agog with it. That's why I say so too." 

"Is that right? Is that right?" Liza waited trembling for her 
final sentence. 

"I did not kill them, and I was again tit, but I kne~ 
were going to be killed and I did not stop the murdere~s. Leave 

.,,, met Liza," tavrogin brought out, ar.d he walked mtotlie 
rawing-room. 

Liza hid her face in her hands and walked out of the houst 
1:-yotr tepanovitch was rushing after her, but at once hurried 
back and went into the drawing-room. 

"So that's your line? That's your line? o there's nothing 
you are afraid of?" He flew at tavrogin in an absolutetiiir, 

/muttering incoherently, scarcely ao e to a words ano foam-
1/ i~g at the mouth. 
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Stavrogin stood in the middle of the room and did not an
swer a word. He clutched a lock of his hair in his left hand 
and smiled helplessly. Pyotr Stepanovitch pulled him violently 
by the sleeve. 

"Is it all over with you? o chat's the line you are taking? 
You'll inform a ainst all of us, and go to a monastery your
i'elt,or to the devil. . . . But I'll do for you, though you are 
lmfafraid of me!" 

"Ah! That's you chattering!" said Stavrogin, noticing him 
at last. "Run," he said, corning to himself suddenly, "run after 
her, order the carriage, don't leave her .... Run, run! Take 
her home so that no one may know ... and that she mayn't 
go there . . . to the bodies . . . to the bodies. . . . Force 
her to get into the carriage . . . Alexey Yegorytch! Alexey 
Yegorytch!" 

"Stay, don't shout! By now she is in Mavriky's arms .... 
Mavriky won't put her into your carriage .... Stay! There', 
"Olllething more important than the carriage!" 

He seized his revolver again. Stavrogin looked at him 
gravely. 

"Very well, kill me," he said softly, almost conciliatorily. 
"Foo. Damn it! What a maze of false sentiment a man ca» 

get into!" said Pyotr Stepanovitch, shaking with rage. "Yes, 
really, you ought to be killed! She ought simply to spit at youl 
Fine sort of 'magic boat,' you are; you are a broken-down, 
leaky old hulk! . . . You ought to pull yourself together if 
only from spite! Ech! Why, what difference would it make ta 
you since you ask for a bullet through your brains yourself?" 

Stavrogin smiled strangely. 
"If you were not such a buffoon I might perhaps have said 

yes now .... If you had only a grain of sense ... " 
"I am a buffoon, but I don't want y:ou,Jlly better half, to 

be one! Do you understan me?" 
avrogin did understand, though perhaps no one else did. 

Shatov, for instance, was astonished when Stavrogin told him 
that ~otr Ste anovitch had enthusiasm. --=--

"Go to the ev now, an to-morrow perhaps I may wring 
,omething out of myself. Come to-morrow." 

"Yes? Yes?" 

...._ 
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ment, I firr.t noticed Liza some distance away in the crowd, and 
I did not at once catch sight of Mavriky ikolaevitch. I fancy 
there was a moment when he fell two or three steps behind 
her or was pre ed back by the cru h. Liza, forcing her way 
through the crowd, eeing and noticing nothing round her, 
like one in a delirium, like a patient escaped from a hospital, 
attracted attention only too quickly, of course. There arose a 
hubbub of loud talking and at last sudden shouts. Some one 
bawled out, "It's tavrogin's woman!" And on the other side, 
'It's not enough to murder them, she wants co look at th!:1111" 

at once I saw an arm raised above her head from behind 
and suddenly broug t own upon it. Liza fell to the gtOUM. 
We heard a fearful cream from Mavriky ikolaevitch as be 
dashed to her a sistance and struck with all his strength the 
man who stood between him and Liza. But at that instant the 
same cabinet-maker seized him with both arms from behind. 
For some minutes nothing could be distinguished in the scrim
mage that followed. I believe Liza got up but was knocked 
down by another blow. uddenly the crowd parted and a small 
space was left empty round Liza's prostrate figure, and Mav
riky ikolaevitch, frantic with grief and covered with blood, 
was standing over her, screaming, weeping, and wringing his 
hands. I don't remember exactly what followed after; I only 
remember that they began to carry Liza away. I ran after 
her. She was still alive and perhaps still con cious. The cabinet
maker and three other men in the crowd were seized. These 
three still deny having taken any pare in the dastardly deed, 
stubbornly maintaining that they have been arrested by mis
take. Perhaps it's the truth. Though the evidence against the 
cabinet-maker is clear, he is so irrational that he is still unable 
co explain what happened coherently. I too, as a spectatar, 
though at some distance, had to give evidence at the inquest. I 
declared that it had all happened entirely accidentally through 
the action of men perhaps moved by ill-feeling, yet scarcelJ 
conscious of what they were doing--drunk and irresponsible. 
' -im of that opinion to this day. 

CHAPTER JV 

THE LA T RE OLUTION 

I 

T:AT morning many people saw Pyotr ite anovitcl.. AU 
ho saw him remembered chat he was in a parcicu1arly 

xcited state. At two o'clo k he went to see Gaganov, 
who had arrived from the country only the day before, and 
whose house was full of visitors hotly discu sing the even of 
the previous day. Pyotr tepanovitch talked more than any• 
one and made them listen to him. He wa • always considered 
among us as a "chatterbox of a student with a screw loose," 
~t now he talked of Yulia Mihailovna, and in the general ex
Cltement the theme was an enthralling one. As one who had 
recently been her intimate and confidential friend, he di closed 
many new and unexpected details concerning her; incidentally 
(and of course unguardedly) he repeated some of her own 
~rks about per ons known to all in the town, and thereby 
piqued their vanity. He dropped it all i,1 a vague and rambling 
way, like a man free from guile driven by his ense of honour 
t.o the painful necessity of clearing up a perfect mountain of 
misunderstandings, and so simple-hearted that he hardly knew 
where to begin and where co leave off. He lee lip in a rather 
unguarded way, too, chat Yulia Mihailovna knew th~ whole 
secret of Stavrogin and chat she had been at che bottom of the 
'iJiole intrigue. She had taken him in too, for he, Pyotr tepa
nov1 en, had also been in love with chi unhappy Liza, yet he 
had been so hoodwinked chat he had almost taken her to cav
rogin himself in the carriage. "Ye , yes, it's all very well for 
you to laugh, gentlemen, but if only I'd known, if I'd known 
bow it would end!" he concluded. To various excited inquiries 
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about tavrogin he bluntly replied that in his opinion the ca
tastrophe to the Lcbyadkins was a pure coincidence, and that 
it was all Lebyadkin's own fault for displaying his money. He 
explained this particularly well. One of his listeners observed 
that it was no good his "pretending"; that he had eaten and 
drunk and almo t lept at Yulia Mihailovna's, yet now he was 
the first to bla ken her character, and chat this was by no 
means such a fine thing to do as he uppo ed. But Pyotr Stepa
novitch immediately defended himself. 

"I ate and drank there not becau e I had no money, and it's 
not my fault that I was invited there. Allow me to judge for 
myself how far I need co be grateful for that." 

The general impression was in his favour. "He may~ ra~ 
ab urd, and of course he is a non ensi al fellow, yet still he IS 

not responsible for Yulia Mihailovna's foolishness. On the con-
trary, it appears that he cried to stop her." . 

About two o'clock the news suddenly came chat Stav~ 
about whom there was so much talk, had suddenly left for 
Petersburg by the midday train. This interested people im
mensely; many of them frowned: Pyotr Scepanovitch was IO 

much struck that I was told he turned quite pale and cried 
out strangely "W how could they have let him go?" He 
hurried away from Gaganov's forthwith, yet he was seen in 
two or three other houses. 

Towards dusk he succeeded in getting in to see Yulia Mi
hailo na though he had the greatest pains to do so, as she had 
<ibsolutely refused to cc him. I heard of this from the lady 
herself only three weeks afterwards, just before her departure 
for Petersburg. he gave me no detail , but observed with a 
shudder that "he had on that occasion astounded her beyond 
all belief." I imagine chat all he did wa to terrify her by 
threatening to charge her with being an accomplice if she 
"said anything." The necessity for this intimidation arose from 
hi plans at the moment, of which he, of course, knew noth
ing; and only later, five days afterwards, she guessed why be 
had been so doubtful of her reticence and so afraid of a new 
outburst of indignation on her part. 

Between seven and eight o clock, when it was dark, all the 
five members of the ~inte met together at Ensign~ 
lodgings in a ittle crooked house at the end of the town. Tlie 
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meeting had been fixed by Pyotr Stcpanovit~h himself, but he. 
was unpardonably late, and the members waited over an houf 
for him. This Ensign Erke! was that young officer wh had sat 
the whole evening at Virginsky's with a pencil in his hand and 
a notebook before him. He had not long been in the town; he 
lodged alone with two old women, sister , in a sec_luded b~
street and was shortly to leave the tcwn; a meetrng at ~s 
house was less likely co attract notice thar.. anywhere. Thi 
strange boy was distinguished by extreme taciturnity:_ he ":'as 
capable of sitting for a dozen evenings in succ~ion m_ no1 y 
company, with the most extraordinary conver at1?n go1Dg _on 
around him without uttering a word, though he listened with 
extreme at~ention, watching the peakers with hi~ childlike 
eyes. His face wa very pretty and even_ had a _certarn look of 
cleverness. He did not belong to the wntet; 1c was supposed 
that he had some special job of a purely practical character. 
It is known now that he had nothing of the ort and probably 
did not understand his position himself. It was simply that he 
was filled with hero-worship for Pyotr Stepanovitch, whom he 
had only latelymet. f he had met a monster of iniquity who 
had incited him to found a band of brigands on the pretext of 
IODle romantic and socialistic object, and as a test had bidden 
bim rob and murder the first peasant he met, he would cer
tainly have obeyed and done it. He had an invalid mother to 
whom he sent half of his scanty pay-and how she must have 
kissed that poor little flaxen head how she must have trembled 
and prayed over it! I go into these details about him because I 
feel very sorry for him. . 

"Our fellows" were excited. The events of the previous 
night had made a great impression o_n ch~m a':d I fancy they 
were in a panic. The simple disorderlme s LO which th~y had so 
ualously and systematically taken part had ended m a way 
they had not expected. The fire in the night, the m~rder_ of 
the Lebyadkins, the savage brutality of the crowd w1~h. Liza, 
had been a series of surprises which they had not ant1c1pated 
in their programme. They hotly accused the hand t?at had 
guided them of despotism and duplicity. In fact, while they 
were waiting for Pyotr Stepanovi tch they. worked ea~h other 
ap to such a point that they resolved aga1~ to ask him for a 
d~nite explanation, and if he evaded agam, as he had done 
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before, to dissolve the quintet and to found inste1d a new .e
cret o iety "for the propaganda of idea " and on their own 
initiative on the basis of democracy and equality. Liputin, Sbi
galov, and the authority on the pea ancry supported chis plan; 
Lyamshin said nothing, though he looked approving. Virginsky 
hesitated and wanted co hear Pyotr cepanovicch first. It wu 
decided co hear Pyotr Stepanovicch, but 5till he did not cmne; 
such ca ualne s added fuel to the flames. Erke! was absolutely 
:;ilent and did nothing but order the tea, which he brought 
from hi landladie in glas es on a tray, not bringing in the 
samovar nor allowing the servant co enter. 

Pyotr tepanovicch did not turn up till half-past eight. 
\Vith rapid seeps he went up to the circular table before the 
ofa round which the company were eaced; he kept his cap in 

his hand and refused tea. He looked angry, severe, and super
cilious. He must have observed at once from their faces that 
they were "mutinous." 

"Before I open my mouth, you've got omeching hidden; 
out with it." 

Liputin began "in the name of all," and. declared in a voice 
quivering with resentment "chat if things were going on lib 
that they might as well blow their brain out." Oh, they were 
not at all afraid co blow their brain out, they were quite ready 
to, in fact, but only co serve the common cause (a genenl 
movement of approbation). o he mu t be more open with 
them o that they might always know beforehand, "or else 
what would things be coming to?" (Again a stir and som, 
guttural sound . ) To behave like chi was humiliating and 
dangerous. "We don't say so because we are afraid, but if one 
acts and the rest are only pawns, then one would blunder and 
all would be lose." (Exclamation . "Ye, ye." General ap
proval.) 

"Damn it all, what do you want?" 
"What connection is there between the common cause 

the petty intrigues of Mr. tavrogin?" cried Liputin, oo·. 
over. "Suppose he is in some mysterious relation to the ceo=: 
if chat legendar centre really exist at all, it's no concern 
'Ours. n meantime a murder has been committed, the • 
have been roused; if they follow the thread rhey may 
wh:.c it tare from." 
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evidently surprised, and passed it thoughtfully to his neigh
bour· the letter quickly went the round. 

"Is that really Lebyadkin's handwriting?" observed Shigi
lov. 

"It is," answered Lipucin and Tolkacchenko (the authority 
on the peasantry) . 

"I simply brought it as a fact of interest and because I 
knew you were so sentimental over Lebyadkin," repeated 
Pyotr Stepanovicch, taking the letter back. " o it turns out, 
genclemen, chat a stray Fedka relieves us quite by chance of a 
tlangerous man. That' what chance does omecimes! It's in
structive, isn't it?" 

The members exchan_ged npid glances. 
"And now, genclemen, it's my turn to ask questions," said 

l:'yotr Scepanovicch, assuming an air of dignity. "Let me know 
what business you had to set fire co the town without percnis-
• " s1on. 

"What's chis! \'{/e, we set fire co the town? That is laying 
the blame on ochers!" they exclaimed. 

"I quite understand chat you carried the game too far," 
Pyotr Stepanovicch persisted stubbornly, "but it's not a mat• 
ter of petty scandals with Yulia Mihailovna. I've brought you 
here, gentlemen, co explain to you the greatness of the danger 
you have so stupidly incurred which i a menace co much be
sides yourselves." 

"Excuse me, we, on the contrary, were intending just now 
to point out co you the greatness of the despotism and unfair. 
ness you have shown in taking such a seriou and also strange 
step without consulting the members," Virginsky, who had 
been hitherto silent protested, almost with indignation. 

"And so you deny it? But I maintain chat you set lire Ill 
the town, you and none but you. Genclemen, don't tell lies;I 
have good evidence. By your rashne s you exposed che common 
cause to danger. You are only one knot in an endless network 
of knots-and your duty is blind obedience to the centre. Yet 
three men of you incited the hpigulin men to set lire to the 
town without the least instruction to do o, and the tire bas 
taken place." 

"What three? \'v'hat three of us?" 
"The day before yesterday, :it three o'clock in che night, 
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you, Tolkatchenko, were inciting Fomka Zavyalov at the 
'Forget-me-not.' " 

"Upon my word!" cried the latter, jumping up, "I scarcely 
aid a word to him, and what I did say was without intention, 
simply because he had been flogged that morning. nd I 
dropped it at once; I saw he was too drunk. If you had not 

jlderred to it I should not have thought of it again. A word 
could not set the place on fire." 

"You are like a man who should be surprised that a tiny 
spark could blow a whole powder magazine into the air." 

"I spoke in a whisper in his ear, in a corner; how could you 
have heard of it?" 

Tolkatchenko reflected suddenly. 
"I was sitting there under the table. Don't disturb your

selves, gentlemen; I know every step you take. You smile sar
castically, Mr. Liputin? But I know, for instance, that you 
pinched your wife black and blue at midnight, three days ago, 
in your bedroom as you were going to bed." 

Liputin's mouth fell open and he turned pale. (It was after
wards found out that he knew of chis exploit of Liputin's from 
Agafya, Liputin's servant whom he had paid from the begin• 
~ to spy on him; this only came out later.) 
"' "May-I state a fact?" said Shigalov, getting up. 

"State it." 
Shigalov sat down and pulled himself together. 
"So far as I understand-and it's impossible not to under

stand it-you yourself at first and a second time later, drew 
with great eloquence, but coo theoretically, a picture of Russia 
covered with an endless network of knots. Each of these cen
tres of activity, proselytising and ramifying endlessly, aims by 
systematic denunciation to injure the prestige of local author
ity, to reduce the villages to confu ion, to spread cynicism and 
scandals, together with complete disbelief in everything and 
an eagerness for omething better, and finally, by means of 
fires, as a pre-eminently national method, to reduce the coun
try at a given moment, if need be, to desperation. Are tho e 
your words which I tried to remember accurately? Is that the 
~ you gave us as the authorised representative of the 

central committee, which is to this day utterly unknown to 
us and almost like a myth?" 
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"It's correct, only you are very tedious.~ 
"Every one has a right to express himself :n his own way. 

Giving us to understand that the separate knots of the gen
eral network already covering Ru ia number by now sevenl 
hundred, and propounding the theory that if every one does 
his work succe fully, all Russia at a given moment, at a sig
nal ... " 

"Ah, damn it all, I have enough to do without you!" cried 
Pyotr Stepanovitch, twisting in his chair. 

"Very well, I'll cut it short and I'll end simply by asking if 
we've een the di orderly scenes, we've seen the discontent of 
the people, we've een and taken part in the downfall of local 
administration, and finally, we've seen with our own eyes the 
town on fire? What do you find amiss? Isn't that your pro
gramme? What can you blame us for?" 

"Acting on your own initiative!" Pyotr tepanovitch cried 
furiously. "While I am here you ought not to have dared to act 
without my permission. Enough. We are on the eve of betrayal, 
and perhaps to-morrow or to-night you'll be eized. So there. I 
have authentic information." 

At this all were agape with astoni6hment. 
"You will be arrested not only as the instigators of the fire, 

but as a quintet. The~toi: knows the whole secret of the 
network. So you see what a mess you've made of it!" 

"Stavrogin, no doubt," cried Liputin. 
"What ... why tavrogin?" Pyotr tepanovitch seemed 

suddenly taken aback. "Hang it all," he cried pulling himself 
together at once, "it's Shatov! I believe you all know now that 
Shatov in his time was one o the society. I mu t tell you that, 
watching him through person he doe not uspect, I found OUI 
to my amazement that he know all about the organisations 
the network and ... everything, in fact. To save himself 
from being charged with having formerly belonged, he will 
give information against all. He has been he itating up till now 
and I have spared him. Your fire has decided him: he is shaken 
and will hesitare no longer. To-morrow we shall be arrested• 
incendiaries and political offenders." 

"Is it true? How does Shatov know?" 
The excitement was indescribable. 
"It's all perfectly true. I have no right to reveal the SOUll'I 
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from which I learnt it or how I discovered it, but I tell you 
what I can do for you meanwhile: through one person I can 
~t. on _Shatov so that without his suspecting it he will put off 
pvmg mformation, but not more than for twenty-four hour ." 

