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CHAPTER I
THE FETE—FIRST PART

I

preceding “Shpigulin” day. I believe that even if Lembke
had died the previous night, the féte would still have
taken place next morning—so peculiar was the significance |
Yulia Mihailovna attached to it. Alas! up to the last moment
she was blind and had no inkling of the state of public feeling.
No one believed at last that the festive day would pass without
some tremendous scandal, some “catastrophe” as some people
expressed it, rubbing their hands in anticipation. Many people,
it is true, tried to assume a frowning and diplomatic counten-
ance; but, speaking generally, every Russian is inordinately de-
lighted at any public scandal and disorder. It is true that we
did feel something much more serious than the mere craving
for a scandal: there was a general feeling of irritation, a feeling
of implacable resentment; every one seemed thoroughly dis-
gusted with everything. A kind of bewildered cynicism, a
forced, as it were, strained cynicism was predominant in every
one. The only people who were free from bewilderment were
the ladies, and they were clear on only one point: their remorse-
less detestation of Yulia Mihailovna. Ladies of all shades of
opinion were agreed in this. And she, poor dear, had no sus-
picion; up to the last hour she was persuaded that she was “sur-
rounded by followers,” and that they were still ““fanatically
devoted to her.”
T have already hinted that some low fellows of different sorts
had made their appearance amongst us. In turbulent times of
upheaval or transition low characters always come to the front
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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. No, I am speak-
ing only of the riff-raff. In every period of transition this riff-
raff, which exists in every society, rises to the surface, and is
not only without any aim but bas not even a symptom of an
idea, and merely does its utmost to give expression to uneasi-
ness and impatience. Moreover, this riff-raff almost always falls
unconsciously under the control of the little group of “‘ad-
vanced people” who do act with a definite aim, an this lictle
group can direct all this rabble as it pleases, if only it does not
itself consist of absolute idiots, which, however, is sometimes
the case. It is said among us now that it is all over, that Pyotr
Stepanovitch was directed by the Internationale, and Yulia Mi-
hailovna by Pyotr Stepanovitch, while she controlled, under his
rule, a rabble of ail sorts. The more sober minds amongst us
wonder at themselves now, and can’t understand how they
came to be so foolish at the time. !

What constituted the turbulence of our time and what tran-
sition it was we were passing through I don’t know, nor I
think does anyone, unless it were some of those visitors of ours.
Yet the most worthless fellows suddenly gained predominant
influence, began loudly criticising everything sacred, though
till then they had not dared to open their mouths, while the
leading people, who had till then so satisfactorily kept the up-
per hand, began listening to them and holding their peace,
some even simpered approval in a most shameless way. People
like Lyamshin and Telyatnikov, like Gogol’s Tentyotnikov,
drivelling home-bred editions of Radishtchev, wretched little
Jews with a mournful but haughty smile, guffawing foreign-
ers, poets of advanced tendencies from the capital, poets who
made up with peasant coats and tarred boots for the lack of
tendencies or talents, majors and colonels who ridiculed the
senselessness of the service, and who would have been ready for
an extra rouble to unbuckle their swords, and take jobs as
railway clerks; generals who had abandoned their duties to be-
come lawyers; advanced mediators, advancing merchants, in-
numerable divinity students, women who were the embodiment
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of the woman question—all these suddenly gained complete
sway among us and over whom? Over the club, the venerable
officials, over generals with wooden legs, over the very strict
and inaccessible ladies of our local society. Since even Varvara
Petrovna was almost at the beck and call of this rabble, right
up to the time of the catastrophe with her son, our other local
Minervas may well be pardoned for their temporary aberration.
Now all this is attributed, as I have mentioned already, to the
Internationale. This idea has taken such root that it it given
as the explanation to visitors from other parts. Only lately
councillor Kubrikov, a man of sixty-two, with the Stanislav
Order on his breast, came forward uninvited and confessed in
a voice full of feeling that he had beyond a shadow of doubt
been for fully three months under the influence of the Infer-
nationale. When with every deference for his years and services
he was invited to be more definite, he stuck firmly to his orig-
inal statement, though he could produce no evidence except
that “he had felt it in all his feelings,” so that they cross-ex-
amined him no further.

1 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
nature? Daughters will grow up even in the most careful
families, and it is essential for grown-up daughters to dance.

And so all these people, too, ended by subscribing to the gov-
ernesses’ fund.

The ball was assumed to be an entertainment so brilliant, so
unprecedented; marvels were told about it; there were rumours
of princes from a distance with lorgnettes; of ten stewards, all
young dandies, with rosettes on their left shoulder; of some
Petersburg people who were setting the thing going; there was
a rumour that Karmazinov had consented to increase the sub- |
scriptions 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
some special line of thought; and finally that “honest Russian
thought” would dance in costume—which would certainly be
a complete novelty in itself. Who could resist subscribing?
Every one subscribed.
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II

The programme of the féte was divid?d into two parts: tl(ie
literary matinée from midday till four o clock,. and afteljwarh Is
a ball from ten o’clock onwards through the nlght. Butint hls
very programme there lay conce.alec.l germs of dlsor}:ledr. Int s
first place, from the very beginning a rumour ha g{;.mn?
ground among the public concerning a l}mcheon immed 1;zlte y
after the literary matinée, or even Whllfe it was going on, ur;
ing an interval arranged expressly for it—a free lunchegr:, 0
course, which would form part (?f the programme and .:kac—
companied by champagne. The immense prlceuof t}}:e tl}: ets
(three roubles) tended to confirm this rumour. “As though one
would subscribe for nothing! The féte is arranged for twen‘ty’-,
four hours, so food must be provided. People will get hu.ngx}):.
This was how people reasoned in the town. I must admit that
Yulia Mihailovna did much to conﬁrn} this dlsas’grous rumouﬁ'
by her own heedlessness. A month earlier, und.er the first Spi
of the great project, she would babble about it tobanyone xhe
met, and even sent a paragraph to one of the Peti:rs urg pa}f)exs
about the toasts and speeches arranged for her féte. What fas-
cinated her most at that time was the idea of these toasts; §11e
wanted to propose them herself and was continually compos}in‘g
them in anticipation. They were to rnak.e clear what was‘td et
banner (what was it? I don’t mind betting th:J:t thehpocI))l ear
composed nothing after all), they were to get into tle he_te}fs—
burg and Moscow papers, to tquch and fascinate the hig e;
powers and then to spread the idea over all‘ the provinces o
Russia, rousing people to wonder and imitation.

But for toasts, champagne was esser}txal, and as champagnﬁ
can’t be drunk on an empty stomach, it followed that a h%nc
was essential too. Afterwards, when by her fiﬁ:orts a com'm:tﬁee
had beer. formed and had attacked the sgbject more seriously,
it was proved clearly to her at once that _1f they were g}(:lng to
dream of banquets there would be very little left for the gov-
ernesses, however well people subscrlbec’l. There were two Wayj
out of the difficulty: either Belshazzar’s feast with toasts.;n

speeches, and ninety roubles for the governesses, or a consider-
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able sum of money with the féte only as a matter of form to
raise it. The committee, however, only wanted to scare her, and
had of course worked out a third course of action, which was
reasonable and combined the advantages of both, that is, a very
decent féte in every tespect only without champagne, and so
yielding a very respectable sum, much more than ninety rou-
bles. But Yulia Mihailovna would not agree to it: her proud
spirit revolted from paltry compromise. She decided at once
that if the original idea could not be carried out they should
rush to the opposite extreme, that is, raise an enormous sub-
scription that would be the envy of other provinces. “The pub-
lic must understand,” she said at the end of her flaming speech
to the committee, “that the attainment of an object of univer-
sal human interest is infinitely loftier than the corporeal enjoy-
maents of the passing moment, that the féte in its essence is
only the proclamation of a great idea, and so we ought to be
content with the most frugal German ball simply as a symbol,
that is, if we can’t dispense with this detestable ball altogeth~
er,” so great was the aversion she suddenly conceived for it.
But she was pacified at last. It was then that, “the literary
quadrille” and the other wsthetic items were invented and pro-
posed as substitutes for the corporeal enjoyments. It was then
that Karmazinov finally consented to read Merci (until then he
had only tantalised them by his hesitation) and so eradicate the
very idea of victuals from the minds of our incontinent pub-
lic. So the ball was once more to be a magnificent function,
though in a different style. And not to be too ethereal it was
decided that tea with lemon and round biscuits should be
served at the beginning of the ball, and later on “orchade” and
lemonade and at the end even ices—but nothing else. For those
who always and everywhere are hungry and, still more, thirsty,
they might open a buffet in the farthest of the suite of rooms
and put it in charge of Prohorovitch, the head cook of the club,
who would, subject to the strict supervision of the committee,
serve whatever was wanted, at a fixed charge, and a notice
should be put up on the door of the hall that refreshments were
extra. But on the morning they decided not to open the buffet
at all for fear of disturbing the reading, though the buffet
would have been five rooms off the White Hall in which Kar-

mazinov had consented to read Merci.
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It is remarkable that the committee, and even the most prac-
tical people in it, attached enormous consequence to this read-
ing. As for people of poetical tendencies, the marshal’s wife,
for instance, informed Karmazinov that after the reading she
would immediately order a marble slab to be put up in the wall
of the White Hall with an inscription in gold letters, that on
such a day and year, here, in this place, the great writer of Rus-
sia and of Europe had read Merci on laying aside his pen, and
s0 had for the first time taken leave of the Russian public rep-
resented by the leading citizens of our town, and that this in-
scription would be read by all at the ball, that is, only five hours
after Merci had been read. I know for a fact that Karmazinov
it was who insisted that there should be no buffet in the morn-
ing on any account, while he was reading, in spite of some pro-
tests from members of the committee that this was rather
opposed to our way of doing things.