All were silent. 
"We really must send him to the devil!" Tolkatchenko was 

the first to exclain1. 
"!t ought to have been done long ago," Lyamshin put in 

malignantly, striking the table with his fist. 
"But how is it to be done?" muttered Liputin. 
Pfotr Stepanovitch at once took up the question and unfold

ed his plan. The plan was the following day at nightfall to draw 
Shatov a~ay to a seclu_ded _spot t~ hand over the secret printing 
press which had been rn his keeping and was buried there and 
there "to settle things." He went into various essential d~tails 
which w~ will omit_ here, and explained minutely Shatov's pres
ent ambiguous attitude to the central society, of which th~ 
reader knows already. 

"That's all very well," Liputin observed irresolutely "but 
~~ it will be another adventure . . . of the same or~ . . . 
atwill make too great a sensation." 
, "No d?ubt," assented Pyotr Stepanovitch, "but I've pro

tided against that. We have the means of averting suspicion 
completely." 

And with the same minuteness he told them about K.irillov 
of~ intention to shoot hinlself, and of his promise to wait fo; 
a_ngnal from _them and to leave a letter behind him taking on 
himself anything they dictated to him ( all of which the reader 
knows already). 

"His determ~ati_on to take his own life--a philosophic, or 
II I should call 1t, rnsane decision-has become known there" 
Pyotr Stepanovitch went on to explain. "There not a thread 
not _a grain of du.st is overlooked; e..-erything is turned to th; 
~tee_ of the cause. Foreseeing how useful it might be and 
satisfymg the?1selves that his intention was quite serious, they 
had offered him the means to come to Rus ia (he was et fo1 
IOllle reason on dying in Russia), gave him a comm is ion which 
he promised to carry out (and he had done so), and had, more
ov_er_, bound hin, by a promise, as you already know, co commit 
1Wc1de only when he was told to. He promised everything. Y 011 



560 THE PO SE SEO 

must note chat he belongs cc the organisation on a particular 
footing and is anxious to be of ervice; more than that I can't 
tell you. To-morrow, after hato11 s affair, I'll dictate a note to 
him saying that he i re pon ible for hi death. That will seem 
very plausible: they were friend and travelled together to 
America, there they quarrelled; and it will all be explained in 
the letter ... and ... and perhap , if it seems feasible, we 
might dictate omething more to Kirillov-something about 
the manifestoes, for instance, and even perhaps about the fue. 
But I'll think about that. You needn't worry yourselves, he bu 
•o prejudices; he'll sign anything." 

There were expre sions of doubt. It ounded a fantastic story. 
6ut they had all heard more or Jes about Kirillov; Liputin 
more than all. 

"He may change his mind and not want to," said Shigalo,; 
"he is a madman anyway, o he i not much to build upon." 

"Don't be uneasy, gentlemen, he will want to," Pyotr Ste
panovitch snapped out. "I am obliged by our agreement to give 
him warning the day before, so it must be to-day. I invite Lipu• 
tin to go with me at once to see him and make certain, and be 
will tell you, gentlemen, when" he come~ back-to-day if need 
be--whether what I ay is true. However," he broke off sud
denly with intense exasperation, a though he suddenly felt be 
wa doing people like chem too much honour by wasting time 
in persuading chem, "ho ever, do as you please. If you don't 
decide to do it, the union is broken up-but olely through your 
insubordination and treachery. In that ase we are all inde
pendent from this moment. But under those circumstances, 
besides the unpleasantness of harov's betrayal and its conse
quences, you will have brought upon your elves another little 
unpleasantness of which you were definitely warned when the 
union was formed. As far as I am concerned, I am not mucl 
afraid of you, gentlemen .... Don't imagine that I am so in• 
volved with you .... But that's no matter." 

"Yes, we decided to do it," Liputin pronounced. 
"There's no other way out of it," muttered Tolkatchenko, 

"and if only Liputin confirms about Kirillov, then ... 
"I am against it; with all my soul and strength I protest 

against such a murderous decision," said Virginsky, standing 
up. 
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"But?" asked Pyotr Stepanovitch. . . . 
"But what?" 
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"You said b1tt ... and I am waiting." 
"I don't think I did say but ... I only meant to say that if 

you decide to do it, then . . . " 
"Then?" 
Virginsky did not answer. 
"I think that one is at liberty to neglect danger to one's own 

life," said Erke!, suddenly opening his mouth, "but if it may 
injure the cause, then I consider one ought not to dare to ne
glect danger to one's life. 

He broke off in confu ion, blushing. Ab orbed as they all 
were in their own ideas, they all looked at him in amazement
it was such a surprise that he too could speak. 

"I am for the cause," Virginsky pronounced suddenly. 
Every one got up. It was decided to communicate once more 

and make final arrangements at midday on the morrow, t~ough 
without meeting. The place where the pr~ting press wa~ h1dder. 
was announced and each was assigned his part and his duty. 
Liputin and Pyotr Stepanovitch promptly set off together to 
lirillov. 

II .._ 

All our fellows believed chat Shacov was going to betray 
them; but they also believed that Pyotr Stepanovitch w~ play• 
ing with them like pawns. And yet they knew, too, that m any 
case they would all meet on the spot next day and that hatov't 
fate was sealed. They suddenly felt like flies caught in~ web _by 
a huge spider; they were furious, but they were trembling with 
terror. . 

Pyotr Stepanovitch, of course, had t~eated them b_adly; 1t 

might all have gone off far more harmomously and ea~ily if he 
had taken the trouble to embellish the facts ever so little. In
stead of putting the faces in a decorous light, as a_n exploit 
worthy of ancient Rome or something of the ort, he sun ply ap• 
pealed to _their anim_al fears a_nd lai~ str~s on the danger to 
their own skins, which was simply msulnng; of cour e tber~ 
was a struggle for existence in e:erything and th~re wa no 
other \>rinc.iple in nature, they all k.new that, but still 
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But Pyotr Stepanovitch had no time to trot out the Romans; 
he was completely thrown out of his reckoning. Stavrogin's 
flight had astounded and cru hed him. It was a lie when he said 
that Stavrogin had een the vice-governor; what worried Pyotr 
Stepanovitch was that Stavrogin had gone off without seeing 
anyone, even his mother-and it wa certainly trange that he 
had been allowed to leave without hindrance. (The authorities 
were called to account for it afterwards.) Pyotr Stepanovitch 
had been making inquiries all day, but so far !lad found out 
nothing, and he had never been o up et. And how could he, 
how could he give up Stavrogin all at once like this! That was 
why he could not be very tender with the quintet. Besides, they 
tied his hands: he had already decided to gallop after Stavrogin 
at once; and meanwhile he was detained by Shatov; he had to 
cement the quintet together once for all, in case of emergency. 
"Pity to waste chem, they might be of use." That, I imagine, 
was his way of rea oning. 

As for Sha tov, Pyotr Scepanovicch wa firmly convinced that 
he would betray them. All that he had cold the ochers about it 
was a lie: he had never seen the document nor heard of it, but 
he thought it a certain as that twice two makes four. It seemed 
to him that what had happened-the death of Liza, the death 
of Marya Timofyevna-would be too mu h for Shatov, and 
that he would make up his mind at once. Who bows? perhaps 
he had grounds for suppo ing it. It is known, coo, that he hated 
hatov personally; there had at some time been a quarrel be

tween them, and Pyotr Scepanovicch never forgave an offence. 
I am convinced, indeed, chat chis was hi leading motive. 

We have narrow brick pavement in our town, and in some 
street only rai ed wooden planks in read of a pavement, Pyotr 
Scepanovitch walked in the middle of the pavement, taking up 
che whole of it, utterly regardles of Lipucin, who had no room 
to walk beside him and so had co hurry a cep behind or runia 
the muddy road if he wanted to speak to him. Pyotr Stepano
vicch suddenly remembered how he had lately plashed throu~ 
the mud to keep pace with tavrogin, who had walked, as ha. 
was doing now, caking up che whole pavement. He recalled• 
whole scene, and rage choked him. 

But Liputin, too, was choking with resentment. Pyotr Ste
panovitch might treat the other as he liked, bnt him! Why, he 
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he loathed the steak itself. At last things began to swim befoce 
his eyes; he began to feel slightly giddy; he felt hot and cold 
run down his spine by turns. 

"You are doing nothing; read that," said Pyotr Stepanovitch 
suddenly, throwing him a sheet of paper. Liputin went nearer 
to the candle. The paper was closely covered with bad hand
writing, with corrections in every line. By the time he bat 
mastered it Pyotr Stepanovitch had paid his bill and was~ 
to go. When they were on the pavement Liputin handed him 
back the pa per. 

"Keep it; I'll tell you afterwards .... What do you say 
to it, though?" 

Liputin shuddered all over. 
"1n my opinion . . . such a manifesto . . . is nothing but 

i ridiculous absurdity." 
His anger broke out; he felt as though he were being caught 

up and carried along. 
"If we decide to distribute such ma.nifestoes," he said, quiv

ering all over, "we'll make ourselves contemptible by our stu
pidity and incompetence." 

"H'm! I think differently," said Pyotr Stepanovitch, walk-
ing on resolutely. 

"So do I; surely it isn't your work?" 
"That's not your business." 
"I think too that doggerel, 'A oble Personality,' is the most 

utter trash possible, and it couldn't have been written by 
Herzen." 

"You are talking nonsense; it's a good poem." 
"I am surprised, too, for instance," said Liputin, still dashing 

along with desperate leaps "that it is sugge ted that we should 
act so as to bring everything to the ground. It's natural in 
Europe to wish to de troy everything because there's a prole
tariat there, but we are only amateurs here aud in my opinion 
are only showing off." 

"I thought you were a Fourierist." 
"Fourier says something quite different, quite different." 
"I know it's nonsense." 
" o, Fourier isn't nonsense. . . . Excuse me, I can't beline 

that there will be a rising in May." 
Liputin positively unbuttoned his coat, he was so hot. 
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"Shatov mustn't know that we are here," Pyotr Stepano
vitch whispered sternly to Liputin. 

III 

Kirillov was sitting on his leather sofa drinking tea, as he 
a ways was at that hour. He did not get up to meet them, bat 
gave a sort of start and looked at the new-comers anxiously. 

"You are not mistaken," said Pyotr Stepanovitch, "it's just 
:;hat I've come about." 

"To-day?" 
" o, no, to-morrow ... about this time." And he hurried

ly sat down at the table, watching Kirillov's agitation widi 
some uneasiness. But the latter had already regained his compo1-
ure and looked as usual. 

"The e people still refuse to believe in you. You are not 
vexed at my bringing Liputin?" 

"To-day I am not vexed; to-morrow I want to be alone." 
"But not before I come, and t.herefore in my presence." 
"I should prefer not in your presence." 
"You remember you promised to write and to sign all I dic

tated." 
"I don't care. And now will you be here long?" 
"I have to see one man and to remain half an hour, so what

.:ver you say I shall stay that half-hour." 
Kirillov did not speak. Liputin meanwhile sat down on OIi 

side under the portrait of the bishop. That last desperate' 
gained more and more possession of him. Kirillov sc 
noticed him. Liputin had heard of Kirillov's theory before 
always laughed at him; but now he was silent and 1 
gloomily round him. 

"I've no objection to some tea," said Pyotr Stepanovi 
moving up. "I've just had some steak and was reckoning 
getting tea with you." 

"Drink it. You can have some if you like." 
"You used to offer it to me," ob erved Pyotr Stepa 

sourly. 
"That's no matter. Let Liputin have some too." 
u o, I ... can't." 
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angrier and unable to take the right tone, "you want me to go 
away, ~o be alone, to concentrate yourself but all ~hat's a bad 
· f for you above all You want to thmk a great sign or you- • make 

deal. To my mind you'd better not think. And really y:,u 

me uneasy." h J 
"There's only one thing I hate, that at sue a moment 

.hould have a re tile like • e me." . 
"Oh, that oesn t matter. I'll go away at the ume and st~ 

on the steps if you like. If you are . ~ concerned abou~ triftcs 

h · s to dyi·ng then 1t s all a very bad 51gn. fll w en 1t come • • • • bin 
go out on to the steps and you c~n imagine I kn,?w not g 
about it, and that I am a man infm1t~l_y_ below you. , 

"r 0 , not infinitely; you've got ab1ht1es, b~,t theres a lotyoa 
don't understand because you are a low man. . 

"Delighted, delighted. I told you already I a::1 delighted to 
provide entertainment ... at such a moment. 

"You don't understand anything." 
"That is, I . . . well, I listen with respec~, a~yway." 
"You can do nothing; even now you can t ~de yo~ petty 
· h h ·t•s not to your interest to show 1t. You 11 make spite, t oug t h " 

me cross and then I may want another she mont s. 
Pyotr' Stepanovitch looked at his watch. . , . 
"I never understood your theory, but I know yo~ d1dntm

vent it for our sakes, so I suppose you woul,d carry 1t ont a~ 

f A d I know too that ou haven t mastered the idei rom us. n ..._ ___ , . ff. 
9JJl.l--l•""'-·U4!i~a..!hl!.!as mastered you, so you won t put 'It O • 

"What? The i ea as mastered me?" 
uYes.» . 
"And not I mastered the idea? That's good. You havealittlr 

sense. Only you tease me and I am..p.r.oud.". 
"That's a good thing, t at's a good thing. 

need, to be proud." -- ,, 
"Enough. You've drunk your tea; go away. . 
"Damn it all, I suppose I must"-Pyotr Stepanov1tchgot 

-"though it's early. Listen, K.irillov. Shall I find that 
you know whom I mean-at Myasnitchiha's? Or has she 

been lying?" . h " 
"You won't find him, because he 1s here and not t ere. 
"Here! Damn it all, where?" . . ,, 
•· itting in the kitchen, eating and drinking. 
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"How dared he?" cried Pyotr Stepanovitch, flushing angrily. 
"It was his duty to wait ... what nonsense! He has no 

pllSport, no money!" 
"I don't know. He came to say good-bye; he is dressed and 

ieady. He is going away and won't come back. He says you are 
I scoundrel and he doesn't want to wait for your money." 

"Ha ha! He is afraid that I'll ... But even now I can ... 
if ... Where is he, in the kitchen?" 

Kirillov opened a ide door into a tiny dark room; from thi 
IOOlll three steps led straight to the part of the kitchen where 
die cook's bed was usually ut, behind the partition. Here, in 
the corner under the ikons, Fedk was sitting now, at a bare 
deal table. Before him stood a pint bottle, a plate of bread, and 
IOll'le cold beef and potatoes on an earthenware dish. He was 
eating in a leisurely way and was already half drunk, but he 
was wearing his sheep-skin coat and was evidently ready for a 
journey. A samovar wa boiling the other side of the creen, but 
it was not for Fedka, who had every night for a week or more 
aealously blown it up and got it ready for "Alexey ilitch, 
for he's such a habit of drinking tea at nights." I am strongly 
disposed to believe that, as K.irillov had not a cook, he had 
eooked the beef and potatoe that morning with his own hand~ 
for Fedka. 

"What notion is this?" cried Pyotr tepanovitch, whi king 
into the room. "Why didn't you wait where you were ordered?" 

And swinging his fist, he brought it down heavily on the 
table. 

Fedka assumed an air of dignity. 
"You wait a bit, Pyotr tepanovitch, you wait a bit," he 

began, with a swaggering emphasis on each word, "it's your 
fint duty to understand here that you are on a polite visit to 
Mr. Kirillov, Alexey ilitch, whose boots you might clean any 
day, because beside you he is a man of culrure and you are only 
.-fool" 

And he made a jaunty how of spitting to one side. Haughti
ness and determination were evident in his manner, and a cer
tain very threatening assumption of argumentative calm that 
111ggested an outburst to follow. But Pyotr tepanovitch had 
no time to realise the danger, and it did not fit in with his 
preconceived ideas. The incidents and disasters of the dav hai 
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quite turned his head. Liputin, at ~he cop of the three stepc, 
stared inquisitively down from the little dark room. 

"Do you or don't you want a trustworthy passport and good 
money to go where you've been told? Yes or n'.l?" .. 

"D'you see, Pyotr cepanovicch, you've been deceiving me 
from the first, and so you've been a regular sco~ndrel to me. 
For all the world like a filthy human lou e-chat s . . 
on you. You've promisec.i me a ot of money for. shedding ~
nocent blood and swore it was for Mr. cavrog1~, thou~h !' 
turns out to be nothing but your want of breeding. I d1dnt 
get a farthing out of it, let al~ne fifteen hundred, and Mr, 
Scavrogin hit you in the face, which has. c_ome to our ears. Now 
you arc threatening me again and prom1smg me money-w!iat 
for, you don't say. And I shouldn't wonder if y~u are _sending 
me to Petersburg to plot some revenge in you~ spite agam~t~, 
Stavrogin, -ikolay Vsyevolodovitch,_ reckonlllg on my sunpli
city. And that proves ou are the cruef murderer. And do~ 
know what you deserve for t e ver'! f~ct :hat in th~ deprav1 
of your heart 've given up behevmg lil God 1mse 
true ator? You are no better t an.an I o at~r-an are<>!11 
eve! with the Tatar and the Mordva. Alexey 1litch, who1sa 
philosopher, has expounded the true God, the Creator, many a 
time to you, as well a the creation of the world and the fate. 
that's co come and the transformation of every sort of ~reatwe 
and every sort of beast out of the Apocalypse, but you ve per
si ted like a sensele.<S idol in your deafness an? your du_mbne11 
and have brought Ensign Erke! to the ame, like the venestevil 
seducer and so-cailed a theist. . . • " . . 

"Ah, you drunken dog! He strips the ikons of their settmg 
and then preaches about God!" 

"D'you see, Pyotr tepanovitch, I tell you truly that I haw 
stripped che ikons, but I only took out the pearls; ~nd how cit 
you know? Perhap mv own tear wa transformed mto a~ 
in the furnace of the -o t High tv make up for my suffenngs, 
eeing I am ju t chat very orphan, ha~ing n~ dailf refuge. Do 

you know from the books that ?nee, in ancient ttmes,:: mer• 
chant with ju t such tearful sigh and prayers stole a_ pead 
from the halo of the Mother of God, and afterwards, in die 
face of all the people, laid the whole price of it at her feet, UIII 
the Holy Mother sheltered rum with her mantle before all die 
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people, so that it was a miracle, and the command was given 
through the authorities to write it all down word for word in 
the Imperial books. And you let a mouse in, so you insulted the 
very throne of God. And if you were not my natural ma ter, 
whom I dandled in my arms when I was a stripling, I would 
have done for you now, without budging from chis place!" 

Pyotr Stepanovicch Bew into a violent rage. 
"Tell me, have you seen Stavrogin to-day?" 
"Don't you dare to question me. Mr. cavrugin is fairly 

amazed at yon, and he had no share in it even in wish let alone 
instructions or giving money. You've presumed with me." 

"You'll get the money and you'll get another two thousand 
in Petersburg, when you get there, in a lump sum and you'll 
get more." 

"You are lying, my fine gentleman, and it makes me laugh 
to see how easily you are taken in. Mr. Scavrogin stands at the 
top of the ladder above you, and you yelp at him from below 
lieasilly puppy dog, while he thinks it would be doing you an 
lioiiour to spit at you." 

"But do you know," cried Pyotr Stepanovitch in a rage, 
"that I won't let you stir a step from here, you coundrel, and 
I'll hand you straight over to the police." 

Fedka leapt on co his feet and rus eyes gleamed with fury, 
Pyotr Stepanovitch pulled out his revolver. Then followed a 
rapid and revolting scene: before Pyotr Stepanovitch could take 
aim, Fedka swung round and in a Ba h struck rum on the cheek 
with all his might. Then there was the thud of a second blow, a 
third, then a fourth, all on the cheek. Pyotr tepanovitch was 
dazed; with rus eyes tarting out of his head, he muttered some
thing, and suddenly era hed full length to the ground. 

"There you are; cake him," shouted Fedka with a trium
phant swagger; he instantly took up his cap, his bag from under 
the bench, and was gone. Pyotr tepanovicch lay gasping and 
unconscious. Liputin even imagined that he had been mur
dered. Kirillov ran headlong into the kitchen. 

"Water!" he cried, and ladling some water in an iron dipper 
from a bucket, he poured it over the injured man's head. Pyotr 
Stepanovitch stirred, rai ed his head, sat up, and looked blankly 
tbouthim. 

"Well, how are you?" asked K.irillov. Pyotr tepanovicch 
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looked at him intently, still not recognisi_ng ~; but ~g 
Liputin peeping in from the kitche_n, he m1led his hateful smile 
and suddenly got up, picking up his revolver from the floor •. 

"If you take it into our head to run awaf to-morrow like 
chat scoundrel cavro in," e cne , pouncing u~ous Y ~ 

r 
O 

pale, stammering, and hardly able to arttculate his 
words "I'll hang you . . . like aJly . . . or crush you , •; 
if ·e's 'ac O ner end of the world ... do you understand! 

1 
e revo ver stra1g at Kirillov's bead; ut • 

s; at che ame minute, coming completely to himself, he 
%-~w back his hand thrust the revolver into his ~eke~, and 
without aying another word ran out of che house. L1putin fo!
lowed him. They clambered through che same gap and a~ain 

,.,alked along the slope holding to the fence. Pyotr Stepanovttch 
~erode rapidly down the street so chat Liputin could scarcely 
keep up with him. At the first crossing he uddenly stopped. 

"WelP" He turned co Liputin with a challenge. 
Liputi~ remembered the revolver and wa still trembling all 

over after the scene he had witnessed; but the answer seemed te 
come of itself irre istibly,from his tongue: 

"I chink ... I chink that ..• " . , 
"Did you ee what Fedka was drin~n~ in the kic~,hen?' 
"What he wa drinking? Hr was dnnkmg ".odk~- . . 
"Well then, lee me cell you it' the last tune m his life he 

will drink vodka. I recommend you to remember that a?d re, 
fleet on it. And now go co hell; you are not wanted till to
morrow. But mind now, don't be a fool!" 

~shed home full speed. 

IV 

He had long had a ass ort in re~dine s made_ out in a falte 
name. It seems7 wi d idea that chis prudent lit:le man, the 
petty de pot of his family, who was, above all things, a. sharp 
man of bu iness and a capitalist, and who was an oflic1al tGO 

{though he was a~ , shou~d Ion~ before h_ave con
ceived the fantastic proJeCt of procuring this passport~ _case/ ii 
emergency, that he might escape abroad by means of it I •, • 
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be did admit the possibility of chis if, though no doubt he wa., 
never able himself to formulate what chis if might mean. 

But now it suddenly formulated itself, and in a most unex
pected way. That desperate idea with which he had gone to 
lirillov's after that "fool" he had hl'.ard from Pyotr cepano
vitch on the pavement, had been to abandon everything at 
dawn next day and to emigrate abroad. If anyone doubts that 
such fantastic incidents occur in everyday Russian life, even 
now, let him look into the biographies of all the Russian exile 
abroad. Not one of them escaped with more wisdom or real 
justification. t as always en the unrestrained domination of 
jliantoms and nothing more. 
-Itunning home, he began by locking himself in, getting out 
his travelling bag, and feverishly beginning to pack. His chief 
anxiety was the question of money, and how much he could 
rescue from the impending ruin-and by what means. He 
thought of it as "rescuing," for it seemed to him that he could 
not linger an hour, and that by daylight he must be on the high 
road. He did not know where to take the train either; he vague
ly determined to take it at the second or third big station from 
the town, and to make his way there on foot, if necessary. In 
that way, instinctively and mechanically he busied himself in 
his packing with a perfect whirl of ideas in his head-and sud
denly stopped short, gave it all up, and with a deep groan 
stretched himself on the ofa. 

He felt clearly, and suddenly realised that he might escape, 
but that he was by now utterly incapable of deciding whether 
be ought to make off before or after Shatov's death; that he 
was simply a lifeless body, a crude inert mass; that he was being 
moved by an awful outside power; and that, though he had a 
passport to go abroad, that though he could run away from 
Shatov (otherwise what need was there of such haste?) yet he 
would run away, not from Shatov, not before his murder, but 
•fter it, and that that was determined, signed, and sealed. 

In insufferable distress, trembling every instant and wonder
ing at himself, alternately groaning aloud and numb with ter
ror, he managed to exist till eleven o'clock next morning locked 
in and lying on the sofa; then came the shock he was awaiting, 
and it at once determined him. When he unlocked his door and 
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went out to his household at eleven o'clock they told him that 
the runaway convict and brigand.I-Fed-5 who was a terror to 
every one, who had pillaged churches and only latdy been 
guilty of murder and ar on, who was being pursued and could 
not be captured by our police, had been found at daybreak 
murdered five miles from the town, at a turning off the high 
roa , an t at the whole town wa talking of it already. He 
rushed headlong out of the house at once to find out further 
detail , and learned, to begin with, that Fedka, who had been 
found with hi skull broken, had apparently been robbed and, 
,econdly, chat the police already had strong uspicion and even 
good grounds for believing that the rer was one of the 
hpigulin men called Fomka, the very one who had been his 

accomplice in murdering t e ebyadkins an settmg re to 
their house, and that t ere a en a quarrel between them on 
the road about a large sum of money tolen from Lebyadkin, 
which Fedka was upposed to have hidden. Liputin ran to Pyotr 
Stepanovitch's lodgings and succeeded in learning at the back 
-door, on the sly, that though Pyotr cepanovitch had not tt· 
turned home till about one o'clock ~t night, he had slept thm 
quietly all night till eight o'clock next morning. Of course, 
1:here could be no doubt that there was nothing extraordinary 
11bout Fedka's death, and that such career usually have such an 
wding; but the coincidence of the fatal words that "it was the 
last time Fedka would drink vodka," with the prompt fulfil. 
ment of the prediction was so remarkable that Liputin no 
longer hesitated. The shock had been given; it was as though a 
stone had fallen upon him and crushed him fot ever. Return
ing home, he thrust his travelling-bag under the bed without a 
word, and in the evening at the hour fixed he was the first to 
appear at the appointed spot to meet Shatov, though it's true 
be still had his passport in his pocket. 

CHAPTER V 

A WANDE!tER 

I 

TI catastrophe with Liza and the death of Marya Timo. 
evna made an overwhelming impression on Shatov. I 
ve already mentioned that that morning I met in 

~g; he seemed to me not himself. He told me among other 
things that on the evening before at nine o'clock (that is, three 
boun before the fire had broken out) he had been at Marya 
T1D1ofyevna's. He went in the morning to look at the corpses, 
but as far as I know gave no evidence of any sort that morning. 
~while, towards the end of the day there was a perfect tem
pest m his soul, and . . . I think I can say v:irl_i 4,ertainty that 
there was a moi:ient at dusk when he wanted to get up, go out 
and tell eve thm . at that everyt ing was, no one but he 

say. 0_f course he would have achieved nothing, and 
YOUld _have s~mply betrared himself. He had no proofs what
ever with which to convict the perpetrators of the crime and 
indeed, he ~ad nothing but vague conjectures to go ~pon: 
though to h1m they amounted to complete certainty. But he 
was ready to ruin himself if he could only "crush the scoun
drels"-his own words. P otr Stepanovitch had guessed fairly 
correctly at this impulse in im. :mil he knew se t at he 
was risking a great deal in putting off the execution of his 
new awful project till next day. On his side there was, as us
ual, great self-confidence and contempt for all these "wretched 
~tures" and for Shatov in particular. He had for years des
pised Shatov for his "whining idiocy," as he had expressed it in 
former days abroad, and he was absolutely confident that he 
-could deal with such a guileless creature, that is, keep an eye OD 
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him all that day, and put a check on him at the first sign of 
danger. Yet what saved "the scoundrels" for a short time was 
,omething quiLe unexpected which they had not foreseen .... 

Towards eight o'clock in the evening (at the very time when 
the quintet was meeting at Erkel's, and waiting in indignation 
and excitement for Pyotr tepanovicch) Shatov was lying in 
the dark on his bed with a headache and a slight chill; he was 
tortured by uncertainty, he was angry, he kept making up his 
mind, and could not make it up finally, and felt, with a curse, 
that it would all lead to nothing. Gradually he sank into a brief 
•iozc and had something like a nightmare. He dreamt that be 
was lying on his bed, tied up with cords and unable to stir, and 
meantime he heard a terrible banging that echoed all over the 
house, a banging on the fence, at the gate, at his door, in Kiril
lov's lodge, so that the whole house was shaking, and a far-away 
familiar voice that wrung his heart was calling to him piteous
ly. He suddenly woke and sat up in bed. To his surprise the 
banging at the gate went on, though not nearly so violent as it 
had seemed in his dream. The knocks were repeated and persi.1-
tent, and the strange voice "that wrung his heart" could still 
be heard below at the gate, though not piteously but angrily 
and impatiently, alternating with another voice, more re
strained and ordinary. He jumped up, opened the casement 
pane and put his head out. 

"Who's there?" he called, literally numb with terror. 
"If you are Shatov," the answer came harshly and resolutely 

from below, "be so good as co tell me straight out and honestly 
whether you agree co let me in or not?" 

It was true: he recognised the voice! 
"Marie! ... Is it you?" 
"Yes, yes.,,Marya Sha tov, and I assure you I can't keep the 

driver a minute longer." 
"This minute ... I'll get a candle," Shatov cried faintly. 

Then he rushed to look for the matche . The matches, as al
ways happens at such moments, could not be found. Ht 
dropped the candlestick and the candle on the floor and as mi 
as he heard the impatient voice from below again, he aban,; 
doned the search and dashed down the steep stairs to open die 
gate. 

"Be so good as co hold the bag while I settle with chis block-
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head, was _how ~adame Marya hatov greeted him below, and 
she thrust mto his hands a rather light cheap canvas handbag 
studd~ with brass nails, of Dresden manufacture. he attacked 
tbednver with exasperation. 

"Allo~ _me to tell you, you are asking too much. If you've 
been dnvmfs me for an extra, h_our through these filthy 
ltreets, thats y~ur fa~lt, because 1t seems you didn't know 
W~re to find this stupid street and imbecile hou e. Take you

1 
thirty kopecks and make up your mind that )'Ou'JI get nothing 
more." 

."~ch, lady, you told me yourself Voznesensky treet and 
~ IS Bogoyavlensky; Voznesensky is ever so far away. You've 
llmp!y put the horse into a steam." 

""Yoznesen ky, Bogoyavlensky-you ought to know all those 
~p1d names better than I do, as you are an inhabitant· be
tides, you are unfair, I told you first of all Filipov's hou e and 
:,OU decl~red you knew it. fo any case you can have me up to
~~ow m th~ local court, but now I beg you to let me alone." 

Here, heres anoth~r five kopecks." With eager haste Shatov 
~ed a five-kopeck piece out of his pocket and gave it to the 
driver. 

"Do me a favour, I beg you, don't dare to do that!" Madame 
Shatov flared up, but the driver drove off and Shatov taking 
her hand, drew her though the gate. ' 

"Make haste, Marie, make haste ... that's no matter and 
• • • you are ":et th~ough. Take care, we go up her~how 
~,1 am ther~ s. no light-the stairs are steep, hold tight, hold 
light. ~ell, this 1s my room. Excuse my having no light .... 
One mmute!" 

He picked up the candlestick but it was a Ion time before 
th_e matches were fou~d. Madame Shatov stood waiting in the 
.nuddle of the room, silent and motionless. 
. "Thank God, here they are at last!" he cried joyfully, light
mg up the room. Marya Shatov took a cursory survey of hi, 
abode. 

"They told me you lived in a poor way, but I didn't expect it 
1l> be as bad as this," she pronounced with an air of disgust and 
.ahe moved towards the bed. ' 

"Oh, I ~m ,~ired!" she sat down on the hard bed, with an ex
.hausted air. Please put down the bag and sit down on the 
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chair yourself. Just as you like though; y~u are_ in the way 
;tanding there. I have come to you for a tune, till I can get 
work because I know nothing of this place and I have Ill 
mone~. But if I shall be in your way I beg you again, be Ill 
good as to tell me so at once, as you are bound to do if you are 
an honest man. I could sell something to-morrow and pay fora 
room at an hotel, but you must take me to the hotel yourself, 

.. Oh, but I am tired!" 
hatov was all of a tremor. 

"You mustn't, Marie, you mustn't go to an hotel? AA 
hotel! What for? What for?" 

He clasped hi hands imploringly. . . . 
"Well, if I can get on without the hotel ... I mus1;, anr• 

way, explain the position. Remember'. Shatov, that~ 
Geneva as man and wife for a fortrught and a few days; JO 
t ree year since we arted, wit out any particular-~ 

-though. But on t imagine that I've come back to renew uy 
of the foolishness of the past. I've come back to look for work. 
and that I've come straight to this town is just because it'~ aD 
the same to me. I've not come to say I am sorry for anything; 
please don't imagine anything so stupid •as that." 

"Oh, Mariel This is unnecessary, quite unnecessary," ShatoY 
muttered vaguely. 

"If so, if you are so far developed as to be able to understand 
that, I may allow myself to add, that if I've come straight It 
you now and am in your lodging, it's partly because I alwaJI 
thought you were far from being a coundrel and were perhaps 
much better than other ... blackguards!" 

Her eyes flashed. he mu t have had to bear a great deal at 
the hands of some "blackguards." 

"And please believe me, I wasn't laughing at you just D01f 
when I told you ou were ood. I poke plainly, without fine 
phra es and I can't endure them. But that's all nonsense. I al
ways hoped you would have en e enough not to pester me. 
... Enough, I am tired." 

And she bent on him a long, haras ed and weary gaze. Sbator 
stood facing her at the other end of the room, which was ii_,.' 
paces away, and listened to h~r timidly :"ith _0.ook o~ 
and unwonted radiance on his face. This strong, rugged maa, 
:ill bristles on the surface, was suddenly all softness and shin-
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iag gladness. There was a thrill of extraordinary and unex
pected feeling in his soul. Three years of separation, three years 
• the broken marriage had effaced nothing from his heart. 
And perhaps every day during chose three years he had 
dreamed of her, of chat beloved being who ha nee said • , 
"I love you." Knowing hatov I can say with certainty that 
"coulanever have allowed himself even to dream that a wom
umight say to him, "I love you." He was avagel mod~c and 
chaste, he looked on him elf as a perfect monster, detested hi I 
own face as well as his character, compared him elf to some 
freak only fit to be exhibited at fairs. Consequently he valued 
lionesty above everything and was fanatically devoted co his 
CODvictions; he was gloomy, proud, easily moved co wrath, and 
aparing of words. But here was the one being who ad.__loy~ 
_Wm...f2r a fortnight (chat he had never doubted, never!) , a 
leinghe had always considered immeasura y above 1m in 
apite of his perfectly sober understanding of her errors; a being 
• whom he could forgive everything, everything ( of that 
'diere could be no question; indeed it was quite the other way, 
lis idea was that he was entirely to blame); this woman, this 
Marya Shatov, was in his house, in his presence again ... it 
'ftl almost inconceivable! He was o overcome, there was so 
much that was terrible and at the same time so much happiness 
ia this event that he could not, perhaps would not-perhaps 
n afraid ter-realise the position. It was a dream. But when 
,be looked at him with that harassed gaze he suddenly under
stood that this woman he loved so dearly was suffering, perhaps 
had been wronged. His heart went cold. He looked at her fea
tures with anguish: the first bloom of youth had long faded 
ffllll1 this exhausted face. It's true that she was still good
looking-ir, his eyes a beaury, as she had always been. In reality 
,be was a woman of twenty-five, rather strongly built, above 
die medium height ( taller than Shatov), with abundant dark 
brown hair, a pale oval face, and large dark eye now glittering 
with feverish brilliance. But the light-hearted, na"ive and good
•tured energy he had known so well in the past was replaced 
now by a sullen irritability and disillusionment, a ore of cynic
ism which was not yet habitual to her herself, and which 
weighed upon her. Bue the chief thing was chat she wa ill, tha~ 
be could see clearly. In pite of the awe in which he stoo<J (If 
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«what is it?" responded the lad from the bottom. 
"Nothing, you can go." 
"I thought you said something." 

IT 

Erke) as a "little fool" who was only lacking in the higher 
form o reason, the ruling power of the intellect; but of the 
leaer, the subordinate reasoning faculties, he had plenty--even 
to the point of cunning. Fanatically, childishly devoted to "the 
cause" or rather in reality to Pyotr Verhovensky, he acted on 
ilie instructions given to him when at the meeting of the quin
tet they had agreed and had distributed the various duties for 
ilie next day. When Pyotr Stepanovitch gave him the job of 
messenger, he succeeded in talking to him aside for ten minutes. 

A craving for active service was characteristic of this shal
low, unreflecting nature, which was for ever yearning to follow 
ilie lead of another man's will, of course for the good of "the 
common" or "the great" cause. ot that that made any dif
ference, for little fanatics like Erke! can never imagine serving 
a cause except by identifying it with the person who, to their 
minds, is the expression of it. The sensitive, affectionate and 
kind-hearted Erke! was perhaps the most callous of Shat:ov'r 
would-be murderer , and, though he had no personal spitf' 
against him, he would have been present at his murder withour 
ilie quiver of an eyelid. He had been instructed, for instance, 
to have a good look at hatov's surroundings while carrying out 
ms commission, and when hatov, receiving him at the top of 
the stairs, blurted out to him, probably unaware in the heat of 
the moment, that his wife had come back to him-Erke! had 
ilie instinctive cunning to avoid displaying the slightest curi-· 
asity, though the idea flashed through his mind that the fact ol 
his wife's return was of great importance for the success ol 
their undertaking. 