This was the position of affairs, while in the town people
were still reckoning on a Belshazzar feast, that is, on refresh-
ments provided by the committee; they believed in this to the
last hour. Even the young ladies were dreaming of masses of
sweets and preserves, and something more beyond their imagin-
ation. Every one knew that the subscriptions had reached a
huge sum, that all the town was struggling to go, that people
were driving in from the surrounding districts, and that there
were not tickets enough. It was known, too, that there had
been some large subscriptions apart from the price paid for tick-
ets: Varvara Petrovna, for instance, had paid three hundred
roubles for her ticket and had given almost all the flowers from
her conservatory to decorate the room. The marshal’s wife, who
was a member of the committee, provided the house and the
lighting; the club furnished the music, the attendants, and
gave up Prohorovitch for the whole day. There were other con-
tributions as well, though lesser ones, so much so indeed that
the idea was mooted of cutting down the price of tickets from
three roubles to two. Indeed, the committee were afraid at first
that three roubles would be too much for young ladies to pay,
and suggested that they might have family tickets, so that
every family should pay for one daughter only, while the other
young ladies of the family, even if there were a dozen speci-
mens, should be admitted free. But all their apprehensions
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turned out to be groundless: it was just the young ladies whe
did come. Even the poorest clerks brought their girls, and it
was quite evident that if they had no girls it would never have
occurred to them to subscribe for tickets. One insignificant
little secretary brought all his seven daughters, to say nothing
of his wife and a niece into the bargain, and every one of these
persons held in her hand an entrance ticket that cost three
roubles.

It may be imagined what an upheaval it made in the town!
One has only to remember that as the féte was divided into two
parts every lady needed two costumes for the occasion—a
morning one for the matinée and a ball dress for the evening.
Many middle-class people, as it appeared afterwards, had pawn-
ed everything they had for that day, even the family linen, even
the sheets, and possibly the mattresses, to the Jews, who had
been settling in our town in great numbers during the previous
two years and who became more and more numerous as time
went on. Almost all the officials had asked for their salary in
advance, and some of the landowners sold beasts they could il
spare, and all simply to bring their ladies got up as marchion-
esses, and to be as good as anybody. The magnificence of dresses
on this occasion was something unheard of in our neighbour-
hood. For a fortnight beforehand the town was overflowing
with funny stories which were all brought by our wits to Yulia
Mihailovna’s court. Caricatures were passed from hand to
hand. I have seen some drawings of the sort myself, in Yulia
Mihailovna’s album. All this reached the ears of the families
who were the source of the jokes; I believe this was the cause
of the general hatred of Yulia Mihailovna which had grown so
strong in the town. People swear and gnash their teeth when
they think of it now. But it was evident, even at the time, that
if the committee were to displease them in anything, or if any-
thing went wrong at the ball, the outbuiss of indignation
would be something surprising. That’s why every one was sec-
retly expecting a scandal; and if it was so confidently expected,
how could it fail to come to pass?

The orchestra struck up punctually at midday. Being one of
the stewards, that is, one of the twelve “young men with a rod
sette,” I saw with my own eyes how this day of ignominiou
memory began. It began with an enormous crush at the doors
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How was it that everything, including the police, went wrong
that day? I don’t blame the genuine public: the fathers of
families did not crowd, nor did they push against anyone, in
spite of their position. On the contrary, I am told that they
were disconcerted even in the street, at the sight of the crowd
shoving in a way unheard of in our town, besieging the entry
and taking it by assault, instead of simply going in. Meanwhile
the carriages kept driving up, and at last blocked the street.
Now, at the time I write, I have good grounds for affirming
that some of the lowest rabble of our town were brought in
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 the surrounding districts
and elsewhere, were present. As soon as these savages entered the
hall they began asking where the buffet was, as though they
had been put up to it beforehand, and learning that there was
no buffet they began swearing with brutal directness, and an
unprecedented insolence; some of them, it is true, were drunk
when they came. Some of them were dazed like savages at the
splendour of the hall, as they had never seen anything like it,
and subsided for a minute gazing at it open-mouthed. This
great White Hall really was magnificent, though the building
was falling into decay: it was of immense size, with two rows
of windows, with an old-fashioned ceiling covered with gilt
carving, with a gallery with mirrors on the walls, red and
white draperies, marble statues (nondescript but still statues)
with heavy old furniture of the Napoleonic period, white and
gold, upholstered in red velvet. At the moment I am describ-
ing, a high platform had been put up for the literary gentle-
men who were to read, and the whole hall was filled with chairs
like the parterre of a theatre with wide aisles for the audience.
But after the first moments of surprise the most senseless
questions and protests followed. “Perhaps we don’t care for a
reading. . . . We’ve paid our money. . . . The audience has
been impudently swindled. . . . This is our entertainment,
not the Lembkes’!” They seemed, in fact, to have been let in
for this purpose. I remember specially an encounter in which
the princeling with the stand-up collar and the face of a Dutch
doll, whom I had met the morning before at Yulia Mihailov-
ua’s, distinguished himself. He had, at her urgent request, con-
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sented to pin a rosette on his left shoulder and to become cne |
of our stewards. It turned out that this dumb wax figure could
act after a fashion of his own, if he could not talk. When a
colossa.l pock-marked captain, supported by a herd of rabble
following at his heels, pestered him by asking “which way to
the buffet?”” he made a sign to a police sergeant. His hint was
promptly acted upon, and in spite of the drunken captain’s
abquz he was dragged out of the hall. Meantime the genuine
public began to make its appearance, and stretched in three |
long. files between the chairs. The disorderly elements began to |
subside, but the public, even the most “respectable” ;mong ‘)
them, had a dissatisfied and perplexed air; some of the ladies{
looked positively scared.

At last :itll were seated; the music ceased. People began
blowing their noses and looking about them. They waited with
too solemn an air—which is always a bad sign. But nothing
was to be seen yet of the Lembkes. Silks, velvets, diamonds
glowe:d and sparkled on every side; whiffs of fragrance filled
the air. The men were wearing all their decorations, and the
old men were even in uniform. At last the marshal’s wife
came in with Liza. Liza had never been so dazzlingly charmin
or so splendidly dressed as that morning. Her hair was done u§
n curls, her eyes sparkled, a smile beamed on her face. She
made an unmistakable sensation: people scrutinised her and
whispered about her. They said that she was looking for Stav-
rogin, bu‘t neither Stavrogin nor Varvara Petrovna were there
At the time I did not understand the expression of her face:
why was .the1=e so much happiness, such joy, such encrgy and
strength in that face? I remembered what had happened the
day before and could not make it out. :

But still the Lembkes did not come. This was distinctly a
bl}lnder. I learned that Yulia Mihailovna waited il the last
minute for Pyotr Stepanovitch, without whom she could not |
stir a step, though she never admitted it to herself. I must
mention, in parenthesis, that on the previous day Pyotr Stepa-
novitch had at the last meeting of the committee declined to
wear the rosette of a steward, which had disappointed her
dreadfully, even to the point of tears. To her surprise and
1ate{' on, her extreme discomfiture (to anticipate things) he
vanished for the whole morning and did not make his acppear'

———————




478 THE POSSESSED

ance at the literary matinée at all, so that no one met him till
evening. At last the audience began to manifest unmistakable
signs of impatience. No one appeared on the platform either.
The back rows began applauding, as in a theatre. The elderly
gentlemen and the ladies frowned. ““The Lembkes are really
giving themselves unbearable airs.” Even among the better
part of the audience an absurd whisper began to gain ground
that perhaps there would not be a féte at all, that Lembke per-
haps was really unwell, and so on and so on. But, thank God,
the Lembkes at last appeared, she was leaning on his arm; I
must confess I was in great apprehension myself about their
appearance. But the legends were disproved, and the truth was
triumphant. The audience seemed relieved. Lembke himself
seemed perfectly well. Every one, I remember, was of that
opinion, for it can be imagined how many eyes were turned
on him. T may mention, as characteristic of our society, that
there were very few of the better-class people who saw reason
to suppose that there was anything wrong with him; his con-
duct seemed to them perfectly normal, and so much so that
the action he had taken in the square the morning before was
accepted and approved.

“That’s how it should have been from the first,” the higher
officials declared. “If a man begins as a philanthropist he has
to come to the same thing in the end, though he does not see
that it was necessary from the point of view of philanthropy
itself”—that, at least, was the opinion at the club. They only
blamed him for having lost his temper. “It ought to have been
done more coolly, but there, he is a2 new man,” said the author-
ities.

All eyes turned with equal eagerness to Yulia Mihailovna.
Of course no one has the right to expect from me an exact
account in regard to one point: that is a mysterious, a femi-
nine question. But I only know one thing: on the evening of
the previous day she had gone into Andrey Antonovitch’s study
and was there with him till long after midnight. Andrey An-
tonovitch was comforted and forgiven. The husband and wife
came to a complete understanding, everything was forgotten,
and when at the end of the interview Lembke went down on
his knees, recalling with horror the final incident of the pre-
vious night, the exquisite hand, and after it the lips of his wife,
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checked the fervent flow of penitent phrases of the chivalrously
delicate gentleman who was limp with emotion, Every one
could see the happiness in her face. She walked in with an open-
hearted air, wearing a magnificent dress. She seemed to be at
the very pinnacle of her heart’s desires, the féte—the goal and
crown of her diplomacy—was an accomplished fact. As they
walked to their seats in front of the platform, the Lembkes
bowed in all directions and responded to greetings. They were
at once surrounded. The marshal’s wife got up to meet them.

But at that point a horrid misunderstanding occurred; the
orchestra, apropos of nothing, struck up a flourish, not a tri-
umphal march of any kind, but a simple flourish such as was
played at the club when some one’s health was drunk at an
official dinner. I know now that Lyamshin, in his capacity of
steward, had arranged this, as though in honour of the
Lembkes’ entrance. Of course he could always excuse it as a
blunder or excessive zeal. . . . Alas! I did not know at the
time that they no longer cared even to find excuses, and that
all such considerations were from that day a thing of the past.
But the flourish was not the end of it: in the midst of the vex-
atious astonishment and the smiles of the audience there was a
sudden “hurrah” from the end of the hall and from the gal-
lery also, apparently in Lembke’s honour. The hurrahs were
few, but I must confess they lasted for some time. Yulia Mi-.
hailovna flushed, her eyes flashed. Lembke stood still at his
chair, and turning towards the voices sternly and majestically
scanned the audience. . . . They hastened to make him sit
down. I noticed with dismay the same dangerous smile on his
face as he had worn the morning before, in his wife’s drawing-
room, when he stared at Stepan Trofimovitch before going up»
to him. It seemed to me that now, too, there was an ominous,
and, worst of all, a rather comic expression on his countenance,
the expression of a man resigned to sacrifice himself to satisfy
his wife’s lofty aims. . . . Yulia Mihailovna beckoned to me
hurriedly, and whispered to me to run to Karmazinov and en-
treat him to begin. And no sooner had I turned away than an-
other disgraceful incident, much more unpleasant than the
first, took place.

On the platform, the empty platform, on which till that
moment all eyes and all expectations were fastened, and where

-
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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 colossal figure of
Captain Lebyadkin wearing a dress-coat and a white tie. I was
s0 astounded I could not believe my eyes. The captain seemed
confused and remained standing at the back of the platform.
Suddenly there was a shout in the audience, “Lebyadkin!
You?” The captain’s stupid red face (he was hopelessly drunk)
expanded in a broad vacant grin at this greeting. He raised his
hand, rubbed his forehead with it, shook his shaggy head and,
as though making up his mind to go through with it, took two
steps forward and suddenly went off into a series of prolonged,
blissful, gurgling, but not loud guffaws, which made him
screw up his eyes and set all his bulky person heaving. This
spectacle set almost half the audience laughing, twenty people
applauded. The serious part of the audience looked at one an-
other gloomily; it all lasted only half a minute, however. Li-
putin, wearing his steward’s rosette, ran on to the platform
with two servants; they carefully took the captain by both
arms, while Liputin whispered something to him. The captain
scowled, muttered “Ah, well, if that’s it!” waved his hand,
turned his huge back to the public and vanished with his es-
cort. But a minute later Liputin skipped on to the platform

.again. He was wearing the sweetest of his invariable smiles,

which usually suggested vinegat' and sugar, and carried in his
hands a sheet of note-paper. With tiny but rapid steps he came
forward to the edge of the platform.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, addressing the public,
“through our inadvertency there has arisen a comical mis-
understanding which has been removed; but I’ve hopefully
undertaken to do something at the earnest and most respectful
request of one of our local poets. Deeply touched by the hu-
mane and lofty object . . . in spite of his appearance . . .
the object which has brought us all together . . . to wipe
away the tears of the poor but well-educated girls of our prov-
ince . . . this gentleman, I meéan this local poet . . . al-
though desirous of preserving his incognito, would gladly have
heard his poem read at the beginning of the ball . . . that is,
I mean, of the matinée. Though this poem is not in the pro-
gramme . . . for it has only been received half an hour ago
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+ + «_yet it has seemed to us”— (Us? Whom did he mean by

us? I report his confused and incoherent speech word for

word) —“that through its remarkable naiveté of feeling, to-
gether with its equally remarkable gaiety, the poem might,well
be rea_d, that is, not as something serious, but as something ap-
propriate to the occasion, that is to the idea . . . especially as
some 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.
Thes_e Pe'ople are sometimes nervous in spite of their impudence,
A d1.vm1ty 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 fétes, but is rather, so as to say, a jest, but full of un-
doubted feeling, together with playful humour, and. so to sa
the most realistic truthfulness.” ¥ dne .

“Read it, read it!”

He unfolded the paper. No one of course was in time to stop
him. Besides, he was wearing his steward’s badge. In a ringing
voice he declaimed:

h“}:o the local governesses of the Fatherland from the poet at
the féte:

“Governesses all, good morrow,
Triumph on this festive day.
Retrograde or vowed George-Sander—
Never mind, just frisk away!”

“But that’s Lebyadkin’s! Lebyadkin’s!” cried several voices.

There was laughter and even applause, though not from very
many.

“Teaching French to wet-nosed children,
You are glad enough to think
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You can catch a worn-out sexton—
Even be is worth a wink!!”

“Hurrah! Hurrah!”

“But in these great days of progress,
Ladies, to your sorrow know,
You can’t even catch a sexton,
If you have not got a ‘dot’.”

. , v
“To be sure, to be sure, that’s realism. You can’t hook a
husband without a ‘dot’!”

“But, benceforth, since through our feasting
Capital has flowed from all,

And we send you forth to conquest
Dancing, dowried from this ball—
Retrograde or vowed George-Sander,

Never mind, rejoice you may,

Yow're a governess with a dowry,

Spit on all and frisk away!”

I must confess I could not believe my ears. The insolence of

! it was so unmistakable that there was no possibility of excus-

ing Liputin on the ground of stupidity. B@sides, Liputin was by
no means stupid. The intention was obvious, to me, anyway;
they seemed in a hurry to create disorder. Some lines in these
idiotic verses, for instance the last, were such that no stupidity
could have let them pass. Liputin himself seemed to feel that
he had undertaken too much; when he had achieved his exploit
he was so overcome by his own impudence that he did not even
leave the platform but remained standing, as though there were
something more he wanted to say. He had probably imagined
that it would somehow produce a different effect; but even the
group of ruffians who had applauded during the reading sud-
denly sank 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 verses as a lampoon but
actually thought it realistic and true as regards the governesses
—a poem with a tendency, in fact. But the excessive freedom
of the verses struck even them at last; as for the general public
they were not only scandalised but obviously offended. T am
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sure I am not mistaken as to the impression. Yulia Mihailovna
said afterwards that in another moment she would have fallen
into a swoon. One of the most respectable old gentlemen
helped his old wife on to her feet, and they walked out of the
hall accompanied by the agitated glances of the audience. Who
knows, the example might have infected others if Karmazinov
himself, wearing a dress-coat and a white tie and carrying a
manuscript in his hand, had not appeared on the platform at
that moment. Yulia Mihailovna turned an ecstatic gaze at him
as on her deliverer. . . . But I was by that time behind the
scenes. I was in quest of Liputin.

“You did that on purpose!” I said, seizing him indignantly
by the arm.

“T assure you I never thought . . .”” he began, cringing and
lying at once, pretending to be unhappy. “The verses had only
just been brought and I thought that as an amusing pleas-
antry. i« o

“You did not think anything of the sort. You can’t really
think that stupid rubbish an amusing pleasantry?”

“Yes, I do.”

“You are simply lying, and it wasn’t brought to you just
now. You helped Lebyadkin to compose it yourself, yesterday
very likely, to create a scandal. The last verse must have been
yours, the part about the sexton too. Why did he come on in
a dress-coat? You must have meant him to read it, too, if he
had not been drunk?”

Liputin looked at me coldly and ironically.

“What business is it of yours?” he asked suddenly with
strange calm.

“What business is it of mine? You are wearing the steward’s
badge, too. . . . Where is Pyotr Stepanovitch?”

“I don’t know, somewhere here; why do you ask?”

“Because now I see through it. It’s simply a plot against
Yulia Mihailovna so as to ruin the day by a scandal. . . .”

Liputin looked at me askance again.

“But what is it to you?” he said, grinning. He shrugged his
shoulders and walked away.

It came over me with a rush. All my suspicions were con-
firmed. Till then, I had been hoping I was mistaken! What
was I to do? I was on the point of asking the advice of Stepan



484 THE POSSESSED
Trofimovitch, but he was standing before the looking-glass
trying on different smiles, and continually consulting a piece
of paper on which he had notes. He had to go on immediately
after Karmazinov, and was not in a fit state for conversation.
Should I run to Yulia Mihailovna? But it was too soon to go
to her: she needed a much sterner lesson to cure her of her con-
viction that she had “a following,” and that every one was
“fanatically devoted” to her. She would not have believed me,
and would have thought I was dreaming. Besides, what help
could she be? “Eh,” I thought, “after all, what business is it of
mine? I’ll take off my badge and go home when it begins.”
That was my mental phrase, “when it begins”; I remember it.
But I had to go and listen to Karmazinov. Taking a last look
round behind the scenes, I noticed that a good number of out-
siders, even women among them, were flitting about, going in
and out. “Behind the scenes™ was rather a narrow space com-
pletely screened from the audience by a curtain and communi-
cating with other rooms by means of a passage. Here our
readers were awaiting their turns. But I was struck at that
moment by the reader who was to follow Stepan Trofimovitch.
He, too, was some sort of professor (I don’t know to this day
exactly what he was) who had voluntarily left some educa-
tional institution after a disturbance among the students, and
had arrived in the town only a few days before. He, too, had
been recommended to Yulia Mihailovna, and she had received
him with reverence. I know now that he had only spent one
zvening in her company before the reading; he had not spoken
all that evening, had listened with an equivocal smile to the
jests and the general tone of the company surrounding Yulia
Mihailovna, and had made an unpleasant impression on every
pne by his air of haughtiness, and at the same time almost tim-
orous readiness to take offence. It was Yulia Mihailovna her-
self who had enlisted his services. Now he was walking from
corner to corner, and, like Stepan Trofimovitch, was muttering
to himself, though he looked on the ground instead of in the
looking-glass. He was not trying on smiles, though he often
smiled rapaciously. It was obvious that it was useless to speak
to him either. He looked about forty, was short and bald, had a
greyish beard, and was decently dressed. But what was most
interesting about him was that at every turn he took he threw

THE FETE—FIRST PART 484
up his right fist, brandished it above his head and suddenly
brought it down again as though crushing an antagonist t(
atoms. He went through this by-play every moment. It made
me uncomfortable. I hastened away to listen to Karmazinoy.