And so it was in reality; it was only that fact that saved the 
"scoundrels" from hatov's carrying out his intention, and at 
ilie same time helped them "to get rid of him." To begin with 1 

it agitated Shatov, threw him out of his regular routine, and 
deprived him of his usual clear-sightedness and caution. AnJ 
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throws them about, not chinking them worth act ntion. But 
binding implies respect for books, and implies that not only he 
has grown fond of reading, but that he looks upon it as some
thing of value. That period has not been reached anywhere in 
Russia yet. In Europe books have been bound for a long while." 

"Though that's pedantic, anyway, it's not stupid, and re
minds me of the time three years ago; you used to be rather 
clever sometimes three years ago." 

She said this as di dainfully as her other capricious remarks. 
"Marie, Marie," said Shatov, turning to her, much moved, 

"oh, Marie! If you only knew how much has happened in those 
three years! I heard afterwards chat you de pised me for chang
i!!g__my convictions. But what are t e men ve broken wit ? 
~emies of all true life, out-of-date Liberals who are afraid , 
of their own independence, the flunkeys of thought, the en
emies of individuality and freedom, the decrepit advocates of 
deadness and rottenness! All they have to offer is senility, a 
glorious mediocrity of the most bourgeois kind, contemptible 
shallowness, a jealous equality, equality without individual dig
nity, uali as it's under tood by flu.nkeys or by the French 
in '93. n the worst of it is there are swarms of scoundrels 
among them, swarms of scoundrels!" 

"Yes, there are a lot of scoundrels," she brought out abrupt
ly with painful effort. She lay stretched out, motionless, .u 
though afraid to move, with her head thrown back on the pil
low, rather on one side, staring at the ceiling with exhausted 
but glowing eyes. Her face was pale, her lips were dry and hot. 

"You recognise it, Marie, you recognise it," cried Shatov. 
She tried to shake her head, and suddenly the same spasm came 
over her again. Again she hid her face in the pillow, and agaii;; 
for a full minute she squeezed Shatov's hand till it hurt. He had 
run up, beside himself with alarm. 

"Marie, Marie! But it may be very serious, Marie!" 
"Be quiet ... I won't have it, I won't have it," ~he 

screamed almost furiously, turning her face upwards again. 
"Don't dare to look at me with your sympathy! Walk about 
the room, say something, talk. . . . " 

Shatov began muttering something again, lik:e one dis
traught. 
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"What do you do here?" she asked, interrupting him widl 
~ontemptuous impatience. 

"I work in a merchant's office. I could get a fair amount ol 
money even here if I cared to Marie." 

" o much the better for you .... " 
"Oh, don't suppose I meant anything, Marie. I said it with

out thinking." 
"And what do you do besides? What are you preaching? YOI 

can't exist without preaching, that's your character!" 
"I am preaching God, Marie." 
"In whom you don't believe yourself. I never could ,ee W 

idea of that." 
"Let's leave that, Marie; we'll talk of that later." 
"What sort of person was this Marya Timofyevna here?" 
"We'll talk of that later too, Marie." 
"Don't dare to say such things to me! Is it true that her 

death may have been caused by ... the wickedness , , , ti 
these people?" 

"Not a doubt of it," growled Shatov. 
Marie suddenly raised her head and cried out painfully: 
"Don't dare speak of that to me again, don't dare to, nn1q 

never!" 
And he fell back in bed again, overcome by the same COio 

vulsive agony; it was the third time, but this time her 
were louder, in fact she screamed. 

"Oh, you insufferable man! Oh, you unbearable man,"* 
cried, tossing about recklessly, and pu~hing away Shatov as lie 
bent over her. 

"Marie, I'll do anything you like ... I'll walk about 
talk .... " 

"Surely you must see that it has begun!" 
"What's begun, Marie?" 
"How can I tell! Do I know anything about it? . , , 

cur e myself! Oh, curse it all from the beginning!" 
"Marie, if you'd tell me what's beginning ... or d,e 

... if you don't, what am I to make of it?" 
"You are a usele s, theoretical babbler. Oh, curse eve 

on earth!" 
"Marie, Marie!" He seriously thought that she was beg" 

to go mad. 



592 THE POSSESSED 

anytLing for childbearing . . . or . . . no, I don't know bow 
to say it." 

"You mean you can't assist at a confinement yourself? Bae 
that's not what I've come for. An old woman, I want a wom
an, a nurse, a servant!" 

"You shall have an old woman, but not directly, perbapt 
. . . If you like I'll come in tead. " 

"Oh, impossible; I am running to Madame Virginsky, die 
midwife, now." 

"A horrid woman!" 
"Oh, yes, K.irillov, yes, but she is the best of them all. Ya. 

it'll all be without reverence, without gladness, with contempt, 
with abuse, with blasphemy in the presence of so great a my,
tery, the coming of a new creature! Oh, she is cursing it al-
feadyl" -

"If you like I'll . . . " 
" o, no, but while I'm running ( oh, I'll make Madame Vir-

ginsky come) , will you go to the foot of my staircase and 
quietly listen? But don't venture to go in, you'll frighten her; 
don't go in on any account, you must only listen ... in cat 
anything dreadful happens. If anything very bad happens, ti. 

• " run m. 
"I understand. I've another rouble. Here it is. I meant tit 

have a fowl to-morrow, but now I don't want to, make• 
run with all your might. There's a samovar all the night." 
. K.itillov knew nothing of the present design against ShatoY1 

n"o'r'"'had he had any idea in the past of the degree of danger that 
threatened him. He only knew that hacov had some old scorer 
with "those people," and although he was to some extent in
volved with them himself through instructions he had receivefl 
from abroad (not chat these were of much consequence, bow 
ever, for he had never taken any direct share in anything), yet 
of late he had given it all up, having left off doing anything 
especially for the "cause," and devoted himself entirely to a 
ife of concern lacion. Although Pyotr Stepanovitch had at tbr 

meeting invite 1putin to go with him to Kirillov's to nub 
&ure chat the latter would take upon himself, at a given mo
men , the responsibility for the " hacov business," yet in bi, 
in erview with K.irillov he had said no word about Shatov nor 
al!uc!,·d to him in any "ay-probably considering it impolitic 
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"There are second -the me five or six at a time--when 

you sudde y eel the presence of the eternal harmony perfectly 
attained. It's something not earthly-I don't mean in the sense 
that it's heavenly-but in that sense that man cannot endure 
it in his earthly aspect. He must be physically changed or die. 
This feeling is clear and unmistakable; it's as though you ap• 
prehend all nature and suddenly say, 'Yes, that's right.' God, 
when He created the world, said at the end of each day of ere• 
ation, 'Yes, it's right, it's good.' It . . . it's not being deeply 
moved, but simply joy. You don't forgive anything because 
there is no more need of forgiveness. It's not that you love-
oh, there's something in it higher than love--what's roost aw
ful is that it's terribly clear and such joy. If it lasted more than 
five seconds, the soul could not endure it and must perish. In 
those five seconds I live through a lifetime, and I'd give my 
whole life for them, because they are worth it. To endure ten 
seconds one must be physically changed. I think roan ought 
to give up having children-what's the use of children, what's 
the use of evolution when the goal has been attained? In the 
gospel it is written that there will be no child-bearing in the 
resurrection, but that men will be like the angels of the Lord. 
That's a hint. Is your wife bearing a child?" 

"Kirillov, does this often happen?" 
"Once in three days, or once a week." 
"Don't you have fits, perhaps?" 
"No." 
"Well, you will. Be careful, Kirillov. I've heard that's just 

bow fits begin. An e ile tic described exactly that sensation 
before a fit, word or word as you've done. He mentioned five 
leCOnds, too, and said that more could not be endured. Remem
ber Mahomet's pitcher from which no drop of water was spilt 
while he circled Paradise on his horse. That was a case of five 
11reonds too; that's too much like your eternal harmony, and 
Mahomet was an epileptic. Be careful, Kirillov, it's epilepsy!" 

"It won't have time," Kirillov smiled gently. 

VI 

1ne night was passing. hatov was sent hither and thither, 
abu,ed, called back. Mar:e was reduced to the most abject ter-
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"it's time for me to go. I'll come again this morning, a11d ag 
in the evening if necessary, but now, since everything has goai 
off so well, I must run off to my other patients, they've beai 
expecting me long ago. I believe you got an old woman somta, 
where, Shatov; an old woman is all very well, but don't yoa, 
her tender husband, desert her; sit beside her, you may be 
use; Marya lgnatyevna won't drive you away, I fancy ..• 
There, there, I was only laughing." 

At the gate, to which Shatov accompanied her, she added 1' 
him alone. 

"You've given me something to laugh at for the rest of mr 
life; I shan't charge you anything; I shall laugh at you in lllJ 
,leep! I have never seen anything funnier than you last night.! 

She went off very well satisfied. Shatov's appearance 
tonversation made it as clear as daylight that this man " 
JOing in for being a father and was a ninny." She ran home 
purpose to tell Virgin ky about it, though it was shorter 
,nore direct to go to another patient. 

" arie, she told you not to go to sleep for a little • 
though I see, it's v ry hard f r you,". hatov begJn timidlr, 
"I'll sit here by the window and take care of you, shall I?" 

And he Slt down by the window behind the ofa so that 
coul not $ee him. But before a minute had passed she 
him and fretfully asked him to an-angc the pillow. He 
arranging it. She looked angrily at the wall. 

"That' n t right, that's not right. . . . What hands!" 
Shato did it again. 
" toop down to me," she said 

look at him. 
He started but stooped down. 
"More ... not so ... nearer," and suddenly her !eft 

was impu sively thrown round his neck and he felt her w 
tnoist ki s on his forehead. 

"Mariel" 
Her lips were quivering, she was struggling with h 

\mt suddenly she raised herself and said with flashing eyes: 
" ikolay__Stayrogin is a scoundrel!" And she fell back 

lessfy with her face in the pillow, sobbing hysterically, 
tightly squeezing Shatov's hand in hers. 

From that moment she would not let him leave her; she 
3isted on his sitting by her oillow. She could not talk much 
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addressing them. "You must certainly be feeling that pride of a 
free spirit which is inseparable from the fulfilment of a duty 
freely undertaken. If you are unhappily at this moment too 
much agitated for such feelings, you will certainly feel them 
to-morrow, when, in fact, it would be shameful not to feel 
them. As for Lyamshin's too disgraceful over-excitement, I am 
willing to put it down to delirium, especially as they say he has 
been really ill all day. And one instant of free reflection will 
convince you, Virginsky, that in the interests of the cause we 
could not have trusted to any word of honour, but had to act 
as we did. Subsequent events will convince you that he was a 
tnitor. I am ready to overlook your exclamations. As for dan
ger, there is no reason to anticipate it. It would occur to no one 
to suspect any of us if you'll behave sensibly; so that it really 
depends on yourselves and on the conviction in which I hope 
you will be fully confirmed to-morrow. One of the reasons why 
you have banded yourselves together into a separate branch of a 
free organisation representing ce.rtain views was to support each 
other in the cause by your energy at any crisis and if need be to 
watch over one another. The highest responsibility is laid upon 
each of you. You are called upon to bring new life into the par
ty which has grown decrepit and stinking with tagnation. 
Keep that always before your eyes to give you strength. All 
that ou have to do meanwhile is to brin about the dow a 
~t ing-ooth the government and its moral standards. 
None will be left but us, who nave prepared ourselves before
..-....--to-ta ... ke over the government. The intelligent we shall 
bring over to our side, and as for the fools, we shall mount upon 
their shoulders. You must not be shy of that. We've got to re
educate a generation to make them worthy of freedom. We 
shall have many thousands of Shatovs to contend with. We 
shall organise to control puolic op1ruon; it's shameful not to 
match at anything that lies idle and gaping at us. I'm going 
at once to Kirillov, and by the morning a document will be in 
elistence in w 1c he will as he dies take it all on himself by 
way of an explanation to the police. othing can be more prob
able than such a solution. To begin with, he was on bad terms 
with Shatov; they had lived together in America, so they've had 
time to quarrel. It was well known that Sha tov had changed Im 
convictions, so there was hostility between them on that 

-
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many legends in the town relating to this period; but if any 
facts were known, it was only to tho e immediately concerned. 
I can only surmise as my own conjecture that Pyotr Stepano
vitch may well have had affairs going on in other neighbour
hoods as well as in our town, o that he really may have received 
such a warning. I am convinced, indeed, in spite of Liputin'1 
cynical and de pairing doubts, that he really had two or three 
other quintets; for instance, in Petersburg and Moscow, and if 
not quintets at least colleagues and correspondents, and possibly 
was in very curious relations with them. ot more tha~ 
days after his de arture an order for his immediate arrest 
nv rom Petersburg-whether in connection with what bad 

- ned among us, or elsewhere, I don't know. This order only 
served to increase the overwhelming, almost panic terror whicli' 
suddenly came upon our local authorities and the societyoftbe 
town, till then so persistently frivolous in its attitude, on the 
discovery of the mysterious and portentous murder of the stu• 
dent Shatov-the climax of the Ion series of senseless actiolll 
in our midst-as we as t e extreme y mysterious circum-
tances that accompanied that murder. But the order came tot 

late: Pyotr Stepanovitch was already ~ Petersburg, living 1111-
der another name, and, learning what was going on, he made 
haste to make his escape abroad .... But I am anticipating in 
a shocking way. 

He went in to K.irillov, looking ill-humoured and quaml
ome. Apart from the real ta k before him he felt, as it were, 

tempted to satisfy ome personal grudge, to avenge himself• 
Kirillov for something. K.irillov seemed pleased to see him; he 
had evidently been expecting him a long time with painful 
impatience. His face was paler than usual; there was a nu! 
and heavy look in his black eyes. 

"I thought you weren't coming," he brought out drearilr 
from his corner of the sofa, from which he had not, however 
moved to greet him. 

Pyotr tepanovitch stood before him and, before uttering a 
word, looked intently at his face. 

"Everything is in order, then, and we are not drawing back 
from our resolution. Bravo!" He smiled an offensively pa~ 
ing smile. "But, after all," he added with unpleasant jocosity, 
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that you and Sh.atov distributed the manifestoes and with.Jhe 
help of Fedka, who hid in your lodgings. This last point aboiit 
Fedka and your lodgings is very important-the most import• 
r..:it of all, indeed. You see, I am talking to you quite openly." 

"Shatov? Why hatov? I won't mention Shatov for ;!!l}'· 
thing." 

"What next! What is it to you? You can't hurt him now." 
"His wife has come back to him. he has waked up and bu 

sent to ask me where he is." 
"She has sent to ask you where he is? H'm ... that's un

fortunate. She may send again; no one ought to know I am 
here." 

Pyotr Stepanovitch was uneasy. 
"She won't know, she's gone to sleep again. There's a midwife 

with her, Arina Virginsky." 
"So that's how it was .... She won't overhear, I suppoael 

I say, you'd better shut the front door." 
"She won't overhear anything. And if Shatov comes I'll bide 

you in another room." 
"Shatov ~on't come; and you must write that you quarrelled 

with him because he turned traitor and informed the police ... 
this evening ... and caused his death." 

"He i dead!" cried Kirillov, jwnping up from the sofa. 
" e died at seven o'clock this evening, or rather, at seven 

o'clock yesterday evening, and now it's one o'clock." 
"You have killed him! ... And I foresaw it yesterday!" 
" o doubt you did! With this revolver here." (He drew oat 

his revolver as though to show it, but did not put it back again 
and still held it in his right hand as though in readiness.) "Yoa 
are a strange man, though, Kirillov; you knew yourself that the 
stupid fellow was bound to end likr. this. What was there to 
foresee in that? I made that as plain as possible over and over 
again. Shatov was meaning to betray u ; I was watching him, 
and it could not be left like that. And you too had instructiom 
to watch him; you told me so yourself three weeks ago .... • 

"J-Iold your tongue! You've done this because he spat in yrs 
face in Geneva!" 

"For that and for other thmgs too-for many other things; 
not from spite, however. Why do you jump up? Why look lib 
that? Oh, oh, so that's it, is it?" 
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{' tlWell, th. t's an idea; of course :ill are scoundrels; a.Ld since 
tife is a beastly thing for a decent man ... " 

"Fool, I am just such a scoundrel as you, as all, not a decent 
jian. Thee' never been a decent man anywhere." 

"He's guessed the truth at last! Can you, Kirillov, with your 
•, have failed to see t now that all men are alike, that 
ithere are none better or worse, only some are stupider than 
others, and that if all are scoundrels ( which is nonsense, 
though) there oughtn't to be any people that are not?" 

"Ah! Why, you are really in earnest?" Kirillov looked at him 
with some wonder. "You speak with heat and simply .... 

it be that even fellows lik~ou have convictions?" 
"Kirillov, I've never been able to understand why you mean 

to kill yourself. I only know it's from conviction . . . strong 
'COllviction. But if you feel a yearning to express yourself, so to 
~y, I am at your service. . . . Only you must think of tk 
--=-" WIile. 

"What time is it?" 
"Oh, oh, just two." Pyotr Stepanovitch looked at his watch 

ind lighted a cigarette. 
"It seems we can come to terms after all," he reflected. 
"I've nothing to say to you," muttered Kirillov. 
"I remember that something about God comes into it 

you explained it to me once--twice, in fact. If you shoot your, 
""" nnnbe God h ' • • ' • )" -~ come ; t at s 1t, 1sn t 1t. 

"Yes, I become God." 
Pyotr Stepanovitch did not even smile; he waited. Kirillov 

:looked at him subtly. 
"You are a political impostor and intriguer. You want to 
~ me on into philosophy and enthusiasm and to bring about 
J reconciliation so as to disperse my anger, and then, when I 
am reconciled with you, beg from me a note to say 1 killed 
.$!iatov." 

Pyotr Stepanovitch answered with almost natural frankness. 
"Well, supposing I am such a scoundrel. But at the last mo

ments does that matter to you, Kirillov? What are we quar
Jdling about? Tell me, please. You are one sort of man and I 
F,another-what of it? And what's more, we are both , .. " 

"Scoundrels." 
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"Yes, scoundrels if you like. But you know chat that's oalJ 
words.'' - ----

my life I wanted it not to be only words. I lived beca1111 
I did not want it to be. Even now every day I want it to be not 
words." 

"Well, every one seeks to be where he is best off. The fish 
. . . that is, every one seeks his own comfort, that's all. That's 
been a commonplace for ages and ages." 

"Comfort, do you say?" 
"Oh, it's not worth while quarrelling over words." 
"No, you were right in what you said; let it be comfort. 

.__- God is necessary and so must exist." 
et, h-:rt's all right, then." 

"But I know He doesn't and can't." 
"Thats more likely." 
"Surely you must understand that a man with two suci 

ideas can't go on living?" 
"Must shoot himself, you mean?" 
" urely you must understand that one might shoot oneself 

for that alone? You don't understand that there may be a Illa!!, 

one man out of your thousands of millions one man who won't 
bear it and does not want to." 