111

There was a feeling in the hall that something was wrong
again. Let me state to begin with that I have the deepest rev-
erence for genius, but why do our geniuses in the decline of
their illustrious years behave sometimes exactly like little boys? |
What though he was Karmazinov, and came forward with as |
much dignity as five Kammerberrs rolled into one? How could
he expect to keep an audience like ours listening for a whole
hgur to a single paper? I have observed, in fact, that however
big a genius 2 man may be, he can’t monopolise the attention
of an aud.ience at a frivolous literary matinée for more than
twenty minutes with impunity. The entrance of the great
writer was received, indeed, with the utmost respect: even the
severest elderly men showed signs of approval and interest, and
thfz ladies even displayed some enthusiasm. The applause’ was
brief, however, and somehow uncertain and not unanimous.
Yet the_re was no unseemly behaviour in the back rows, till
Karmazinov began to speak, not that anything very bad fol-
lgwed then, but only a sort of misunderstandine. 1 have men-
tioned already that he had rather a shrill voice, afmost feminine
in fact, and at the same time a genuinely aristocratic lisp. He
had hardly articulated a few words when some one had the
effrontery to laugh aloud—probably some ignorant simpleton
who knew nothing of the world, and was congenitally disposed
to laughter. But there was nothing like a hostile demonstra-
tion; on the contrary people said “sh-h!” and the offender wa
c.rushed. But Mr. Karmazinov, with an affected air and intona:
tion, announced that “at first he had declined absolutely to
read.” (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 that these holy things cannot be laid
before the public”—(Why lay them then?)—“but as he had
been begged to do so, he was doing so, and as he was, more.
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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
on, and so on, all in that style.

But all that would not have mattered; every one knows
what authors’ prefaces 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. No, this was quite another story! It was a regular
oration! Good heavens, what wasn’t there in it! T am positive
that it would have reduced to rigidity even a Petersburg audi-
ence, let alone ours. Imagine an article that would have filled
some thirty pages of print of the most affected, aimless prattle;
and to make matters worse, the gentleman read it with a sort
of melancholy condescension as though it were a favour, so
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 leading intellects of the province did their
utmost during the first half of the reading, they could make
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

Mabout his first kiss seemed to my mind a little incongruous

with his short and fat little figure . . . Another thing that
was offensive; these kisses did not occur as they do with the rest
of 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. Suddenly they see Pompey or Cassius
on the eve of a battle, and both are penetrated by a chill of
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ecstasy. Some wood-nymph squeaked in the bushes. Gluck
played the violin among the reeds. The title of the piece he was
playing was given in full, but no one knew it, so that one
would have had to look it up in a musical dictionary. Mean-
while a fog came on, such a fog, such a fog, that it was more
like a million pillows than a fog. And suddenly everything dis-
appears and the great genius is crossing the frozen Volga in a
thaw. Two and a half pages are filled with the crossing, and
yet he falls through the ice. The genius is drowning—you ima-
gine he was drowned? Not a bit of it; this was simply in order
that when he was drowning and at his last gasp, he might
catch sight of a bit of ice, the size of a pea, but pure and crys-
tal ““as a frozen tear,” and in that tear was reflected Germany,
or more accurately the sky of Germany, and its iridescent
sparkle recalled to his mind the very tear which “dost thou re-
member, fell from thine eyes when we were sitting under that
emerald tree, and thou didst cry out joyfully: “There is no
crime!” ‘No,” I said through my tears, ‘but if that is so, there
are no righteous either.” We sobbed and parted for ever.” She
went off somewhere to the sea coast, while he went to visit
some caves, and then he descends and descends and descends
for three years under Suharev Tower in Moscow, and suddenly
in the very bowels of the earth, he finds in a cave a lamp, and
before the lamp a hermit. The hermit is praying. The genius
leans against a little barred window, and suddenly hears a sigh.
Do you suppose it was the hermit sighing? Much he cares about
the hermit! Not a bit of it, this sigh simply reminds him of
her first sigh, thirty-seven years before, “in Germany, when,
dost thou remember, we sat under an agate tree and thou didst
say to me, “Why love? See ochra is growing all around and I
love thee; but the ochra will cease to grow, and I shall cease
to love.”” Then the fog comes on again, Hoffman appears on
the scene, the wood-nymph whistles a tune from Chopin, and
suddenly out of the fog appears Ancus Marcius over the roofs
of Rome, wearing a laurel wreath. “A chill of ecstasy ran
down our backs and we parted for ever”—and so on and 50 on.

Perhaps I am not reporting it quite right and don’t know
how to report it, but the drift of the babble was something of
that sort. And after all, how disgraceful this passion of our
great intellects for jesting in a superior way really is! The

[~—
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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,
are to the great Russian genius no more than so many coolss
in his kitchen. He is the master and they come to him, cap in
hand, awaiting orders. It is true he jeers superciliously at Rus-
sia too, and there is nothing he likes better than exhibiting the
bankruptcy of Russia in every relation before the great minds
of Europe, but as regards himself, no, he is at a higher level
than all the great minds of Europe; they are only material for
his jests. He takes another man’s idea, tacks on to it its antith-
esis, and the epigram is made. There is such a thing 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 Moscow
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 T lay down the pen; I shall bore you three
hundred times more, you'll grow weary reading me. . . s
Of course it did not end wjthout trouble; but the worst of
it was that it was his own doing. People had for some time
begun shuffling their feet, blowing their noses, coughing, and
doing everything that people do when a lecturer, whoever he
may be, keeps an audience for longer than twenty minutes at
a literary matinée. 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. Suddenly
‘n a back row a solitary but loud voice was heard:
‘ “Good Lord, what nonsense!”
\ The exclamation escaped involuntarily, and I am sure was
not intended as a demonstration. The man was simply worn
| sut. But Mr. Karmazinov stopped, looked sarcastically at the
\ sudience, and suddenly lisped with the deportment of an ag-
grieved kammerberr.
“P’m afraid I've been boring you dreadfully, gentlemen?”
That was his blunder, that he was the first to speak; for
provoking an answer in this way he gave an opening for the
rabble to speak, too, and even legitimately, so to say, while if
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}el had restrained himself, people would have gone on blowing
their noses and it would have passed off somehow. Perhaps he
expected applause in response to his question, but there was no
Sf)und of applause; on the contrary, every one seemed to sub-
side and shrink back in dismay.

e h | -

“You never did see Ancus Marcius, that’s all brag,” cried 1
voice that sounded full of irritation and even nervous exhaus-
tion.

"Just 2 h 5 o

. s0,” another voice agreed at once. “There are no such
.thmgs‘ as gh9sts nowadays, nothing but natural science. Look
it up in a scientific book.”

ce »

: .Gent,l’eme.n, there was nothing I expected less than such ob-
jections,” said Karmazinov, extremely surprised. The greas
genius had completely lost touch with his Fatherland in Karls-
ruhe.

“Nowadays it’

A ays it’s outrageous to say that the world stands on
1t:1 ree fishes,” a young lady snapped out suddenly. “You can’t
ave gone down to the hermit’s cave, Karmazinov. And who
talks about hermits nowadays?”

e .

. Gentlem'en, what surprises me most of all is that you take
it all so seriously. However . . . however, you are perfectly
right. No one has greater respect for truth and realism than
I have. . . .”

.Though he smiled ironically he was tremendously overcome.
His face seemed to express: “I am not the sort of man you
think, T am on your side, only praise me, praise me more, as
much as possible, I like it extremely. . . .”

Gentlemen,” he cried, completely mortified at last, “T see
that my poor poem is quite out of place here. And, indeed, I
am out of place here myself, I think.”

e 1 <

You threw at the crow and you hit the cow,” some fool,
probab'ly drunk, shouted at the top of his voice, and of course
no notice ought to have been taken of him. It is true there was
a sound of disrespectful laughter.

e 4

“A cow, you say?” Karmazinov caught it up at once, his
voice grew shriller and shriller. “As for crows and cows,
gentlemen, I will refrain. I’'ve too much respect for any audi-
ence to permit myself comparisons, however harmless; but ]

did think . . .”
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“You’d better be careful, sir,” some one shouted from 2
back row.

“But I had supposed that laying aside my pen and saying
farewell to my readers, I should be heard . . .”

“No, no, we want to hear you, we want to,” a few voices
from the front row plucked up spirit to exclaim at last.

“Read, read!” several enthusiastic ladies’ voices chimed in,
and at last there was an outburst of applause, sparse and feeble,
it is true.

“Believe me, Karmazinov, every one looks on it as an hon-
our . . .” the marshal’s wife herself could not resist saying.

“Mr. Karmazinov!” cried a fresh young voice in the back of
the hall suddenly. It was the voice of a very young teacher
from the district school who had only lately come among us,
an excellent young man, quiet and gentlemanly. He stood up
in his place. “Mr. Karmazinov, if I had the happiness to fall in
love as you have described to us, I really shouldn’t refer to my
love in an article intended for public reading. . . .”

He flushed red all over.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” cried Karmazinov, “I have finished.
I will omit the end and withdraw. Only allow me to read the
six last lines:

“Yes, dear reader, farewell!” he began at once from the
manuscript without sitting down again in his chair. “Fare-
well, reader; I do not greatly insist on our parting friends;
what need to trouble you, indeed. You may abuse me, abuse
me as you will if it affords you any satisfaction. But best of all
if we forget one another for ever. And if you all, readers, were
suddenly so kind as to fall on your knees and begin begging
me with tears, “Write, oh, write for us, Karmazinov—for the
sake of Russia, for the sake of posterity, to win laurels,” even
then I would answer you, thanking you, of course, with every
courtesy, ‘No, we’ve had enough of one another, dear fellow-
countrymen, merci! It’s time we took our separate ways!’
Merci, merci, merci!”

Karmazinov bowed ceremoniously, and, as red as though he
liad been cooked, retired behind the scenes.

“Nobody would go down on their knees; a wild idea!”

“What conceit!”

“That’s only humour,” some one more reasonable suggested.
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“Spare me your humour.”

“I call it impudence, gentlemen!”

“Well, he’s finished now, anyway!”

“Ech, what a dull show!”

But all these ignorant exclamations in the back rows
(though they were confined to the back rows) were drowned
in applause from the other half of the audience. They called
for Karmazinov. Several ladies with Yulia Mihailovna and the
marshal’s wife crowded round the platform. In Yulia Mihail-
ovna’s hands was a gorgeous laurel wreath resting on another
wreath of living roses on a white velvet cushion.

“Laurels!” Karmazinov pronounced with a subtle and rather
sarcastic smile. “T am touched, of course, and accept with real
emotion this wreath prepared beforchand, but still fresh and
unwithered, but I assure you, mesdames, that I have suddenly
become so realistic that I feel laurels would in this age be far
more appropriate in the hands of a skilful cook than in
gnine: . . 7

“Well, a cook is more useful,” cried the divinity student,
who had been at the “meeting” at Virginsky’s.