"Al un erstan 1s that you seem to be hesitating ... , 
That's very bad." 

"St v,ro • too, is consumed by an idea," Kirillov uil 
gloomily, pacing up and down the room. He had not notic:eil 
the previous remark. 

"What?" Pyotr cepanovicch pricked up his ears. "What 
idea? Did he tell you something him elf?" 

" o, I guessed it myself: if tavrogin has faith, he d~ 
believe that he has faith. I e hasn't faith, he does not bdim 

~ that e na n'c." 
"Well, cavrogin has got something el e wiser than that in 

his head," Pyotr tepanovitch muttered peevishly, uneasily 
watching the turn the conversation had taken and the pallor of 
Kirillov. 

"Damn it all, he won't shoot him elf!" he was chinking. i 
always suspected it; it's a maggot in the brain and nothing 
more; what a rotten lot of people!" 
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"You are _the last to be with me; I shouldn't like to part on 

had terms with you," Kirillov vouch afed suddenly. 
Pyotr Stepanovitch did not answer at once. "Damn it all 

what is it now?" he thought again. ' 
"I assure you, Kirillov, I have nothing against you personally 

• a man, and always . . . " 
''You ue a scoundrel and a false intellect. But I am just the 

ame as you are, and I will shoot myself while you will remain 
living." 

"You mean to say, I am o abject that I want to go on liv-
ing." 

He could not make up his mind whether it was judicious co 
keep up such a conversation at such a moment or not, and re
'!'1v_ed "to be guided by circumstances." But the tone of super
nonty and of contempt for him, which Kirillov had never dis
guised, had always irritated him, and now for some reason it 
irritated. h~ ~ore than ever-possibly because Kirillov, who 
was to die w1~hin an hour or o (Pyotr Stepanovicch still reck
aned upon this), seemed to him, as it were, already only half a 
~ some creature whon:i he could not allow to be haughty. 

.~ou seem to be boast~g to me of your shooting your elf.'· 
. Iv~ _always been surprised at every one's going on living," 

aid Kinllov, not hearing his remark. 
"H'm! Admitting that's an idea, but ... 
"Y ou ape, you assent to get the better of me. Hold your 

tongue; you won't under tand anything. If there is no God / 
tbenlamGod." - ' 
~ere, I could never understand that point of your : why 
ueyou God?" 

"If God exists, all is His will and from His will I cannot 
-~· If not, 1t s al my will and I am lbound o how elf-

"Self-will? But why are you bound?" 
"Because all will has become mine. an it be that no one in 
~ wnole p ane_t, after making an end of God and believing in 
bis own will, will dare to express his self-will on the most vital 
point? It's like a beggar inheriting a fortune and being afraid of 
it and not daring ~o approach the bag of gold, thinking himself 
too weak to own 1t. I want to manifest my self-will. I may be ,1,, 
the only one, but I'll do it." -- -_,,, 
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"Do it by all means." 
"I am bound to shoot myself because the highest point cl 

my self-will is to kill myself with my own hands." 
"But you won't be the only one to kill yourself; there are lotr 

of suicides." 
"With good cause. But to do it wit 

~imply for self-will I am the only o~-" 
1/ - e won't shoot him elf,''"Ilashed across Pyotr Stepano-

vitch's mind again. 
"Do you know," he observed irritably, "if I were in your 

place I should kill some one else to show my self-will, not my• 
self. You might be of use. I'll tell you whom, if you are not 
afraid. Then you needn't shoot your elf to-day, perhaps. \Ve 
may come to terms." 

"To kill some one would be the !owe t int of s 
you s ow your whole soul in that. I am not you: 
highest point and I'll kill myself." . 

'He's come toit o mself," Pyotr Scepanov1tch muttered 
malignantly. 

"I am bound to show my un~lief," said Kirillov, walking 
about the room. "I have no Ili her idea than disbelief.iJLGGd, 
I have all the history of mankind on my side. Man bas don, 
nothing but invent God so as to go on living, and not kill 

unse ; t at's thew ole of universal history up till now. I am 
e first one in the whole history of mankind who would not 

invent God. Let them know it once for all." 
"He won't shoot himself," Pyotr Stepanovitch thought aDJ• 

iously. 
"Let whom know it?" he said, egging him on. "It's only }'OIi 

and roe here; you mean Liputin?" 
"Let everv one know; all will know. There is nothing secret 

that will not be made known. He said so." 
And he pointed with feverish enthusiasm to the image of the 

Saviour, before which a lamp was burning. Pyotr Stepanovitda 
ost s temper completely. 

"So you still believe in Him, and you've lighted the_!__am ; 
'to on the safe side, suppose.'" 

TI1e other did not speak. 
"Do v0u know, to my thinking, you 

thoro1:ghly than any priest." 

A BUSY JG HT 621} 

"Believe in whom? In Him? Listen." Kirillov stood srill, gaz
ing before him with fixed and ecstatic look. "Listen to a great 
idea: there was a day on earth, and in the mid t of the earth 

re stood three crosses. One on the Cross had such faith that 
be said to another, 'To-day thou halt be with me in Para~i e.' 
The day ended; both died and pa sed away and found n:1ther 
Paradise nor resurrection. His word did not come true. L1 ten: 
that Man was the loftiest of all on earth, He wa that which 

ve meanin to e. e w o e p anet with ever tliin --.-~--
ii ere ma ness without that Man. ere a never een any 
like 1m efore or since, never up to a miracle. For that is the 
miracle, that there never was or never will be another like 
Him. And if that is so, if the law., of nature did not spare even 
Him, have not spared even their miracle and made_ eve°: 1m 
liiein a e an die for a lie, then all the lanet 1s a ~ 
l&fson a lie and on moc ery. o t en, t e very aws of the 
p'lanet are a lie and the vaudeville of devils. What is there to 
be for? Answer, if you are a man.'' 
"'"i'J1iai•s a different matter. It seems to me you've mixed up 
two different causes and that's a very unsafe thing to do. But 
excuse me, if you a~e God? If the lie were ended and if you 
realised that all the falsity comes from the belief in that former 
-God?" 

"So at last you understand!" cried Kirillov rapturously. "So 
it can be understood if even a fellow like you understands. Do 
you understand now that the salv2.tion for all consists in prov
ing this idea to every one? Who will prove it? ILJ.can't under
stand how an atheist could know chat there is no God and not 
Gl[li.i:iiiself on the S£0t, To recog~ t at tlie~e 1s .no od an_ 
not to recognise at the same instant that one 1s God oneself JS 

aiiabsurdity, else one wou cer ailil 1 oneself. If you rec
ogmselt you are overeign, and then you won't k1 yourse_ 
~uve in the greatest3lory. But 1ne, the first, mu t ~I 
liiiiiself, for else who will oegin and prove it? So I must cer
liiiity kill myself, to begin and ro 't. ow I am only a ,god 
rst my will and I am unhappy, because I am ~ound to as
sert my will. A are u appy cause a are a raid to expres 
ilieir will. Man has hitherto been so unhappy and so poor be
cause he has been afraid to assert his will in the highest point 
and has shown his elf-will only in little things, like a school-
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boy. I am awfully unhappy, for I'm awfully afraid. Terror if 
the curse of man .... But I will assert my will, I am bound 
to belir.ve that I don't believe. I will begin and will make an 
end of it and open the door, and will save. That's the onl 
thin that will save mankind and will re-create the next gen
e.ratio,\ p ys1cally; for with his re eat hysical nature man 
can't get on without his former God, I believe. Fort ee years 

ve en seeking for the attribute of my godhead and fve 
founc. it; the attribute of m godhead is self-will! That's all I 
can -io to prove 10 t e ig est point my independence and my 
new terrible freedom. For it is very terrible. I am killing my
self to prove my independence and my new terrible freedom." 

His face was unnaturally pale, and there was a terribly heavy 
look in his eyes. He was like a man in delirium. Pyotr Stepano
vitch thought he would drop on to the floor. 

"Give me the pen!" Kirillov cried suddenly, quite unex
pectedly, in a positive frenzy. "Dictate; I'll sign anything. I'll 
sign that I killed hatov even. Dictate while it amuses me. I am 
not afraid of what the haughty slave will chink! You will aee 
for yourself that all that is sec.rec shall be made manifest! And 
you will be crushed .... I believe, I believe!" 

Pyotr Stepanovitch jumped up from his seat and instantly 
handed him an inkstand and paper, and began dictating, m
ing the moment, quivering with anxiety. 

"I, Alexey K.irillov, declare ... " 
"Stay; I won't! To whom am I declaring it?" 
Kirillov was shaking as though he were in a fever. This dec

laration and the sudden strange idea of it seemed to absorb him 
entirely, as though it were a means of escape by which his tor• 
cured spirit strove for a moment's relief. 

"To whom am I declaring it? I want to know to whom?" 
"To no one, every one, the' first person who reads it. WJar 

define it? The whole world!" 
"The whole world! Bravo! And I won't have any repentana. 

I don't want penitence and I don't want it for the police!" 
" o, of course, there's no need of it, damn the police! Wriw, 

if you are in earnest!" Pyotr Stepanovitch cried hysterically. 
"Stay! I want to put at the top a face with the tongue our.• 
"Ech, what nonsense," criec! Pyotr Stepanovitch croaly, 

"'you can expre s all that without the drawing, by-the tone.' 
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~OU look at every one so openly," he observed with some 
• ty, as though be would have warned him. 

y not? It would not do for me co conceal myself at 
t. It's too soon. Don't be uneasy. All I am afraid of is 

the devil might end Liputin this way; be might scent mo 
and race off here." 

~tr Stepanovitcb, they are not to be ~teg_," Erke! 
ght out resolutely. 
'putin?" 

~one of them, Pyotr Stepanovitch." 
"Nonsense! they are all bound by what happened yesterday. 

isn't one wno wou1a turn traitor. People won't go to 
• destruction unless they've lost their reason." 

"Pyotr Stepanovitcb, but they will lose their reason." -
ETidently that idea had a rea y occurre to yotr Stepano-

too, and so Erkel's observation irritated him the more. 
ou are not in a funk too, are you, Erke!? I rely on you 
than on any of them. I've seen now what each of them is 

Tell them to-day all I've told you. I leave them in your 
Go round to each of them this morning. Read them my 
instructions to-morrow, or the day after, when you are 

together and they are capable of Ii tening again . . . and 
• e me, they will be by to-morrow, for they'll be in an aw
funk, and that will make them as soft as wax. . .. The 
t thing is that you shouldn't be downhearted." 

"Ach, Pyotr Stepanovitd., it would be better if you eren't 
• away." 
"But I am only going for a few days; I shall be back IL 110 

" 
~r Stepanovitcb," Erkel brought out warily but reso

' "what if you were going to Petersburg? Of course, I 
that you are only doing what's necessary for the 

"I expected as much from you, Erke!. If you have gues ed 
t I am going to Petersburg you can realise that I couldn't 
them yesterday, at that moment, that I wa going so far 
fear of frightening them. You saw for yourself what a state 
were in. But you understand that I am going for the cause, 

work of the first importance, for the common cause, and 
llltto ra·,i: my skin, as Liputin imagines." 
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I want to remember it word for word. I wane it word for 
word." 

Sofya Macveyevna knew che gospel well and at once found 
the passage in c. Luke which I have chosen as the motto of 
my record. I quote it here again: 

"'And there was there one herd of many swine feeding on 
the mountain; and they besought him that he would suffer 
them to enter into them. And he suffered them. 

"'Then went che devils out of the man and entered into the 
swine; and the herd ran violencly down a steep place into the 
lake, and were choked. 

"'When they that fed them saw what was dcne, they fled, 
and went and told it in the city and in the country. 

"'Then they went out to see what was done; and came to 
Jesus and found the man, out of whom the devils were de
parted, sitting at the feet of Jesus, clothed, and in his righr 
mind; and they were afraid.' " 

"My friend," said Stepan Trofimovitch in great excitement 
"s11vez-vous, that wonderful and ... extraordinary passage 
bas been a stumbling-block to me all my life . . . dans er 
livre ... so much so chat I remembered those verses from 
childhood. Now an idea has occurred to me; mie comparaison. 
A great number of ideas keep coming into my mind now. You 
lee, that's exaccly like our Russia, ~hose devils chat come out 
of the sick man and enter into the swine. They are all tht 
sores, all the foul contagions, all the impurities, 1 th derils 
great and small that have mulciplied in chat great invalid, our 
fieloved Russia, m the course of ages and ages. Oui, cette Russit 
'q.e ;'aimais toujours. Bue a great idea and a great Will will en
compass it from on high, as with that lunatic po essed of 
devils . . . and all tho e devils will come forth, all the im
purity, all the rottenness chat was putrefying on the surface 
... and they will beg of themselves co enter into swine; and 
indeed maybe they have entered into chem already! They are 
we, we and those . . . and Pecrusha and Les autres avec lui 
... and I perhaps at the head of them hall cast .QW

selves down, ossessed and..i:aving, £com the rocks into the sea, 
a.!.-we s all all be drowned-and a good thing coo, fort at '-
is all we are :fit for. Bue che sick man will be healed an 'will 
sit at t e eet o Jesus.' and all will look upon him with aston• 
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Pyotr Stepanovicch had expected it would. The police at one~ 
made a rush for Skvoreshniki, not simply because it was the 
only park in the neighbourhood, but also led thither by a sort 
of instinct because all the horrors of che last few days were 
connected directly or indireccly with Skvoreshniki. That at 
least is my theory. (I may remark chat Varvara Petrovna had 
driven off early chat morning in chase of Stepan Trofunovicch, 
and knew nothing of wha c had happened in the town.) 

The body was found in the pond chat evening. What led to 
the discovery of it was the finding of hacov's cap at the scene 
of the murder, where it had been with extraordinary careless
ness overlooked by the murderers. The appearance of the body, 
the medical examination and certain deductions from it roused 
immediate suspicion chat K.irillov must have had accomplices. 
It became evident chat a secret society really did exist of which 
Sbatov and Kirillov were members and which was connected 
with the manifestoes. Who were these accomplices? o one 
even thought of any member of the quintet that day. It was 
ascertained that Kirillov had lived like a hermit, and in so 
complete a seclusion that it had been possible, as stated in the 
letter, for Fedka to lodge with him for so many days, even 
while an active search was being made for him. The chief thing 
tbat worried every one was the impossibility of discovering a 
connecting-link in this rhaos. 

There is no saying what conclusions and what disconnected 
theories our panic-stricken townspeople would have reached, if 
the whole mystery had not been suddenly solved next day, 
thanks to L yamshin. 

He broke down. e behaved as even Pyotr Scepanovicch had 
towards the ena begun to fear he would. Left in charge of 
Tolkatchenko, and afterwards of Erke!, he spent all the fol
lowing day lying in his bed with his face turned to the wall, 
apparently calm, not uttering a word, and scarcely answering 
when he was spoken to. This is how it was that he heard noth
ing all day of what was happening in the town. But Tolkat
chenko, who was very well informed about everything, took 
intCI his head by the evening to throw up the task of watching 
Lyamshin which Pyotr Stepanovitch had laid upon him, and 
left the town, that is, to put it plainly, made his escape; tho 
fact is, they lost their heads ~ Erke! had predicted they would 
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I may mention, by the way, that Liputin had disappeared~ 
same day before twelve o'clock. But things fell out_ s~ th_at his 
disappearance did not become known to th_e auchont1es till ~he 
evening of the following day, when the police went to question 
his family, who were panic-stricken at his absence but k~pt 
quiet from fear of consequences. But to return to Lyamshin: 
as soon as he was left alonG (Erke! had gone home earlier, rely
ing on Tolkatchenko) he ran out of his house, and, of course, 
very soon learned the position of affairs. Without even return
ing home he too tried to run away without knowing where he 
was going. But the night was so dark and co escape was so ter
rible and difficult, that after going through two or three 
treets he returned home and locked himself up for the whole 

night. '1 believe that towards morning ~e attempted to ~o~t 
suicide but did not succeed. He remamed locked up till IIDd
day-and then suddenly he ran to the authorities. He is said to 
have crawled on his knees, to have sobbed and shrieked, to have 
kissed the floor crying out that he was not worthy to kiss the 
boots of the officials standing before him. They oothed him, 
were positively affable to him. His examination lasted, I am 
told, for three hours. He confessed everything, everything, told 
every detail, everything he knew, every point, _anticipating 
their questions, hurried to make a clean breast of 1t all, volun
teering unnecessary information without being asked. It turned 
out that he knew enough, and presented things in a fairly true 
light: the tragedy of Shatov and K.irillov, the fire, the death of 
the Lebyadkins, and the rest of it were relegated to the back
ground. Pyotr Stepanovitch, the ecret society, the organisa
tion, and the network were put in the first place. When asked 
what was the object of so many murders and scandals and 
dastardly outrages, he answered with feverish haste that "it wa, 
with the idea of s stematically undermining the foundatiom, 
systematica y destroying society and all principles;~ 
idea of nonplussing every one and making hay of everytlilng, 
and then, when society was tottering, sick and out of joint, 
cynical and sceptical though :filled with an intense eagerness 
for self-preservation and for some guiding idea suddeol to 
, eize it in their hands, raising the tandard of revolt and rd -
mg on a compete network of quintets, which were activdy, 
meanwhile, gathering recruits and seeking out the weak spots 
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which could be attacked." In conclusion, he said that here in 
our town Pyotr tepanovitch had organi ed only the :first ex
periment in such systematic disorder, o to speak as a prog
mnme for further activity, and for all the quintets-and that 
this was his own (Lyamshin's) idea, his own theory, "and that 
be hoped they would remember it and bear in mind how openly 
and properly he had gi en hi information, and therefore might 
bcof use hereafter." Being asked definitely how many quinteu 
there were, he answered that there were immense numbers of 
them, that all Russia was overspread with a network, and al, 
though he brought forward no proofs, I believe his answer was 
perfectly sincere. He produced only the programme of the so
ciety, printed abroad, and the plan for developing a system of 
future activity roughly sketched in Pyotr Stepanovitch's own 
handwriting. It appeared that Lyamshin had quoted the phrase 
about "undermining the foundations," word for word from 
this document, not omitting a single stop or comma, though he 
bad declared that it was all his own theory. Of Yulia Mihailov
na he very funnily and quite without provocation volunteered 
the remark, that " he was innocent and had been made a fool 
of." But, strange to say, he exonerated ikolay Stavro in from 
all share in the secret ociety, from any collaboration with 
Pyotr Stepanovitch. (Lyamshin had no conception of the secret 
and very absurd hopes that Pyotr tepanovitch was resting on 
Stavrogin.) According to his story ikolay Stavrogin had 
nothing whatever to do with the death of the Lebyadkins, 
which had been planned by Pyotr Stepanovitch alone and with 
the subtle aim of implicating the former in the crime, and 
therefore making him dependent on Pyotr Stepanovitch; but 
instead of the gratitude on which Pyotr tepanovitch had 
reckoned with shallow confidence, he had roused nothing but 
indigation and even despair in "the generous heart of ikolay 
Vsyevolodovitch." He wound up by a hint, evidently inten
tional, volunteered hastily, that Stavrogin was perhaps a very 
important per onage, but that there was some secret about 
that, that he had been living among us, o to say, incognito, 
that he had some commi sion, and that very possibly he would 
come back to us again from Petersburg (Lyamshin was con
vinced that Stavrogin had gone tc Petersburg) but in quite a 
different capacity and in different surroundings, in the suite of 
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persons vf whom perhaps we should soon hear, and that all this 
he had heard from Pyotr Stepanovitch, " ikolay Vsyevolodo
vitch's secret enemy." 