There was some disorder. In many rows people jumped up
to get a better view of the presentation of the laurel wreath.

“I'd give another three roubles for a cook this minute,”
another voice assented loudly, too loudly; insistently, in fact.

“So would L.”

“And 1.”

“Is it possible there’s no buffet? . . .”

“Gentlemen, it’s simply a swindle. . . .”

It must be admitted, however, that all these unbridled
gentlemen still stood in awe of our higher officials and of the
police superintendent, who was present in the hall. Ten min-
utes later all had somehow got back into their places, but there

was not the same good order as before. And it was into this
incipient chaos that poor Stepan Trofimovitch was thrust,

v

I ran out to him behind the scenes once more, and had time
to warn him excitedly that in my opinion the game was up,
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that he had better not appear at all, but had better go home at
once on the excuse of his usual ailment, for instance, and T
would take off my badge and come with him. At that instant
he was on his way to the platform; he stopped suddenly, and
haughtily looking me up and down he pronounced solemnly:

“What grounds have you, sir, for thinking me capable of
such baseness?”

I drew back. I was as sure as twice two make four that he
would not get off without a catastrophe. Meanwhile, as I stood
utterly dejected, I saw moving before me again the figure of
the professor, whose turn it was to appear after Stepan Tro-
fimovitch, and who kept lifting up his fist and bringing it
down again with a swing. He kept walking up and down, ab-
sorbed in himself and muttering something to himself with a
diabolical but triumphant smile. I somehow almost uninten-
tionally went up to him. T don’t know what induced me to
meddle again.

“Do you know,” I said, “judging from many examples, if a
lecturer keeps an audience for more than twenty minutes it
won’t go on listening. No celebrity is able to hold his own for
half an hour.”

He stopped short and seemed almost quivering with resent-
ment. Infinite disdain was expressed in his countenance.

“Don’t trouble yourself,” he muttered contemptuously and
walked on. At that moment Stepan Trofimovitch’s voice rang
nut in the hall.

“Oh, hang you all,” I thought, and ran to the hall.

Stepan Trofimovitch took his seat in the lecturer’s chair in
the midst of the still persisting disorder. He was greeted by the
first rows with looks which were evidently not over-friendly.
(Of late, at the club, people almost seemed not to like him,
and treated him with much less respect than formerly.) But it
was something to the good that he was not hissed. I had had a
strange idea in my head ever since the previous day: I kept
fancying that he would be received with hisses as soon as he
appeared. They scarcely noticed him, however, in the disorder.
What could that man hope for if Karmazinov was treated like
this? He was pale; it was ten years since he had appeared be-
fore an audience. From his excitement. and from all that I knew
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so well in him, it was clear to me that he, too, regarded his
present appearance on the platform as a turning-point of his
fate, or something of the kind. That was just what I was afraid
of. The man was dear to me. And what were my feelings when
he opened his lips and T heard his first phrase?

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he pronounced suddenly, as though
resolved to venture everything, though in an almost breaking
voice. “Ladies and gentlemen! Only this morning there lay
before me one of the illegal leaflets that have been distributed
here lately, and 1 asked myself for the hundredth time, “Where:
in lies its secret?’”

The whole hall became instantly still, all looks were turned
to him, some with positive alarm. There was no denying, he
knew how to secure their interest from the first word. Heads
were thrust out from behind the scenes; Liputin and Lyamshin
listened greedily. Yulia Mihailovna waved to me again.

“Stop him, whatever happens, stop him,” she whispered in
agitation. I could only shrug my shoulders: how could one
stop a man resolved to venture everything? Alas, I understood
what was in Stepan Trofimovitch’s mind.

“Ha ha, the manifestoes!” was whispered in the audience;
the whole hall was stirred.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I’ve solved the whole mystery. The
whole secret of their effect lies in their stupidity.” (His eyes
flashed.) “Yes, gentlemen, if this stupidity were intentional,
pretended and calculated, oh, that would be a stroke of genius!
But we must do them justice: they don’t pretend anything. It’s
the barest, most simple-hearted, most shallow stupidity. C’esz
la bétise dans son essence la plus pure, quelque chose comme un
simple chimigue. If it were expressed ever so little more clev-
erly, every one would see at once the poverty of this shallow
stupidity. But as it is, every one is left wondering: no one can
believe that it is such elementary stupidity. ‘It’s impossible that
there’s nothing more in it,” every one says to himself and tries
to find the secret of it, sees a mystery in it, tries to read be-
tween the lines—the effect is attained! Oh, never has stupidity
been so solemnly rewarded, though it has so often deserved it
. . . For, en parenthése, stupidity is of as much service to ha
manity as the loftiest genius. . . .”
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seizing her husband by the arm and pulling him up too. . . .
The scene was beyond all belief.

“Stepan Trofimovitch!” the divinity student roared glee-
fully. “There’s Fedka 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 sold him as a recruit fifteen years ago to
pay a gambling debt, that is, more simply, lost him at cards,
tell me, would he have got into prison? Would he have cut
men’s throats now, in his struggle for existence? What do you
say, Mr. ZEsthete?”

I decline to describe the scene that 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 Mihailovna completely lost her
head—for the first time during her career amongst us. As for
Stepan Trofimovitch, for the first moment he seemed literally
crushed by the divinity student’s words, but he suddenly raised
bis arms as though holding them out above the public and
yelled:

“I shake the dust from off my feet and I curse 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, any
way, and—a final catastrophe broke like a bomb on the as-
sembly and exploded in its midst: the third reader, the maniac
who kept waving his fist behind the scenes, suddenly ran on to
the platform.

He looked like a perfect madman. With a broad, triumphant
smile, full of boundless self-confidence, he looked round at the
agitated hall and he seemed to be delighted at the disorder. He
was not in_the least disconoerted at having to speak in such an

i 8
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uproar, on ghe\cox}trfy, e was obviously delighted. This was
50 3bv1ous that'it attracted attention at once.

“What’s this now?” people were heard asking. “Who is
th1!s¢? Sh—h! What does he want to say?”

“‘Ladies and gentlemen,” the maniac shouted with all his
m_lght, standing at the very edge of the platform and speaking
W‘lth almost as shrill, feminine a voice as Karmazinov’s, burt
without the aristocratic lisp. “Ladies and gentlemen! Tv;enty
years ago, on the eve of war with half Europe, Russia was re-
gardf:d as an ideal country by officials of all ranks! Literature
was in the service of the censorship; military drill was all that
was taught at the universities; the troops were trained like a
ballet, and the peasants paid the taxes and were mute under
the lash of serfdom. Patriotism meant the wringing of bribes
from the quick and the dead. Those who did not take bribes
were looked upon as rebels because they disturbed the general
h.arr.nony. The birch copses were extirpated in support of dis-
cipline. Europe trembled. . . . But never in the thousand
years of its senseless existence had Russia sunk to such ].g.—
nominy. . . .” :
He raised his fist, waved it ecstatically and menacingly ove:
his he?»d and suddenly brought it down furiously asbt}1011 b
pounding an adversary to powder. A frantic yell rc;se from t%le
whole h_all, there was a deafening roar of applause; almost half
the audience was applauding: their enthusiasm was excusable.
Russia was being put to shame publicly, before every one
W%IO could fail to roar with delight? j

“This is the real thing! Come, this is something like! Huyr-
rah! Yes, this is none of your asthetics!” :

Ihe maniac went on ecstatically:

Twenty years have passed since then. Universities have
been opened and multiplied. Military drill has passed into a
legend; officers are too few by thousands, the railways have
eaten up all the capital and have covered Russia as with a spi-
der’s web, so that in another fifteen years one will perhaps get

somewhere. Bridges are rarely on fire, and fires in towns ocour
only at regu‘Iar intervals, in turn, at the proper season. In the
law courts judgments are as wise as Solomon’s, and the jury
only take bribes through the struggle for existence, to escape
starvation. The serfs are free, and flog one another’instead of
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| being floggud by the land-owners. Seas and oceans of vodka are

consumed to support the budget, and in Novgorod, opposite
the ancient and useless St. Sophia, there has been solemnly put
up a colossal bronze globe to celebrate a thousand years of dis-

| order and confusion; Europe scowls and begins to be uneasy

again. . . . Fifteen years of reforms! And yet never even
in the most grotesque periods of its madness has Russia
sunle. [P

The last words could not be heard in the roar of the crowd.
One could see him again raise his arm and bring it down tri-
umphantly again. Enthusiasm was beyond all bounds: people
yelled, clapped their hands, even some of the ladies shouted:
“Enough, you can’t beat that!” Some might have been drunk.
The orator scanned them all and seemed revelling in his own
triumph. I caught a glimpse of Lembke in indescribable ex-
citement, pointing something out to somebody. Yulia Mihai-
lovna, with a pale face, said something in haste to the prince,
who had run up to her. But at that moment a group of six
men, officials more or less, burst on to the platform, seized the
orator and dragged him behind the scenes. I can’t understand
how he managed to tear himself away from them, but he did
escape, darted up to the edge of the platform again and suc-
ceeded in shouting again, at the top of his voice, waving his
fist:

“But never has Russia sunk . . .

But he was dragged away again. I saw some fifteen men dash
behind the scenes to rescue him, not crossing the platform but
breaking down the light screen at the side of it. . . . I saw
afterwards, though I could hardly believe my eyes, the girl
student (Virginsky’s sister) leap on to the platform with the
same roll under her arm, dressed as before, as plump and rosy
as ever, surrounded by two or three women and two or three
men, and accompanied by her mortal enemy, the schoolboy. I
even caught the phrase:

“Ladies and gentlemen, I’ve come to call attention to the
sufferings of poor students and to rouse them to a general
protest . . .”

But I ran away. Hiding my badge in my pocket I made my
way from the house into the street by back passages which I
knew of. First of all, of course, I went to Stepan Trofimo-
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CHAPTER 1I
THE END OF THE FETE

I

writing. At my repeated knocks and appeals he an-
swered through the door:

“My friend, I have finished everything. Who can ask any-
thing more of me?”

“You haven’t finished anything, you’ve only helped to make
a mess of the whole thing. For God’s sake, no epigrams, Stepan
Trofimovitch! Open the door. We must take steps; they may
still come and insult you. . . .”

I thought myself entitled to be particularly severe and even
rigorous. I was afraid he might be going to do something still
more mad. But to my surprise I met an extraordinary firmness.

“Don’t be the first to insult me then. I thank you for the
past, but I repeat I’ve done with all men, good and bad. I am
writing to Darya Pavlovna, whom I've forgotten so unpardon.
ably till now. You may take it to her to-morrow, if you like,
now merci.”’

“Stepan Trofimovitch, I assure you that the matter is more
serious than you think. Do you think that you’ve crushed some
one there? You’ve pulverised no one, but have broken your-
self to pieces like an empty bottle.” (Oh, I was coarse and dis-
courteous; I remember it with regret.) “You’ve absolutely no
reason to write to Darya Pavlovna . . . and what will you do
with yourself without me? What do you understand about
practical life? T expect you are plotting something else? You’ll
simply come to grief again if you go plotting something
more. . . "

HE WOULD not see me. He had shut himself up and was
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He rose and came close up to the door.

“You’ve not been long with them, but you've caught the
infection of their tone and language. Dieu vous pardonne, mon
gmi, et Dien vous garde. But I've always seen in you the germs
of delicate feeling, and you will get over it perhaps—aprés Je
temps, of course, like all of us Russians. As for what you say
about my impracticability, I’ll remind you of a recent idea of
mine: a whole mass of people in Russia do nothing whatever
but attack other people’s impracticability with the utmost fury
and with the tiresome persistence of flies in the summer, ac-
cusing every one of it except themselves. Cher, remember that
I am excited, and don’t distress me. Once more merci for every-
thing, and let us part like Karmazinov and the public; that is,
let us forget each other with as much generosity as we can. He
was posing in begging his former readers so earnestly to forget
him; quant d moi, I am not so conceited, and I rest my hopes
on the youth of your inexperienced heart. How should you
remember a useless old man for long? ‘Live more,” my friend,
as Nastasya wished me on my last name-day (ces pauvres gens
ont quelquefois des mots charmants et pleins de philosophie).
I do not wish you much happiness—it will bore you. I do not
wish you trouble either, but, following the philosophy of the
peasant, I will repeat simply ‘live more’ and try not to be much
bored; this useless wish I add from myself. Well, good-bye,
and good-bye for good. Don’t stand at my door, I will not
open it.”

He went away and I could get nothing more out of him. In
spite of his “excitement,” he spoke smoothly, deliberately, with
weight, obviously trying to be impressive. Of course he was
rather vexed with me and was avenging himself indirectly, pos-
sibly even for the yesterday’s “prison carts” and “floors that
give way.” His tears in public that morning, in spite of a
triumph of a sort, had put him, he knew, in rather a comic
position, and there never was a man more solicitous of dignity
and punctilio in his relations with his friends than Stepan Tro-
fimovitch. Oh, I don’t blame him. But this fastidiousness and
irony which he preserved in spite of all shocks reassured me at
the time. A man who was so little different from his ordinary
self was, of course, not in the mood at that moment for any-
thing tragic or extraordinary. So I reasoned at the time, and,
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heavens, what a mistake I made! I left too much out of my
reckoning.

In anticipation of events I will quote the few first lines of
the letter to Darya Pavlovna, which she actually received the
following day:

“Mon enfant, my hand trembles, but I’ve done with every-
thing. You were not present at my last struggle; you did not
come to that matinée, and you did well to stay away. But you
will be told that in our Russia, which has grown so poor in men
of character, one man had the courage to stand up and, in spite
of deadly menaces showered on him from all sides, to tell the
fools the truth, that is, that they are fools. Ob, ce sont—des
pawvres petits vauriens et vien de plus, des petits—fools—uvoild
le mot! The die is cast; I am going from this town for ever and
I know not whither. Every one Iloved has turned from me. But
you, you are a pure and naive creature; you, a gentle being
whose life has been all but linked with mine at the will of a
capricious and imperious heart; you who looked at me perhaps
with contempt when I shed weak tears on the eve of our frus-
trated marriage; you, who cannot in any case look on me ex-
cept as a comic figure—for you, for you is the last cry of my
heart, for you my last duty, for you alone! I cannot leave you
for ever thinking of me as an ungrateful fool, a churlish ego-
ist, as probably a cruel and ungrateful heart—whom, alas, 1
cannot forget—is every day describing me to you. . . . ”

And so on and so on, four large pages.

Answering his “I won’t open” with three bangs with my
fist on the door, and shouting after him that I was sure he
would send Nastasya for me three times that day, but I would
not come, [ gave him up and ran off to Yulia Mihailovna.

I

There 1 was the witness of a revolting scene: the poor woman
was deceived to her face, and I could do nothing. Indeed, what
could T say to her? I had had time to reconsider things a little
and reflect that I had nothing to go upon but certain feelings
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and suspicious presentiments. I found her in tears, almost in
hysterics, with compresses of eau-de-Cologne and a glass of
water. Before her stood Pyotr Stepanovitch, who talked with-
out stopping, and the prince, who held his tongue as though it
had been under a lock. With tears and lamentations she re-
proached Pyotr Stepanovitch for his “desertion.” I was struck
at once by the fact that she ascribed the whole failure, the
whole ignominy of the matinée, everything in fact, to Pyotr
Stepanovitch’s absence.

In him T observed an important change: he seemed a shade
too anxious, almost serious. As a rule he never seemed serious;
he was always laughing, even when he was angry, and he was
often angry. Oh, he was angry now! He was speaking coarsely.,
carelessly, with vexation and impatience. He said that he had
been taken ill at Gaganov’s lodging, where he had happened te
go carly in the morning. Alas, the poor woman was so anxious
to be deceived again! The chief question which I found being
discussed was whether the ball, that is, the whole second half
of the féte, should or should not take place. Yulia Mihailovna
could not be induced to appear at the ball “after the insults
she had received that morning”; in other words, her heart was
set on being compelled to do so, and by him, by Pyotr Stepan-
ovitch. She looked upon him as an oracle, and T brlieve if be
had gone away she would have taken to her bed «t once. But
he did not want to go away; he was desperately anxious that
the ball should take place and that Yulia Mihailovna should be
present at it.

“Come, what is there to cry about? Are you set on having
a scene? On venting your anger on somebody? Well, vent it or}
me; only make haste about it, for the time is passing and you
must make up your mind. We made a mess of it with the
matinée; we’ll pick up on the ball. Here, the prince thinks as I
do. Yes, if it hadn’t been for the prince, how would things
have ended there?” :

The prince had been at first opposed to the ball (that is, op-
posed to Yulia Mihailovna’s appearing at it; the ball was bound
to go on in any case), but after two or three such references to
his opinion he began little by little to grunt his acquiescence.

I was surprised too at the extraordinary rudeness of Pyotr
Rtepanovitch’s tone. Oh, Iscout with indignation the contemp-
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tible slander which was spread later of some supposed liaison
between Yulia Mihailovna and Pyotr Stepanovitch. There was
no such thing, nor could there be. He gained his ascendency
over her from the first only by encouraging her in her dreams
of influence in society and in the ministry, by entering into her
plans, by inventing them for her, and working upon her with
the grossest flattery. He had got her completely into his toils
and had become as necessary to her as the air she breathed. See-
ing me, she cried, with flashing eyes:

“Here, ask him. He kept by my side all the while, just lik¢
the prince did. Tell me, isn’t it plain that it was all a precon-
certed plot, a base, designing plot to damage Andrey Antono-
vitch and me as much as possible? Oh, they had arranged it
beforehand. They had a plan! It’s a party, a regular party.”

“You are exaggerating as usual. You’ve always some roman-
tic notion in your head. But I am glad to see Mr. . . . > (He
pretended to have forgotten my name.) “He’ll give us his op-
inion.”

“My opinion,” I hastened to put in, “is the same as Yulia
Mihailovna’s. The plot is only too evident. I have brought you
these ribbons, Yulia Mihailovna. Whether the ball is to take
place or not is not my business, for it’s not in my power to
decide; but my part as steward is over. Forgive my warmth,
but I can’t act against the dictates of common sense and my
own convictions.”

“You hear! You hear!” she clasped her hands.

“T hear, and I tell you this.” He turned to me. “I think you
must have eaten something which has made you all delirious.
To my thinking, nothing has happened, absolutely nothing but
what has happened before and is always liable to happen in this
town. A plot, indeed! It was an ugly failure, disgracefully stu-
pid. But where’s the plot? A plot against Yulia Mihailovna,
who has spoiled them and protected them and fondly forgiven
them all their schoolboy pranks! Yulia Mihailovna! What have
T been hammering into you for the last month continually?
What did I warn you? What did you want with all these people
—what did you want with them? What induced you to mix
yourself up with these fellows? What was the motive, what was
the object of it? To unite society? But mercy on us! will they
ever be united?”
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“Well, I shouldn’t have burnt, but have cooked him instead.
The audience was right, you know. Who was to blame for Kar-
mazinov, again? Did I foist him upon you? Was I one of his
worshippers? Well, hang him! But the third maniac, the politi-
cal—that’s a different matter. That was every one’s blunder,
not only my plot.”

“Ah, don’t speak of it! That was awful, awful! That was
my fault, entirely my fault!”

“Of course it was, but I don’t blame you for that. No one
can control them, these candid souls! You can’t always be safe
from them, even in Petersburg. He was recommended to you,
and in what terms too! So you will admit that you are bound
to appear at the ball to-night. It’s an important business. It was
you put him on to the platform. You must make it plain now
to the public that you are not in league with him, that the fel-
low is in the hands of the police, and that you were in some
inexplicable way deceived. You ought to declare with indig-
nation that you were the victim of a2 madman. Because he is a
madman and nothing more. That’s how you must put it about
him. T can’t endure these people who bite. I say worse things
pethaps, but not from the platform, you know. And they are
talking about a senator too.”