Here I will note that two months later, Lyamshin admitted 
that he had exonerated Stavrogin on purpose, hoping that he 
would protect him and would obtain for him mitigation in the 
second degree of his sentence, and that he would provide him 
with money and letters of introduction in Siberia. From thIS 
confession it is evident that he had an extraordinarily exag
gerated conception of Stavrogin's powers. 

On the same day, of course, the police arrested Virginsky 
and in their zeal took his whole family too. (Arina Prohorov
na, her sister, aunt, and even tbe girl student were released long 
ago; they say that Shigalov too will be set free very shortly be
cause he cannot be classed with any of the other prisoners. But 
all that is so far only gossip.) Virginsky at once pleaded guilty. 
He was lying ill with fever when he was arre ted. I am told that 
he seemed almost relieved; "it was a load off his heart," he is 
reported to have said. It is rumoured that he is giving his evi
Jence without reservation, but with a certain dignity, and has 
not given up any of his "bright hopes," though at the same 
time he curses the litical method as ~sed to the Soc,ialist 
one), in which he ha een unw1ttmg lyancl heedlessly carried 

-.- y the vortex of combined circumstances." His conduct at 
the time of the murder has been put in a favourable light, and 
[ imagine that he too may reckon on some mitigation of his 
sentence. That at least is what is asserted in the town. 

But I doubt whether there is any hope for mercy in Erkel's 
case. Ever since his arrest he has been obstinately silent, or has 
misrepresented the facts as far as he could. ot one word of 
regret has been wrung from him so far. Yet even the sternest 
of the judges trying him has been moved to some compassion 
by his youth, by his helplessness, by the unmistakable evidence 
that he is nothing but a fanatical victim of a political impostor, 
and, most of all, by his conduce co his mother, to whom, as it 
appears, he used to send almost the half of his small salary. His 
mother is now in the town; she is a delicate and ailing woman, 
-aged beyond her years; she weeps and positively grovels on die 
ground imploring mercy for her son. Whatever may happm, 
many among us feel sorry for Erke!. 
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you! Not all. By the way, I repeat that in my conscience I ft-el 
myself responsible for my wife's death. I haven't seen you since 
then, that's why I repeat it. I feel guilty about Lizaveta 
Nikolaevna too; but you know about that; you foretold almost 
all that. 

"Better not come to me. My asking you to is a horrible 
meanness. And why should you bury your life with me? You 
are dear to me, and when I was miserable it was good to be be
side you; only with you I could speak of myself aloud. But 
that proves nothing. You defined it yourself, 'a nurse'-it's 
your own expression; why sacrifice so much? Grasp this, too, 
that I have no pity for you since I ask you, and no respect for 
you since I reckon on you. And yet I ask you and I reckon on 
you. In any case I need your answer for I must set off very 
IOOn. In that case I shall go alone. 

"I expect nothing of Uri; I am simply going. I have not 
chosen a gloomy place on purpose. I have no ties in Russia
everything is as alien to me there as everywhere. It's true that 
I dislike living there more than anywhere; but I can't hate 
anything even there! 

"I've tried my strength everywhere. You advised me to do 
this 'that I might learn to know myself.' As long as I was ex
i>erimenting for myself and for others it seemed infinite, as it 
has all my life. Before your eyes I endured a blow from your 
brother; I acknowledged my marriage in public. But to what 
to apply my strength, that is what I've never seen, and do not 
see now in spite of all your praises in Switzerland, which I be- /, 
lieved in. am still ca able, as I always was, of desirine( to do / ' 
something good, and of feeling _pleasure from it: it t_~ :s'ame 
t1tne I desire evil and feel ~sure from that too. Jllu....l>oth 
feelings are alwa s too tty, and are never very strong. My 
cfesires are too weak; tney are not enoug to guicle riie.C)n a log 
one may cross a river but not on a chip. I say this that you "lay 
not believe that I am going to Uri with hopes of any sort. 

"As always I blame no one. I've tried the depths of de
bauchery and wasted my strength over it. But I don't like vice 
and I didn't want it. You have been watching me of late. Do 
you know that I looked upon our iconoclasts with spite, from 
envy of their hopes? But you had no need to be afraid. I could 
not have been one of them fot I never shared anything with 
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them. /,rd r:, <le ii; for fun, from spite I could not either, not 
becaUSt'. I .im afraid of the ridiculous-I cannot be afraid of the 
ridicufous--but because I have, after all, the habits of a gentle
man and it disgusted me. But if I had felt more spite and envy 
of them I might perhaps have joined them. You can judge how 
hard it has been for me, and how I've struggled from one 
thing to another. 

"Dear friend! Great and tender heart which I divined! Per
haps you dream of giving me so much love and lavishing on 
me so much that is beautiful from your beautiful soul, that you 
hope to set up some aim for me at last by it? o, it's better for 
you to be more cautious, my love will be as petty as I am my
self and you will be unhappy. Your brother told me t:haubt 
man who loses connection with ·s country loses his gods, that 
is, a11 his aims. One may argue :ibout everything endlessly, but 
from me nothing has come but negation, with no greatness of 
soul, no force. Even negation has not come from me. Every
thing has always been petty and spirides ~irillov, in the great
ness of his soul, could not compromise with an idea, and shot 
himself; but I see, of course, that he wa great-souled beca_use 

_,,,. he had los his reason. I can never lose my reason, and I can 
never believe in an idea to such a degree a he did. I cannot 

e interested in an idea to such a degree. I can~ 
never shoot myse . 

"I know I ought to kill myself, to brush myself off the earth 
like a nasty insect; but aid of suicide, for I a~ 
of showing greatness of soul. I know chat it will be another 
s am again-t e last ecept1on in an endless series of decep
tions. What good is t ere in deceiving oneself? Simply to play 
at greatness of soul? Indignation and shame I can neve.t..fffi. 
therefore not despair. 

"Forgive me for writing so much. I wrote without noticing. 
A hundred pages would be too little and ten lines would be 
.enough. Ten lines would be enough to ask you to be a nurse 

ince I left Skvoreshniki I've been living at the sixth station on 
tr.e line, at the stationmaster's. I got to know him in the time 
of debauchery :five years ago in Petersburg. o one knows I am 
living there. \Vrice to him. I enclose the addre s. 

" IKOLA Y ST A VROGIN." 

Darya Pavlovna went at once and showed the letter to Var-
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vara Petrovna. She read it and u;L:ed Dasha to go out of th, 
room so that she might read it ,gain alone· but she called het 
back vety quickly. ' 

"Are you going?" she asked 2lmost timidly. 
"I am going," answered D:1sha. 
"Get ready! We'll go tog,, her." 
Dasha looked at her inquiringly. 

. "What is there left for me to do here? What ~ty will 
It make? I'll be naturalised in Uri, too, and live in the valley. 
• .. Don't be uneasy, I won't be in the way." 

They began packing quickly to be in time to catch the mid
day tra~. But in less than half an hour's time Alexey Yegory
tch arrived [rom Skvoreshniki. He announced that ikolay 
Vsyevol~ov1tch had suddenly arrived that morning by the 
early tram, and was now at Skvoreshniki but "in such a state 
tbat his honour did not answer any questions, walked through 
all the rooms and shut himself up in his own wing .... " 
. "Though,~ received no orders I thought it best to come and 
inform you,. Alexey Yegorytch concluded with a very signifi
cant expression. 

Varvara Petrovna looked at him searchingly and did not 
question him. The carriage was got ready instant! . Varvara 
Petrovna set off with Dasha. They say that she kept crossing 
herself on the journey. 

In Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch's wing of the house all the doors 
were open and he was nowhere to be seen. 

"Wouldn't he be upstairs?" Fomushka ventured. 
It was remarkable that several servants followed Varvara 

Petrovna while the others all stood waiting in the drawing
room. They would never have dared to commit such a breach 
of etiquette before. Varvara Petrovna saw it and said nothin 5. 

They went upstairs. There there were three rooms; but they 
found no one there . 

"Woul~n•~ his honour have gone up there?" some one sug
gested, pomting to the door of the loft. And in fact, the door 
of the loft which was always closed had been opened and was 
standing ajar. The loft was right under the roof and was 
reached by a long, very steep and narrow wooden ladder. There 
was a sort of little room up there too. 

"I am not going up there. Why should he go up there?" saio 
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"I certainly don't know why I have come here," he said with 

disgust, looking straight into Tihon's eyes as though expecting 
an answer from him. 

"You, too, seem to be somewhat indisposed." 
"Yes, perhaps." 
And suddenly, in words so brief and disconnected as to be 

,omewhat obscure, he began to speak of how he suffered, es
pecially at night, from certain strange hallucinations; how he 
sometimes saw or felt close beside him an evil bein , derisiJe 
and "rational": "it shows different aces an assumes clifferent 
c aracters, and yet is always the same and alwa s infuriates 
me ... " 

--These disclosures were wild and incoherent, and really seemed 
to come from a madman. And yet ikolay V syevolodovitch 
spoke with such strange, unaccustomed frankness, with a can
dor so entirely foreign to him that it seemed as though his 
former self had suddenly and unexpectedly disappeared. He 
was not at all ashamed to show the terror with which the ap
parition inspired him. But all this lasted only a moment, and 
vanished as quickly as it had come. 

"It's all nonsense," he caught himself up Swiftly and with 
,wkward chagrin. "I will go to see a doctor." 

"No doubt you should," Tihon agreed. 
"You speak so confidently .... Have you met people who 

had hallucinations like mine?" 
"Yes, but very rarely. I remember only one case, an army 

o.Gicer; it happened after he had lost his spouse, his irreplace
able life companion. Of another case I know only by hearsay. 
Both men went abroad for treatment .... And how long 
have you been subject to this?" 

"About a year, but it's all nonsense. I'll go to see a doctor. 
It's all nonsense, frightful nonsense. It's myself in various 
forms, nothing else. Since I have just added this last ... 
phrase, you must surely think that I still have some doubt as 
to whether it's I or whether it's not really the devil." 

Tihon looked at him inquiringly. 
"And ... and do you really see him?" he asked, thereby 

uutting aside all doubt of its plainly being no more than a false 
;nd morbid hallucination, "do you really see a definite image?" 

"It is strange that you should persist in asking me when I 
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have already told you that I do." Again Stavrogin beca~e more 
and more irritated with each word. "Of course I see him. I see 
him just as plainly as I see you . . . and sometimes I. see him 
but I am not certain that I see him, although I do see him. • • , 
And sometimes I do not know who is real he or I. . . . It's all 
nonsense. And you, can't you imagine that it really !s the 
devil?" he added, laughing, and passing too abruptly mto a 
derisive tone. "It would be more in keeping with your calling." 

"It's more likely a disease, although . . . " 
"Although what?" 
"Devils undoubtedly exist, but our conceptions of them dif• 

fer w1 e y." 
"Just now you dropped your eyes again," said Stavrogin 

with an irritable laugh. "Because you were ashamed for me. 
since while I believe in the devil, by pretending I don't, I aro 

' d h II • )" slyly putting a question to you: oes e rea y eXIst, or not. 
Tihon smiled vaguely. 
"Well then, let me tell you plainly that I a.m not at all 

ashamed and to make up for my rudeness I will say boldly 
and in all seriousness· o believe in thedevil I believe canon
ically in a per onal devil, not in an allegory, and I don't need 

' h I " confirmation from anybody. That's thew o e story. 
He gave a nervous, unnatural laugh. Tihon looked at him 

interestedly, but with a timid and withal gentle gl~nce. 
"You believe ~ God?." Nikolay Vsyevolodov1tch blurted 

out. 
"I do believe." 
"It is written, isn't it, that if you have faith and bid a 

mountain remove itself hence, it will do so .... However, 
pardon this nonsense. Still, I am curious to knew: car you re
move a mountain or can't you?" 

"If God commands, I will remove it," said Tihon in a low, 
restrained voice, dropping his eyes again. 

"Well but that would be the same as if God Himself re• 
moved i~. No, you-you-will you be able to do it, as a re• 
ward for your faith in God?" 

"Perhaps I shall not." 
"'Perhaps'! That's not bad. Ha! ha! You are still a doubter, 

then?" 
"I doubt, because my faith is imperfect." 
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"What! Even your faith is imperfect? Well, I wouldn't 
h~ve suppo ed it, to look at you." He suddenly stared at Tihon 
with wholly naive amazement, which did not at all harmonilf 
with the derisive tone of the previous questions. 

'.? es ... Perhaps m)'. faith is imperfect," answered Tihon. 
At any rate, you believe that, though if only with God's 

help, you could remove it and that's no small matter. At least 
rou wish to believe. And you take the mountain literally. That 
ts a great deal. A good principle. I have noticed that the more 
advanced of our Levites are strongly inclined toward Lutheran
ism, and are q_uite ready to explain miracles by natural causes. 
A'.1-y~ow chat 1s more than the 'tres peu' of one archbishop, who 
said 1t, true enough, at the sword's point. And of course you 
are a Christian, too." 

tavrogin spoke rapidly, his fluent words now serious now 
derisiv~; per~ap he di_d not himself know why he was ~!king 
as ~e did, asking question , getting excited, growing curious. 

Let me not be ashamed of Thy cro s, 0 Lord," Tihon mut
tered in a trange, pas ionate whisper, bowing his head still 
lower. 

"Is it possible to believe in the devil without believing in 
God?" asked tavrogin with a laugh. 

'That's quite possible. It's done right and left." Tihon 
liftecthis eyes and srru ed. 

"And I am sure that you consider such a faith more estima
ble than utter lack of faith . . . " tavrogin burst out laugh
ing. 

"On the co°:tra~y, outright atheism is more to be respected 
than worldly md1fference," answered Tihon, with ostensible 
gaiety and candor; at the same time he scrutinised his guest 
carefully and uneasily. 

"Aha! so that' where you stand! Decidedly you astonisli 
me." 

" ay what you may, but the complete atheist stands on the 
penultimate step to most perfect faith (he may or he may not 
take a further step), but the indifferent person has no faith 
:v,rhate:v~r except a bad fear, and that but rarely, and only if he 
1s sens1t1ve." 

"H'm ... Have you read the Apocalypse?" 
"I have." 
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"Do you remember: 'And unto the Angel of the Church of 
the Laodiceans write . . . ' " 

"I remember." 
"Where is the book?" tavrogin grew strangely impatient 

md alarmed, his eyes wandering over the uble in search of the 
Bible--"I'd like to read to you ... Have you a Russian 
tnnsla tion ? " 

"I know the passage. I remember it," said Tihon. 
"Do you know it by heart? Say it .... " 
He quickly dropped his eyes, leaned his wrists on his knee , 

.r impatiently prepared to listen. Tihon began reciting, re
ailing word after word: 

"'And unto the Angel of the Church of the Laodiceans 
write: These things saith the Amen, the faithful and true wit
ness, the beginning of the creation of God; I know thy works, 
that thou art neither cold nor hoc; I would thou wert cold or 
bot. &> then because thou art lukewarm, and neither cold nor 
hot, I will spue thee out of my mouth. Because thou sayest, J 
am rich and increased with goods and have need of nothing: 
and thou knowest not chat thou art wretched, and miserable, 
and poor, and blind, and naked . . . ' " 

"Enough!" Scavrogin cut him shore. "Do you know, I love 
you very much." 

"And I love you," replied Tihon in a low voice. 
Stavrogin grew silent, and suddenly again fell into a reverie.. 

This occurred fitfully, as it were, now for the third time. He 
was practically in chis state when he said to Tiho.!l, "I love you," 
at least his words came as a surprise to him elf. More than a 
minute passed. 

"Do not be angry," whispered Tihon, touching cavrogin's 
elbow lightly with his finger and appearing to grow timid him
,df, 

The latter started and frowned fiercely. "How did ou know 
t I was going to g ,ngzy?" he said quickly. Tihon was 

about to speak, but tavrogin, suddenly overcome with inex
plicable agitation, interrupted him: 

"Why did you fancy chat I must necessarily become angry? 
Yes, I did get angry. You were right. And angry precisely be
cause ! told you I loved you. You're right. But you are a coar e 
cyn;<., you have a low opinion of human nature. There mighr 
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hav~ been no anger if it had been anyone but me. However, 
we're not dealing with anyone else, but with me. And still yoa 
:ire an odd fellow and a saintly fool. ... " 

He grew more and more irritable and, strangely enough, be 
di not choose his words: 

"Listen, I don't like spie~ and psychologists_,_ at least such u 
pry into my sou . on't invite anybody into my soul, I do not 
need anybody, I can shift for myself. Perhaps you think I am 
Jfraid of you." He raised his voice and threw his head back 
defiantly. "Perhaps you are fully convinced now th:t I ha-.e 
come to disclo e a 'terribie' secret to you, and you are waiting 
or it with all the monkish curiosity of which you are cap

able. Well, then, let me tell you that I will disclose nothing, no 
secret whatever, because I can very well get along without you 
... because there is no mystt!ry whatever ... it exists only 
in your imagination." 

Tihon looked at him steadily. "You were struck by the fact 
that the Lamb loves those who are cold better than He does 
the lukewarm," he said; "you do not wish to be merely luke

arm. I have a foreboding that you are st;ruggling with an 
exr.raordinary, perhaps a fearful intention. I implore you, do 
not torment yourself, and tell everything." 

"And you were certain that I had come with a sco,ry." 
"I ·...: . guessed it," whispere i on, looking down. 

ikolay Vsyevolodovitch was somewhat pale. His hands 
trembled slightly. For several seconds he stared, motionless and 
silent, as if coming to a final decision. At length he drew sev
eral printed sheets of paper from the side pocket of his jacket 
and laid them on the table. 

"Here are the sheets intended for the public," he said in a 
breaking voice. "If only one man reads them, then you may be 
sure that I will not conceal them, and everyone will read them. 
That's my decision. And I do not ... need you at all, be
cause I have made up my mind. But read ... Say nothing 
while you're reading. Tell me everything when you are 
through." 