“What senator? Who's talking?”

“I don’t understand it myself, you know. Do you know any-
thing about a senator, Yulia Mihailovna?”

“A senator?”

“You see, they are convinced that a senator has been ap-
pointed to be governor here, and that you are being superseded
from Petersburg. I’ve heard it from lots of people.”

“I’ve heard it too,” I put in.

“Who said so?”” asked Yulia Mihailovna, flushing all over.

“You mean, who said so first? How can I tell? But there it
is, people say so. Masses of people are saying so. They were say-
ing so yesterday particularly. They are all very serious about it,
though I can’t make it out. Of course the more intelligent and
competent don’t talk, but even some of those listen.”

“How mean! And . . . how stupid!”

“Well, that’s just why you must make your appearance, to
show these fools.”

“I confess I feel myself that it’s my duty, but . . . what if
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there’s another disgrace in store for us? What if people don’t
come? No one will come, you know, no one!”

“How hot you are! They not come! What about the new
clothes? What about the girls” dresses? I give you up as a wo-
man after that! Is that your knowledge of human nature?”

“The marshal’s wife won’t come, she won’t.”

“But, after all, what has happened? Why won’t they come?”
he cried at last with angry impatience.

“Ignominy, disgrace—that’s what’s happened. I don’t know
what to call it, but after it I can’t face people.”

“Why? How are you to blame for it, after all? Why do you
take the blame of it on yourself? Isn’t it rather the fault of the
audience, of your respectable residents, your paters-familias?
They ought to have controlled the roughs and the rowdies—
for it was all the work of roughs and rowdies, nothing serious
You can never manage things with the police alone in any so.
ciety, anywhere. Among us every one asks for a special police,
man to protect him wherever he goes. People don’t understand
that society must protect itself. And what do our patersfamil.
ias, the officials, the wives and daughters, do in such cases¥
They sit quiet and sulk. In fact there’s not enough social in-
itiative to keep the disorderly in check.”

“Ah, that’s the simple truth! They sit quiet, sulk and . .
gaze about them.”

“And if it’s the truth, you ought to say so aloud, proudly,
sternly, just to show that you are not defeated, to those re-
spectable residents and mothers of families. Oh, you can do it;
you have the gift when your head is clear. You will gather
them round you and say it aloud. And then a paragraph in the
Voice and the Financial News. Wait a bit, I'll undertake it
myself, Il arrange it all for you. Of course there must be more
superintendence: you must look after the buffet; you must ask
the prince, you must ask Mr. . . . You must not desert us,
monsieur, just when we have to begin all over again. And fin-
ally, you must appear arm-in-arm with Andrey Antonovitch.
. . . How is Andrey Antonovitch?”

“Oh, how unjustly, how untruly, how cruelly you have al-
ways judged that angelic man!” Yulia Mihailovna cried in a
sudden outburst, almost with tears, putting her handkerchief
to her eyes.
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Pyotr Stepanovitch was positively taken aback for the mo-
ment.

“Good heavens! I. . . . What have I said? Uve always . . .

“You never have, never! You have never done him justice.”

“There’s no understanding a woman,” grumbled Pyotr Step-
anovitch, with a wry smile.

“He is the most sincere, the most delicate, the most angelic
of men! The most kind-hearted of men!”

“Well, really, as for kind-heartedness . . . I’ve always done
him justice. . . . ”

“Never! But let us drop it. I am too awkward in my defence
of him. This morning that little Jesuit, the marshal’s wife, also
dropped some sarcastic hints about what happened yesterday.”

“Oh, she has no thoughts to spare for yesterday now, she is
full of to-day. And why are you so upset at her not coming to
the ball to-night? Of course, she won’t come after getting
mixed up in such a scandal. Perhaps it’s not her fault, but still
her reputation . . . her hands are soiled.”

“What do you mean; I don’t understand? Why are her hands
soiled?” Yulia Mihailovna looked at him in perplexity.

“I don’t vouch for the truth of it, but the town is ringing
with the story that it was she brought them together.”

“What do you mean? Brought whom together?”

“What, do you mean to say you don’t know?” he exclaimed
with well-simulated wonder. “Why Stavrogin and Lizaveta
Nikolaevna.”

“What? How?” we all cried out at once.

“Is it possible you don’t know? Phew! Why, it is quite a
tragic romance: Lizaveta Nikolaevna was pleased to get out of
that lady’s carriage and get straight into Stavrogin’s carriage,
and slipped off with ‘the latter’ to Skvoreshniki in full day-
light. Only an hour ago, hardly an hour.”

We were flabbergasted. Of course we fell to questioning him,
but to our wonder, although he “happened” to be a witness of
the scene himself, he could give us no detailed account of it.
The thing seemed to have happened like this: when the mar-
shal’s wife was driving Liza and Mavriky Nikolaevitch from
the matinée to the house of Praskovya Ivanovna (whose legs
were still bad) they saw a carriage waiting a short distance,
about twenty-five paces, to one side of the front door. When

»
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Liza jumped out, she ran straight to this carriage; the door was
flung open and shut again; Liza called to Mavriky Nikolae-
vitch, “Spare me,” and the carriage drove off at full speed vo
Skvoreshniki. To our hurried questions whether it was by ar-
rangement? Who was in the carriage? Pyotr Stepanovitch an-
swered that he knew nothing about it; no doubt it had been
arranged, but that he did not see Stavrogin himself; possibly
the old butler, Alexey Yegorytch, might have been in the car-
tiage. To the question “How did he come to be there, and how
did he know for a fact that she had driven to Skvoreshniki?”
he answered that he happened to be passing and, at seeing Liza,
he had run up to the carriage (and yet he could not make out
who was in it, an inquisitive man like him!) and that Mavriky
Nikolaevitch, far from setting off in pursuit, had not even tried
to stop Liza, and had even laid a restraining hand on the mar-
shal’s wife, who was shouting at the top of her voice: “She is
going to Stavrogin, to Stavrogin.” At this point I lost patience,
and cried furiously to Pyotr Stepanovitch:

“It’s all your doing, you rascal! This was what you were do-
ing this morning. You helped Stavrogin, you came in the car-
riage, you helped her into it . . . it was you, you, you! Yulia
Mihailovna, he is your enemy; he will be your ruin too! Be-
ware of him!”

And I ran headlong out of the house. I wonder myself and
cannot make out to this day how I came to say that to him.
But I guessed quite right: it had all happened almost exactly as
I said, as appeared later. What struck me most was the obvi-
ously artificial way in which he broke the news. He had not
told it at once on entering the house as an extraordinary piece
of news, but pretended that we knew without his telling us
which was impossible in so short a time. And if we had known
it, we could not possibly have refrained from mentioning it till
he introduced the subject. Besides, he could not have heard yet
that the town was “ringing with gossip” about the marshal’s
wife in so short a time. Besides, he had once or twice given a
vulgar, frivolous smile as he told the story, probably consider-
ing that we were fools and completely taken in.

But I had no thought to spare for him; the central fact 1
believed, and ran from Yulia Mihailovna’s, beside myself. The
catastrophe cut me to the heart. I was wounded almost to
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respectable officers with their wives, some of the most docile
fathers of families, like that secretary, for instance, the father
of his seven daughters. All these humble, insignificant people
had come, as one of these gentlemen expressed it, because it
was “‘inevitable.” But, on the other hand, the mass of free—a.nd—
casy people and the mass too of those whom Pyotr Stepanovitch
and I had suspected of coming in without tickets, seemed even
bigger than in the afternoon. So far they were all sitting in the
refreshment bar, and had gone straight there on arriving, as
though it were the meeting-place they had agreed upon. So at
least it seemed to me. The refreshment bar had been placed in a
large room, the last of several opening out of one another. Here
Prohoritch was installed with all the attractions of the club
cuisine and with a tempting display of drinks anc} dainties. I
noticed several persons whose coats were almost in rags a‘nd
whose get-up was altogether suspicious and utte.rIy unsuitable
for a ball. They had evidently been with great pains brought to
a state of partial sobriety which would not last long; and good-
ness knows where they had been brought from, they wete not
local people. I knew, of course, that it was part of Yulia Mi-
hailovna’s idea that the ball should be of the most democratic
character, and that “even working people and shopmen should
not be excluded if any one of that class chanced to pay for a
ticket.” She could bravely utter such words in her committee
with absolute security that none of the working people of our
town, who all lived in extreme poverty, would dream of taking
a ticket. But in spite of the democratic sentiments of tl_le com-
mittee, I could hardly believe that such §inlster—looklng and
shabby people could have been admitted in the regu.lar way.
But who could have admitted them, and with what object? Ly-
amshin and Liputin had already been deprived of their stew-
ard’s rosettes, though they were present at the ball, as they
were taking part in the “literary quadrille..” But, to my amaze-
ment, Liputin’s place was taken by the du.nmty stu'dent‘, W})p
had caused the greatest scandal at the matinée by his skirmish
with Stepan Trofimovitch; and Lyamshin’s was taken by Pyots
Stepanovitch himself. What was to be looked for under the cir-

cumstances?

I tried to listen to the conversation. I was struck by t}}e
wildness of some ideas I heard expressed. It was maintained in
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one group, for instance, that Yulia Mihailovna had arranged
Liza’s elopement with Stavrogin and had been paid by the lat-
ter for doing so. Even the sum paid was mentioned. It was as-
serted that she had arranged the whole féte with a view to it,
and that that was the reason why half the town had not turn.
ed up at the ball, and that Lembke himself was so upset about
it that “his mind had given away,” and that, crazy as he was,
“she had got him in tow.” There was a great deal of laughter
t0o, hoarse, wild and significant. Every one was criticising the
ball, too, with great severity, and abusing Yulia Mihailov-
na without ceremony. In fact it was disorderly, incoherent,
drunken and excited babble, so it was difficult to put it to-
gether and make anything of it. At the same time there wero
simple-hearted people enjoying themselves at the refreshment-
bar; there were even some ladies of the sort who are surprised
and frightened at nothing, very genial and festive, chiefly mili.
tary ladies with their husbands. They made parties at the little
tables, were drinking tea, and were very merry. The refresh-
ment-bar made a snug refuge for almost half of the guests.
Yet in a little time all this mass of people must stream into the
ballroom. It was horrible to think of it!