"Shall I rt:ally read them?" asked Tihon, hesitatingly. 
"Do; I am calm." 
" o, I can't make it out without my spectacles, the print ii 

small, foreigP " 
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"Here are your gias es." tavrogin took them up from the 
table, handed them to Tihon and leaned against the back o/ 
the sofa. Tihon did not look at him and plunged into the read
ing. 

II 

It was indeed foreign print-three sheets of ordinary smaU. 
liu note-paper, sewn together. It must have been printed sec
rttly at some Russian printing-press abroad, and at first blush 
the pamphlet looked very much like a revolutionary leaflet. h 
bore the heading: "From Stavrogin." 

I insert this document verbatim into my chronicle. I have 
allowed myself only to correct the mistakes in spelling, which 
are rather numerous and which somewhat surprised me, for the 
author was, after all, an educated and e·:en well-read man ( of 
course, relatively speaking). As for the style, I made nc 
changes in it, in pite of the errors. At any rate, it is obvious 
that the author i by no means a man of letters. 

I shall allow my elf one more remark, in anticipation of 
what is to follow. 

In my opinion, the document is a morbid thing, the work of 
the devil who had taken possession of this gentleman. Thus a 
man suffering from acute pain tosses in his bed, eager to find a 
position which would bring him relief, at least momentarily
indeed, not to find relief, but merely to exchange one kind of 
suffering for another, if only for a minute. And of cour e, in 
a case like that, one doesn't care how graceful or sensible the 
position is. The fundamental idea of the document is a terrible, 
undisguised nee of u ·shment the need of the c ss of ub◄ 
~hasti ement. Meanwhile, this need of the cross 10 a man 
who doesn't be ieve in the cross-why "that in itself is an 
idea," as Stepan Trofimovitch once expressed himself, on an 
occasion of a different sort, however. 

On the other hand, the entire document is at the same time 
something wild and reckless, although ostensibly written with 
~different purpose. The author declares that he "couldn't help" 
writing it, that he was "forced" to do it, and this is fairly 
plausible: he would have been glad to have had this cup p 
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from him if he coulci, but he seems really to have been unable 
to avoid it, and he took advantage of this opportunity to en
gage in a fresh outburst of violence. Yes, the sick man tosses 
in his bed, and wants to exchange one kind of suffering for an
other-fighting society seems to him the least uncomfortablt 
position and so he flings down a challenge to it. 

Indeed, in the very existence of such a document one senses 
a new, unexpected and irreverent challenge to societ}:, Just for 
t e sake of finding an enemy. . . 

And, who knows, perhaps all that, to wit, those sheets in
tended for publicatjon, are nothing else but another way o-1 
nipping the governor's ear. Why this occurs to me now, after 
so much has been explained already, 1 cannot understand. But 
I'm not bringing forward any proofs, nor do I assert at all that 
it is a false document, that it is an invention and a fabrication. 
Most likely, the truth must be sought somewhere in the mjddle . 
. . . Hnwever, I have gone too far ahead of my story; it is 
safer to turn to the document itself. Here is what Tihon read: 

FROM ST A VROGIN 

"In the year 186-, I, ik~lay Stavrogin, a retired army 
officer, was living in Petersburg, indulging in dissipation in 
which I found no pleasure. In those days, for qujte some time I 
kept three lodgings. I myself was living in a shabby hotel 
where I got board and service and where Marya Lebyadkin, 
now my lawful wife, was also staying. The other two places I 
rented by the month for assignation purpo es: in one I re, 

ceived a lady who was in love with me, and in the other, her 
maid, and for qujte a time I was preoccupied with the scheme 
of bringing the two together, so that niistress and maid would 
meet in my rooms. Knowing the character of both, I expected 
to get some entertainment out 0£ this silly joke. 

"While I was gradually arranging for that meeting I had to 
visit one of the two lodgings, which was in a large house on 
Gorokhovaya Street. more frequently than the other, because 
it was there that the maid u ed to come. Here I had a single 
room on the fourth floor, which I rented from a Russian family 
f the lower middle class. They occupied the adjacent room, 

which was smaller, and the door between the tw'.: was always 
'J!)Cn, a fact which fell in with my desires. The husband, who 
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:.cream under the strokes, obviously because I was present, but 
she gasped strangely at each blow. And afterward she con
tinued to sob gaspingly for a whole hour. As soon as the whip
ping was over, I suddenly found the penknife on my bed, in 
the folds of the blanket. Then I quietly put the penknife into 
my vest pocket, went out, and on the street threw the pen
knife away, far from the house so that no one should disc.over 
it. Immediately I felt that I had done something vile. At the 
same time I experienced a pleasurable sensation because sud
denly a certain desire pierced me like a ulade, and I began tl'I 
busy myself with it. Let me note here that often various bas. 
feelings took possession of me to the point of making me ut
terly unreasonable or, better still, exceedingly stubborn, though 
they never made me forget myself. Though such a feeling 
mounted to frenzy in me, I could always overcome it, even 
1top it at its height, but I very seldom wished to do so. And I 
declare that I do not wish to claim freedom from resPQnsi•· 
bilicy for mycnmesonche grounds of either enviroll1IIC.llL!ll' 
ilisease. 

"Then I waited two days. The li~t!e girl, having cried her 
fill, became even more silent, yet I am convinced that she 
cherished no ill feeling toward me. However, she certainly felt 
ashamed because she had been punished in such a way in my 
presence. But being an obedient child, she undoubtedly blamed 
herself even for her shame. I note this, because it is important 
for the story. . . . Then I spent three days in my main apart
ment. 

"These crowded lodgings, reeking of stale food, housed many 
people, mostly government clerks out of employment or on the 
lowest possible salary, doctors looking for an out-of-town posi
tion, all manner of Poles, who always hung around me. I re
member everything clearly. In chis hell-hole I lived a lonely 
life, that is, in the spiritual sense, for all day long I was sur
rounded by a whole crew of 'pals' who were terribly devoted 
to me and almost worshipped me for my purse. I believe we 
did many vile things and the other tenants were afraid of us, 
chat is, they were polite, in spite of the revolting pranks and 
silly jokes which we perpetrated. I repeat: at chat time I was 
not at all averse to being de creed to Siberia. I was so utter 

re t at cou m se , and • didn't, it waa 
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because I was still looking forward to something, as l have all 
my life. I recall that at that time I was seriously engagcu in the 
study of theology. This somewhat distracted me, but after
wards I grew more bored than ever. I was in a state here I 
wanted to put .e9wder under the four corners of the earth and 
'filow it all up, but it didn't seem worth the effort. et there 
was no malice in my heart, it was merely that I was bored. I am 
no Socialist. I fancy it must have been sickness. In jest I once 
asked the unemployed Dr. Dobrolubov who was starving in the 
lodgings with his family, 'Are there no drops to stimulate one's 
civic energy?' 'For civil energy,' he answered, 'maybe n~t, ~t 
for criminal-perhaps, yes!' And he was pleased with his 
shabby pun, although he and his pregnant w~e and his_ tw,o 
little girls were without anything to eat. But 1f people d1dn 1 

have this capacity for being satisfied with themselves, they 
wouldn't want to live. 

"It was in the course of those two days that I once put to 
myself the question, as to whether I could give up ~y inten
tion, and I immediately felt that I could, at any tUBe, even 
that very minute. 

"Three days later I went back to the Gorokhovaya Street 
place. The mother was getting ready to leave with a bundle, 
the man, as usual, was not at home, so I remained alone with 
Matryosha. The windows were open. The house was occup!ed 
mostly by artisans and all day long the place was filled with 
songs and the sound of hammers. An hour passed. Matryo ha 
was sitting in the next room on a little stool, with a bit of ew
ing, her back turned toward me. After a while she began to 
hum, softly, very softly. She did that sometimes. I took out my 
watch; it was two o'cloc . ly heart began to beat fast. I rose 
and stole toward her. On their window-sills there were many 
geranium pots and the sun was shining very brightly. I quiecly 
sat down on the floor beside her. She started, and at first was 
incredibly frightened and jumped to her feet. I took her hand 
and kissed it, drew her down to the stool again, and began look
ing into her eyes. The fact that I kissed her hand, suddenly 
made her iaugh like a baby. But her amusement lasted only an 
instant: she quickly jumped up again and chis time in such 
fright that her face was convulsed. She stared at me, her eyes 
motionless with terror, and her lips began to twitch as though 
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and not stupidly as usual. Kirillov was also there. Nobody 
drank, except Lebyadkin, although there was a bottle of rum 
on the table. 

"Prokhor Malov said: 'When ikolay Vsyevolodovicch is 
contented and doesn't sulk, all of us are in good spirits and 
talk cleverly.' The phrase stuck in my memory, and so it seems 
that I was gay and contented then, and did not sulk, and talked 
cleverly. I remember that I knew perfectly well, however, at 
the time, chat I was a low and vile coward rejoicing in his 
deliverance, and chat I would never be decent again, either here 
on earth or after my death or ever. And one more thing: I was 
reminded of che Jewish proverb: 'one's own may be bad, but it 
does not smell.' For although at heart I felt that I was a scoun
drel, I was not ashamed of it and, in general, I was not much 
distressed. On that occasion, sitting at tea and chatting with 
the crew, for the first time in my life I clearly formulated the 
following for myself: I have neither the feel in nor the knowl
edge of good and evil, and not only have I lost the sense of good 

and evil, ut goo an evil really do not exist (and this 
p ease me) and are bu£_ a_ rejudice~ I can be free of allpreju
dices, but at the very moment when I achieve chat freedom I 
s ill perish. For the first time T put it thus clearly to myself, 
and chat happened just then at tea when I was fooling and 
laughing with my companions. I remember everything clearly. 
Old, familiar thoughts sometimes take on the appearance of 
brand-new ones, even after you have lived fifty years. 

"All the time I kept waiting for something to happen. In
deed, about eleven o'clock the little daughter of the janitor on 
Gorokhovaya Street brought me the news from my landlady 
that Matryosha had hanged herself. I went with che child and 
discovered that the woman herself did not know why she had 
sent for me. Of course she screamed and carried on very loud
ly, as they all do on such occasions. There was a crowd, too, and 
policemen. I stood about for a while and then left. 

"I was hardly disturbed the whole time, except to be asked 
the Ysual questions. I said nothing but that the girl had been 
ill and delirious, and that on my part, I had offered to call a 
doctor at my own expense. The penknife too was mentioned. I 
said that my landlady whipped the child but that this was 
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nothing. , o one found out about my visit in the evening. That 
was the end of it. 

"For abv .. ~ .. week I did not return to the place. I only went 
there in order to give up the room. My landlady still cried, al
though she was already busy again wi~ her scraps of cloth an( 
sewing. 'It was because of your pe~fe that I hurt her feel· 
ings so,' she said, but without much bitternes5. It was as though 
~he had been waiting for the chance to say that to me. I gave ~l' 
the room on the pretext that naturally this was now no place~ 
which to receive ina Savelyevna. When I took leave she ag~ 
spoke in praise of ina Savelyevna. I gave her five roubles rn 
addition to what I owed her for the room. 

"The main thing was that life bored me to the int of st\/·• 
pefaction. The danger having passed, I would have wholly fox• 
gotten the Gorokhovaya treet a~air, if it hadn't bee~ that, 
for some time, I kept remembenng the attendant circum
stances with vexation. I vented my anger on whomever I 
could. It was at this time that, for no apparent reason at all, 
1 conceived the idea of somehow crippling my life, in the most 
repulsive manner possible. The year befo~e I had already had 
the idea of shooting myself; now something etter presented 
itself. 

"One day as I was watching the lame Ma!J'.a Timofey~vn, 
Lebyadkin, who was more or less of a serv~nt ill my lodgings, 
I suddenly decided t JUarry her-at that tune she was not yet. 
insane, but s~ply a rapturous idiot, and secretly head over heels 
in love with me. (The gang found that out.) The thought of 
Stavrogin's marriage to a creature like tha_t, the l?wes~ of th11 
low, tickled my nerves. It would be impossible to ~agme any
~g_ more~~_B1:1t _chis ~~sin those days, it happe1:eo' 
in those ays, and so it 1s mtelligible. At an_y rat~, I marn~d 
her, not solely 'for a bet, after a drunken drnner. It was lll' 

those days, in those days, and I couldn't h~ve known y~t-:
rhat's the main thing. The ceremony was witnessed by Kiril • 
lov and Pyotr Verhovensky, who at that time happened to b1 
in Peter burg; also by Lebyadkin hirnse)f and Pr~khor Malov 
(he is dead now). obody else ever discovered it, and they 
oromised to keep quiet about it. This secrecy has always sei.:med 
;bominable to me, but it hasn't been violated even yer, al 
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through, as it were, in chis dream; I repeat. I do not know ex• 
actly what I dreamed about, my dream was only of sensation, 
but the cliffs, and the sea, and the slanting rays of the setting 
rnn, all that I still seemed to see when I woke up and opened 
tny eyes, for the first time in my life literally wet with tear;. 
[ remember these tears, I remember that I was glad of them, 
that I was not ashamed of them. A feeling of happiness, hith
erto unknown co me, pierced my heart till it ached. Evening 
had already set in; a sheaf of bright slanting sunrays pierced 
rhe green foliage in the window-boxes of my little room and 
tlooded me with light. I quickly closed my eyes again, as if 
~ager to call back the vanished dream, but suddenly I noticed 
a tiny dot in the centre of bright, bright light. That's exactly 
how it all was and that's how it started. Suddenly this dot 
began to assume a shape, and all of a sudden I saw clearly a 
tiny red spider. I remembered it at once as it had looked on 
11he geranium leaf, when the rays of the setting sun were pour
ing down in the same way. It was as if something had stabbed 
,me, I sat up in bed. That is the way it all happened! 

"I saw before me (0 not that I really saw her! If only it 
had been a genuine apparition! If she had appeared only for an 
mstant, for one instant, in the flesh and alive, so that I could 
have spoken to her!), I saw Matryo ha, grown haggard and 
..vith feverish eyes, precisely as she had looked at the moment 
when she stood on the threshold of my room, and shaking her 
head, had lifted her tiny fist against me. The pitiful despair of 
:) helpless creature with an immature mind, who threatened me 
(with what? what could she do to me, 0 God?) but who, of 
;ourse, blamed herself alone! ever has anything like that 
happened to me. I sac until nightfall, motionless, forgetful of 
rime. I should like to explain myself now, and clearly express 
1,!Xactly what went on. \Va~ is called remorse or re
pentance? I do not know and cannot tell even now. But what 

... is intolerable to me is only this image, namely, the little girl on 
the threshold with her little fist lifted threatening me, only the 
way she looked then, only that moment, neither before nor 
.ifter, only that shaking of the head. This threatening gesture 
uf hers no longer seemed ridiculous to me, but terrifying. Pity 
for her st:ibbed me, a maddening pity, and I would have given 
my body to be torn to pieces if that would have erased what 
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authorities; at the same time I shall send them to the editorial 
offices of all the new papers w1c a request to _publish them, and 
also to my many acquaintances in Peter burg and elsel'£here in 
Russia. My confe sion will also appear in translation abroad. 
Perhaps this ma es no ense, but I will publish it nevertheless. 
I know that legally I shall probably not get into trouble, at 
least not to any erious •xent: I alone denounce myself, and 
have no accuser; besides, there is little or no evidence. Finally, 
there is the generally credited notion of my mental derange
ment, of which my relatives will surely take advantage and 
thus top any legal prosecution that may seriously threaten 
me. One of my purposes in making this statement ;s to prove 
that I am now in full po es ion of my mental faculties and 
that I understand my situation. But there will remain those 
who will know everything and who will look at me, and I will 
look at them. I wi h everyone would look at me. I do .r..ot know 
whether or not this will relieve me. I re ort to it as the last 
measure. 

"I repeat: if a thorough search is made in the Petersburg 
police records, perhaps something may be discovered. The peo
ple from whom I rented the room may still be in tht capital. 
Of course, they will remember the house. It was painted a pale 
blue. A for me, I shall not leave my present place of residence 
but for ome time (a year or two) I shall stay at Skvoresh
niki, my mother's estate. If I am summoned, I shall present 
myself, wherever ir may be. 

" ikolay Stavrogin." 

m 
The reading lasted about an hour. Tihon read slowly and 

possibly read some pas ages twice. All the time, ever since the 
interruption caused by the confiscation of the second sheet, 
Stavrogin sat silent and motionless in the corner of the sofa, 
pressed against its back, and in an obviously expectant atti
t:ide. Tihon cook off his spectacles, paused and finally looked 
up at Stavrogin hesitatingly. The latter started and jerked his 
whole body forward. 

"I forgot to warn you," said Stavrogin quickly and sharply, 
"that all your words will be useless; I will not delay carrying 
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He suddenly broke off, as if he were ashameci to go on and 
considered it humiliating to enter into explanations. At the 
same time he was achingly and unconsciously obeying a com
pulsion to remain, and precisely for the sake of offering expla
nations. Curiously enough, in all he said then and thereafter 
not a word war uttered that bore out his explanation of why 
he had confiscated the second sheet-indeed, what he had said 
about it seemed to have been forgotten by both of them. 
Meanwhile, Stavrogin stopped at the writing-table, and taking 
up a small ivory crucifix, began to turn it about in his fingers, 
and suddenly broke it in half. Coming to himself, he looked at 
Tihon in surprise, and suddenly his upper lip trembled as if 
he were insulted but also proudly defiant. 

"I thought that you would really tell me something, that's 
why I came," he said in an undertone, as if making every 
::ffort to control himself, and he threw the fragments of the 
crucifix on the table. 

Tihon quickly looked down. 
"This document is born of the need of a heart wounded 

unto death. Am I not right?" he asked with insistence and al
most with heat. "Yes, it is repenta~ce and the natural need 
for it which has overcome you. You were pierced to the quick 
by the suffering of a creature whom you wronged. Therefore 
there is still hope for you, and you have taken a great road, an 
u ear o roa , t at of inflicting u on yourself before the 
whole people the shameful punishment you so amply deserve. 
You have appealed to the judgment of the whole Church, al
though you do not believe in the Church; am I not right? But 
it is as though you were already hating and despising in ad
vance all those who will read what you have written, and chal
lenging them to an encounter." 

"I? Challenging?" 
"Since you are not ashamed to confess your crime, why are 

you ashamed of repentance?" 
"I? Ashamed?" 
"Yes, you are ashamed and afraid." 
"Afraid?" Stavrogin smiled convulsively and again his up

per lip trembled, as it were. 
"'Let them look at me,' you say; and you, how will you 

look at them? You are waiting for their malice. to respond 
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with greater malice. Some of the passages in your accoun~ _are 
couched in exaggerated language; it is as if you were admmng 
your own psychologising, and you cling to each detail so as to 
amaze the reader by a callousness and shamelessness which isn't 
really in you. On the other hand, evil passions and the habit of 
idleness render you really callous and stupid." 

"Stupidity is no vice,'' Stavrogin smiled, beginning to 
blanch. 

"Sometimes it is,'' Tihon continued rigorously and passion
ately. "Wounded unto death by the vision on the threshold 
and tormented by it, ou do not see, to judge by this docu
ment, what your chief crime is and of what to be most 
ashamed before the people whose judgment you invoke~ 
whether of the callousness of the act of violence that you 
committed, or of the cowardice you exhibited. In one plact' 
you hasten, as it were, to assure your reader that the maiden's 
threatening gesture was no longer 'ridiculous' to you, but an
nihilating. But how, even for a moment, could it have seemed 
'ridiculous' to you? And yet it did, I bear witness to it." 

Tihon grew silent. He had spoken as a man not wishing to 
restrain himself. 

"Speak, speak,'' Stavrogin urged him. "You are irritated and 
you ... do not choose your words; I like this coming from 
a monk. But let me ask you one thing: we have been talking 
for some ten minutes since you read this,'' he nodded at the 
sheets, "and although you do scold me, I do not see you show
ing any particular disgust or shame . . . Apparently, you are 
not squeamish an~..me_as to an equal." 

He added this in a very low voice, and the phrase "as to an 
equal" escaped him quite unexpectedly, as a surprise to him
self. Tihon looked at him closely. 

"You astonish me,'' he said after a pause, "for your words 
are unfeigned, I see, and if such is the case . . . I am guilty 
before you. Be advised then, that I was uncivil to you, as well 
as squeamish, and you, in your passion for self-punishment, 
did not even notice it, although you did become aware of my 
impatience and called it 'scolding.' You believe that you de
serve incomparably greater contempt, and your remark that I 
speak to you 'as to an equal' is an admirable, if involuntary, 
phrase. I shall conceal nothing from you: I was horrified at sCI' 
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much idle power deliberately spent on abominations. Appar
ently one does not become a foreign._e in one's own country 
with im unity. There is one punishment that falls upon those 
w o ·vorce themse ves om t eu:.nat1ve soil: boredom and a 
tendency toward idleness even where there is a desire for work. 

u ris 1aruty insists upon responsibility irrespective of the 
tnvironment. The Lord has not deprived you of intelligence. 
Judge for yourself; if you can put the question: am I or am I 
aot responsible for my acts? then you are unquestionably re
sponsible. It is written: 'Temptation cannot but enter the 
world, but woe unto him through whom temptation cometh.' 
As for your ... transgression itself, many sin in like fashion, 
but live in peace and quiet with their conscience, even consid
ering what they have done an inevitable sin of youth. There 
are old men who smell of the grave who sin likewise, and even 
playfully and with comfort. The world is full of such hor
rors. You at least have felt the enormity of it to a degree 
which is ver rare." 

s it possible that you have begun to respect me after read
ing these sheets?" Stavrogin grinned crookedly. "No, Reverend 
Father Tihon, you are not, as I have heard said, you are not fit 
to be a spiritual guide," he added, continuing to smile with an 
.even more forced and inappropriate smile. "You are severely 
criticised here in the monastery. They say that as soon as you 
see a sign of sincerity and humility in a sinner, you break into 
ecstasies, you repent and humble your elf and fawn upon and 
Batter the s· r." 

"I s all not answer your question directly. But of course it 
is true that I do not know how to approach people. I have 
always been aware of that great defect" Tihon said with a 
sigh, and so simply that Stavrogin looked at him with a smile. 
"As for this," he continued, gl.incing at the sheets, "of course 
there is not and there cannot be, a greater and more fearful 
crime than your sin against the little girl." 

"Let's give up chis measuring by the yard-stick," said Stav
rogin with some annoyance, after a pause. "Perhaps I do not 
suffer as much as I set down here. And perhaps I lied a lot 
about myself," he added unexpectedly. 

Tihon passed this over in silence. Stavrogin was pacing the 
room, deep in thought and with his head down. 
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"And this young lady," Tihon asked suddenly, "with whom 
you broke off in Switzerland, where is she at present?" 

"Here." 
Another pause. ,, . 
"Perhaps I lied to you a good deal about myself, Stavrogin 

repeated insistently. "I myself do not know even yet. W'.'ell, 
what if I have defied them by the crudeness of my confession, 
if you did notice the challenge? That's the right way. They 
deserve it. I will only force them to hate me more, that's all. 
It will only make it easier for me." 

"That is, hatin them ~· eel more comfortable than 
if you had to acce t ity from then.." 

"You're right; I am not in the habit of being frank, b~t 
since I have started . . . with you . . . know that I despue 
them all, just as much as I do myself, as much if not m~re, lll-

6.nite y more. No one can my JU ge . . . I wrote this non
sense," he nodded at the sheets, "just so, because the thought 
popped into my head, just to be sha~eless . . .• perhaps I 
simply made up a story, I exaggerated lll a fanatical moment 
. . . ," he broke off angrily and again reddened as before be
cause of what he had said against his will. He turned to the 
table and with his back to Tihon, again took up a piece of tho , ' 
crucifix. 

"Answer a question, but sincerely, speak to me alone, as you 
would speak to yourself in the darkness of night," Tihon began 
in a poignant voice. "If someone were to forgi_ve you for_ this" 
(Tihon pointed to the pamphlet), "and not any one w~om you 
respect or fear, but a stranger, a man. w ?m you will nev_er 
fnow, who would forgive you mute y, lll his own heart, whi(t 
reading your terrible confession, would the thought of ~! 

make it easier for you, or would it be all the same to you? If 1t 

would injure your amour-propre to answer, do not speak, but 
only think to yourself." 

"It would be easier," answered Stavrogin under his breath. 
''If you were to forgive me, it would make it much easier fat 
me," he added quickly and in a half-whisper, with his back 
still toward Tihon. 

"I will forgive you, if you forgive me also," said Tihon, in a 
voice betraying deep emotion. 

"What shall I forgive you for?" St3vrogin faced him, "what 
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have you done to me? Oh, yes, that is your monastic formula. 
Rad humility. Do you know, these ancient monkish formula: 
of yours are quite inelegant. Do you really think they are el-
egant?" he grumbled irritably. "I do not know why I am here," 
he added, suddenly looking around. "Bah, I have broken this 
thing. Is it worth about twenty-five roubles?" 

"Never mind," said Tihon. 
"Or fifty? Why shouldn't I mind? Why should I break your 

things, and you forgive me the damage? Here, take these fifty 
roubles." He produced money and placed it on the table. "If 
you do not wish to take it for yourself, take it for the poor, 
for the Church ... " He grew more and more irritable. "Lis
ten, I will tell you the whole truth: I want to have you forgive 
me. And perhaps to have another man, and even a third, do so 
too, but by all means let everybody else hate me!" His eyes 
flashed. 

"And universal pity, couldn't ou bear that with humility?" 
"I coul n't. I do not want universal pity; besides, there 

can be no universal pity, it is an idle question. Listen, I do not 
want to wait, I will publish the statement without fail ... 
do not try to dissuade me . . . I cannot wait, I cannot " 
he added fiercely. 

"I fear for you," Tihon said, almost timidly. 
"You are afraid that I shan't be able to endure it, to endure 

their hatred?" 
" ot hatred alone." 
"What else?" 
"Their ... laughter," the words escaped from Tihon as 

thoug with difficulty, in a ha.If-whisper. 
The poor man could not control himself and broached a 

subject which he knew it would have been better to pass over 
in silence. 

Stavrogin was taken aback. His face betrayed uneasiness. 
"I had a foreboding of it. Do you too find me very ridicu

lous, after having read my document? Don't let it trouble you, 
don't be embarrassed. I expected it." 

TihoR really seemed embarrassed and hastened to offer ex
planations, which of course merely made matters worse. 

"For such heroic acts one needs moral serenity, even in suf
£e=ing one needs spiritual enlightenment ... but nowadays 
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moral serenity is nowhere to be had. A great conflict is going 
on everywhere. Men do not understand each other as in the 
time of the confusion of Babel." 

"This is all very dull, I know it, it has been said a thousand 
times ... " Stavrogin interrupted. 

"But consider that you will not achieve your purpose," 
Tihon began, coming straight to the point; "l~gally you are 
well-nigh invulnerable--that is what people w1~l say first of 
all-with sarcasm. Some will be puzzled. Who will understand 
the true reasons for the confession? Indeed, people will pur
posely refuse to understand it, for such unconventional acts 
are feared; they rouse alarm, people hate one and take revenge 
on one for them for the world loves its abomination and does 
not wish to see i~ threatened; for that reason people will turn 
it to ridicule, for ridicule is the world's strongest wea n." 

"Speak more precisely, say everyt • g," Stavrogin urged 
him. 

"At first, of course, people will express horror, but it will 
be more sham than real, just to save appearances. I do not 
speak of the pure souls: they will. be horrified ~rivately and 
will blame themselves, but they will not be noticed, becausf.' 
they will keep silent. The rest, the worldlings, fear only what 
directly threatens their personal inter~sts. After t~e first puz• 
zlement and feigned horror, they will soon begin _to laugh. 
There will be curiosity about this madman, for you will~ con
sidered a mad.man that is, not quite a madman, one suflic1encly 
responsible for hi; actions to allow them to smile at hi_m· Wit:. 
you be able to bear it? Will not your heart be filled_ with such 
hatred that you will inevitably end by blaspbemmg and so 
perish ... That is what I fear!" 

"But you . . . you yourself . . . 1 am surprised ~o see 
what a low opinion you have of people, how much they disgust 
you," Stavrogin dropped, in a somewhat embittered tone. 

"And will you believe me, I judged more by myself than by 
what I know of others," exclaimed Tihon. 

"Really? Is it possible chat there is that in your soul which 
rejoices in my misfortune?" 

"Who knows? Perhaps there is. Oh, yes, perhaps there is." 
"Enough. Tell me then, exactly what is there in my roanu• 

script that is ridiculous? 1 know it myself, but I want you• 
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.finger to point it out. And_ say it as cynically as possible, be, 
ca~e you are a great cynic ... you holy men are terrible 
cynics; )'.'OU do not suspect to what extent you despise people! 
Speak with all the frankness of which you are capable. And 
let .. me te~ you again _that }'.Ou are an awfully queer fellow." 

Ev~n m _t~e very mtent1on of this great penitence there is 
something ridiculous, something false, as it were ... not to 
~pe_ak of the form, which is loose, vague, unsustained because 
tt •~ weakened by fear, as it were. Oh don't doubt but that 
r.ou ll co~q:ier," ~e suddenly exclaimed almost rapturously. 

E':e~ this form, he pointed to the pamphlet. again, "will 
av~, if only you will smcerely accept the blows and the spit
tle, i! you will endure it! It was always thus, that the most de
gradmg ~~oss became a great _glory and a great power, if only 
~e h~ty of the act was sincere. But is it? Is it? Will it be 
smcere. Oh, what you should have is not a challenging atti
tude, but ~easureless humility and self-abasement! What you 
should d? 1s not despise your judges, hut sincerely believe in 
them, as in a great Church, then you would conquer them and 
draw men to )'.'Ou and unite them in love . . . Oh, if only you 
wuld endure 1tl" 
. "Tell me, what, in your opinion, is the most ridiculous thing 
m these sheets?" 

•~w:iiy ~~s coi:icern about the ridiculous, why such morbid 
cu~os1ty? e_xclauned Tihon sorrowfully, shaking his head. 

.. ever rr.und. J~t tell me what's laughable." 
. ~ ugliness of 1t will kill it," whispered Tihon lowering 

his eyes. ' 
"The ugliness? What ugliness?" 

.-- "Of the crime. It is a truly unbeautiful crime. Crimes, no 
matter what they are, are the more imposing, the more pictur
esque, so to speak, the more blood, the more horror there is· 
but there are truly shameful, disgraceful crimes which are no; 
redeemed by horror ... " 

Tihon did not finish his sentence. 
. "That is, you find I cut a very ridiculous n<>ure when I 

kissed the nasty little girl's hand ... and chen tr~mbled with 
fear • • • and • . . and all the rest . . . I understand. I 
underst~d you very well. And you fear that I shall not be able 
to bear 1t?" 
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Tihon was silent. Stavrogin's face blanched and something 

like a spasm passed over it. 
" ow I chink I know why you asked whether the young 

lady from Switzerland was here," he said quietly, as if to him
self. 

"You aren't prepared, you are not steeled," added Tihon. 
"Listen to me, Father Tihon: I want to for ive myself. 

That's my chief ob·ect, that's nry w ole aim!" tavrogin said 
sudde y, wit gloomy rapture in his eyes. "This is my entire 
confes ion, the whole truth; all the rest is a lie. I know that 
only then will the apparition vanish. That is why I seek meas
ureless suffering, I seek it myself. So, do not frighten me, or I 
shall perish in my viciousness," he added, as if the words had 
again i sued from his mouth against his will. 

The e words so surprised Tihon that in his amazement he 
rose to his feet. 

"If you believe that you can forgive your elf, and if you 
seek to attain to that forgiveness in this world by your suffer
ing, then you have complete faith!" exclaimed Tihon raptur
ously. "How then could you have said that you didn't believt• 
in God?" 

Stavrogin did not answer. 
"God will forgive your unfaith, for in truth even in ignor

ance of the Holy Ghost, you honour it." 
"There is no forgiveness for me," Stavrogin said gloomily; 

"in your book it is written that there is and can be no greater 
crime than to offend 'one of these little ones.' In this book 
here!" 

He pointed to the Gospels . 
"As to chat, l will give you joyous tidings," said Tihon with 

emotion; "Christ too will forgive you if you reach the point 
where you can org1ve yourself ... Oh, no, no, do not be
lieve I arnuttering blasphemy: even if you do not achieve re
conciliation with yourself and self-forgiveness, even then He 
will forgive you for your intention and your great suffering 
. . . for there are no words in the human language, no 
thoughts in the mind to express all the ways and purposes of 
the Lamb, 'until His ways are revealed unto us?' Who can 
fathom Him who is infinite, who can grasp the incompreheu 
sible?" 
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. THE POSSESSED 

Again the corners of his h • h d 
ceptible spasm passed 

O 
f:l0 t twi cc e and a scarcely per-

for awhile, then broke ~eor s adce. J:Ieklkepc a grip on himself 
S wn an qwc y lowered h" 

tavrogin took his hat f h f is eyes. 
"I i1 rom t e so a 

w l come again some time " h • .d . h 
treme fatigue, "we will ' e. sai Wit an air of ex-
pleasure of the talk a .d. .h I ahppreciace very much both the 

l 
n t e onour and . 

ments. Be ieve me I uncle c d h • • • your sent1-
Please pray for m~ to Hi rs ahn w Y some people love you so. 

"Y . m w om you so love . " 
ou are gomg already," Th . kl •• 

if he did not ex ect • i on quic y rose to his feet, as 
d l " p s~ch a speedy cl€ parture. "A d I " he seeme ost, I was thinki f . n ' 

now I don't know I ng fo _md aking a request ... but 
• • • am a ra1 ·• 

"Oh, please do " Sta • • • . • • 
hand. Tihon look:d at t~ofm 1mme?1acely sac down, hat i.ri 
excited and half crazy hs at,dadt tlhis pose, the pose of a man 

, w o su en y put O hi • 
ners, and was allowing him :fi . n s society man-
ness at hand-and grew e ve mmutefs to complete the busi-

"M ven more con used 
Y request is merely this that • . 

Vsyevolodovitch (that is th ' yl~ ·1: • you realise, Nikolay 
lish these sheets you w·11 e. name, e ieve)' that if you pub-

' 1 rwn your pros your career, for example d . pects : • • as regards 
"C ," S . • • • an m ocher respects." areer. ta vrogm fro d • h d. I "Wh . . wne wit isp easure. 

y rum it? Why be so inflexibl ," Tih 
most pleadingly, and obvious! aw e. . on concluded al
ness. Stavrogin looked s·ck dy are of his own awkward-

.,
1 

h 1 ene . 
ave already said a d I ll 

tile ... and in gene' t repeat; a _you'. words will be fu-
trable ... " ra our conversation is becoming intol-

!;fe turne~ ~igni:ficancly in his armchair. 
You don t understand 1· 

ricaced. You know my o -~e •. ist~n to me _and do not get ir-
really is the result of hu!ion. w aide byou mtend to do, if it 
Ch • • h Y, wou ea deed of the hi h 

nstian eroism, provided h Id . g est 
the Lord w·11 k you o out. Even if you don't 

1 ta e account of y • • l ' 
thing will be take . t our ongma sacrifice. Every-

n m o account· not d 
?f the spirit, not a half-thou h~ w·llabwr 'not a movement 
instead an e·;en higher deed g h. I e ost. But I offer you 

~tavrogin was silent. ' somet mg great beyond question." 

You are _Qssessed _by a desire for mart d d I ---.c:~.::.;r om an se f-sac-
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rifice; overcome this desire, too, put aside these sheets and your 

t en you will overcome everythin . You wil 
-.!-.--- __ ,.~o_ur_pridt and your demon. You will end as a 
victor, an ac ·eve freedom .. :' 

His eyes kindled; he clasped his hands beseechingly. 
"How morbidly you react to all this, and how highly you 

prize it all ... Believe me, however, that I appreciate it all," 
Stavrogin said politely, but not without disgust, as it were. "I 
observe that you are eager to lay a trap for me--unquestion
ably with the noblest purpose, out of a desire for good and 
out of love for mankind. What you want is to have me settle 
down to have me marry, ~aps, andencl my life as a mem-

r of the loca c u6, v1sifing the monastery on holidays. Isn't 
that so? However, as a reader of hearts and a cynic, perhap~ 
you have a foreboding that, no doubt, that's how it will all 
end, and it's all a question of having you plead with me insist
ently for the sake of appearances, because all that I'm after is 
to be coaxed, isn't that so? I wager that you are also thinking 
of my mother and her peace of mind . . . " 

He smiled wry!;'. 
"No, not that penance, I'm preparing another one," con

tinued Tihon with fire, without paying the slightest attention 
to Stavrogin's remark and his laughter. "I know an old man, 
not far from here, a monk and a hermit, and of such Christian 
wisdom that you and I could hardly understand i~. He will 
heed my entreaties. I will tell him everything about you. Will 
you permit me? Go to him, and become a novice under him 
for some five or seven years, for as long as you find it neces
sary. Take a vow, and with this great sacrifice you will pur
chase all that you desire,, and even more than you expect, for 
you cannot understand now what you will receive." 

Stavrogin listened earnestly. His pale cheeks flushed. 
"You bid me become a monk and enter a monastery?" he 

asked. 
"You do not have to enter a monastery. You do not have to 

take orders. Simply be a novice, secretly. You can do this, liv
ing in the world." 

"Quit it, Father Ti11on," Stavrogin interrupted disgustedly. 
and rose from his chair. Tihon rose also. 
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