Meanwhile the prince had succeeded in arranging three
skimpy quadrilles in the White Hall. The young ladies were
dancing, while their parents were enjoying watching them. But
many of these respectable persons had already begun to think
how they could, after giving their girls a treat, get off in good
time before “the trouble began.” Absolutely every one was con-
vinced that it certainly would begin. Tt would be difficult for
me to describe Yulia Mihailovna’s state of mind. I did not talk
to her though I went close up to her. She did not respond to
the bow I made her on entering; she did not notice me (really
did not notice). There was a painful look in her face and a
contemptuous and haughty though restless and agitated expres-
sion in her eyes. She controlled herself with evident suffering—
for whose sake, with what object? She certainly ought to have
gone away, still more to have got her husband away, and she
remained! From her face one could see that her eyes were “‘ful-
ly opened,” and that it was useless for her to expect anything
more. She did not even summon Pyotr Stepanovitch (he seemed
to avoid her; I saw him in the refreshment-room, he was ex-
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tremely lively). But she remained at the ball and did not let
Andrey Antonovitch leave her side for a moment. Oh, up to
the very last moment, even that morning she would have re-
pudiated any hint about his health with genuine indignation.
But now her eyes were to be opened on this subject too. As for
me, I thought from the first glance that Andrey Antonovitch
looked worse than he had done in the morning. He seemed to
be plunged into a sort of oblivion and hardly to know where
he was. Sometimes he looked about him with unexpected sever-
ity—at me, for instance, twice. Once he tried to say some-
thing; he began loudly and audibly but did not finish the
sentence, throwing a modest old clerk who happened to be near
him almost into a panic. But even this humble section of the
assembly held sullenly and timidly aloof from Yulia Mihailov-
na and at the same time turned upon her husband exceedingly
strange glances, open and staring, quite out of keeping with
their habitually submissive demeanour.

“Yes, that struck me, and I suddenly began to guess about
Andrey Antonovitch,” Yulia Mihailovna confessed to me after-
wards.

Yes, she was to blame again! Probably when after my de-
parture she had settled with Pyotr Stepanovitch that there
should be a ball and that she should be present she must have
gone again to the study where Andrey Antonovitch was sit-
ting, utterly “shattered” by the matinée; must again have used
all her fascinations to persuade him to come with her. But what
misery she must have been in now! And yet she did not go
away. Whether it was pride or simply she lost her head, I do
not know. In spite of her haughtiness, she attempted with
smiles and humiliation to enter into conversation with some
ladies, but they were confused, confined themselves to distrust-
ful monosyllables, “Yes” and “No,” and evidently avoided her.

The only person of undoubted consequence who was present
at the ball was that distinguished general whom I have describ-
ed already, the one who after Stavrogin’s duel with Gaganov
“opened the door to public impatience™ at the marshal’s wife’s.
He walked with an air of dignity through the rooms, looked

I about, and listened, and tried to appear as though he had come

rather for the sake of observation than for the sake of enjoying
himself. . . . He ended by establishing himself beside Yulia
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Mihailovna and not moving a step away from her, evidently
trying to keep up her spirits, and reassure her. He certainly
was a most kind-hearted man, of very high rank, and so old
that even compassion from him was not wounding. But to ad-
mit to herself that this old gossip was venturing to pity her
and almost to protect her, knowing that he was doing her hon-
our by his presence, was very vexatious. The general stayed by
ber and never ceased chattering.
“They say a town can’t go on without seven righteous men
. seven, I think it is, I am not sure of the number fixed.
... I don’t know how many of these seven, the certified
righteous of the town . . . have the honour of being present
at your ball. Yet in spite of their presence I begin to feel un-
safe. Vous me pardonnez, charmante dame, west-ce pas? 1
speak allegorically, but I went into the refreshment-room and
T am glad T escaped alive. . . . Our priceless Prohoritch is not
in his place there, and I believe his bar will be destroyed be-
fore morning. But I am laughing. I am only waiting to see
what the ‘literary quadrille’ is going to be like, and then home
to bed. You must excuse a gouty old fellow. I go early to bed,
and I would advise you too to go ‘by-by,” as they say aux en-
fants. Tve come, you know, to have a look at the pretty girls
. . . whom, of course, I could meet nowhere in such profusion
as here. They all live beyond the river and I don’t drive out so
far. There’s a wife of an officer . . . in the chasseurs I believe
he is . . . who is distinctly pretty, distinctly, and . . . she
knows it herself. I’ve talked to the sly puss; she is a sprightly
one . . . and the girls too are fresh-looking; but that’s all,
there’s nothing but freshness. Still, it’s a pleasure to look at
them. There are some rosebuds, but their lips are thick. As a
rule there’s an irregularity about female beauty in Russia, and
. they are a little like buns. . . . vous me pardonnez, n’-
est-ce pas? . . . with good eyes, however, laughing eyes. . . .
These rosebuds are charming for two years when they are young
. even for three . then they broaden out and are spoilt
forever . . . producing in their husbands that deplorable indif-

ference which does so much to promote the woman movement

. that is, if I understand it correctly. . . . H’'m! It’s a fine
Lall; the rooms are not badly decorated. It might be worse.
The music might be much worse. .

. . I don’t say it ought to
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have been. What makes a bad impression is that there are so
few ladies. I say nothing about the dresses. It’s bad that that
chap in the grey trousers should dare to dance the cancan so
openly. I can forgive him if he does it in the gaiety of his heart,
and since he is the local chemist. . . . Still, eleven o’clock is a
bit early even for chemists. There were two fellows fighting in
the refreshment-bar and they weren’t turned out. At eleven
o’clock people ought to be turned out for fighting, whatever
the standard of manners. . . . Three o’clock is a different
matter; then one has to make concessions to public opinion—if
only this ball survives till three o’clock. Varvara Petrovna has
not kept her word, though, and hasn’t sent flowers. H’'m! She
has no thoughts for flowers, panvre mére! And poor Liza! Have
you heard? They say it’s a mysterious story . . . and Stavro-
gin is to the front again. . . . H’'m! T would have gone home
to bed . . . T can hardly keep my eyes open. But when is this
‘literary quadrille’ coming on?”

At last the “literary quadrille” began. Whenever of late there
had been conversation in the town on the ball it had invari-

i ably turned on this literary quadrille, and as no one could im-

agine what it would be like, it aroused extraordinary curiosity.

: Nothing could be more unfavourable to its chance of success,

and great was the disappointment.

The side doors of the White Hall were thrown open and sev-
eral masked figures appeared. The public surrounded them
cagerly. All the occupants of the refreshment-bar trooped to
the last man into the hall. The masked figures took their places
for the dance. T succeeded in making my way to the front and
installed myself just behind Yulia Mihailovna, Von Lembke,
and the general. At this point Pyotr Stepanovitch, who had
kept away till that time, skipped up to Yulia Mihailovna.

“I’ve been in the refreshment-room all this time, watching,”
he whispered, with the air of a guilty schoolboy, which he,
however, assumed on purpose to irritate her even more. She
turned crimson with anger.

“You might give up trying to deceive me now at least, in-
solent man!” broke from her almost aloud, so that it was heard
by other people. Pyotr Stepanovitch skipped away extremely
well satisfied with himself.

Tt would be difficult to imagine a more pitiful, vulgar, dull
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and insipid allegory than this “literary quadrille.” Nothing
could be imagined less appropriate to our local society. Yet they
say it was Karmazinov’s idea. It was Liputin indeed who ar-
ranged it, with the help of the lame teacher who had been at
the meeting at Virginsky’s. But Karmazinov had given the
idea and had, it was said, meant to dress up and to take a special
and prominent part in it. The quadrille was made up of six
couples of masked figures, who were not in fancy dress exactly,
for their clothes were like every one else’s. Thus, for instance,
one short and elderly gentleman wearing a dress-coat—in fact,
dressed like every one else—wore a venerable grey beard, tied
on (and this constituted his disguise). As he dancea he pound-
ed up and down, taking tiny and rapid steps on the same spot
with a stolid expression of countenance. He gave vent tc
sounds in a subdued but husky bass, and this huskiness was
meant to suggest one of the well-known papers. Opposite this
figure danced two giants, X and Z, and these letters were pin-
ned on their coats, but what the letters meant remained unex-
plained. “Honest Russian thought” was represented by a mid-
dle-aged gentleman in spectacles, dress-coat and gloves, and
wearing fetters (real fetters). Under his arm he had a portfolio
containing papers relating to some ‘“‘case.” To convince the
sceptical a letter from abroad testifying to the honesty of
“honest Russian thought” peeped out of his pocket. All chis
was explained by the stewards, as the letter which peeped out
of his pocket could not be read. “Honest Russian thought” had
his right hand raised and in it held a glass as though he wanted
to propose a toast. In a line with him on each side tripped a
crop-headed Nihilist girl; while vis-d-vis danced another elder-
ly gentleman in a dress-coat with a heavy cudgel in his hand.
He was meant to represent a formidable periodical (not a
Petersburg one), and seemed to be saying, “I’ll pound you te
a jelly.” But in spite of his cudgel he could not bear the spec-
tacles of “honest Russian thought” fixed upon him and tried
to look away, and when he did the pas de deux, he twisted,
turned, and did not know what to do with himself—so terrible,
probably, were the stings of his conscience! T don’t remember
all the absurd tricks they played, however; it was all in the!
same style, so that I felt at last painfully ashamed. And this!
same expression, as it were, of shame was reflected in the whole |
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public, even on the most sullen figures that had come out of
the refreshment-room. For some time all were silent and gazed
with angry perplexity. When a man is ashamed he generally
begins to get angry and is disposed to be cynical. By degrees a
murmur arose in the audience.

“What’s the meaning of it?” a man who had come in from
the refreshment-room muttered in one of the groups.

“It’s silly.”

“It’s something literary. It’s a criticism of the Voice.”

“What’s that to me?”

From another group:

“Asses!”’

“No, they are not asses; it’s we who are the asses.”

“Why are you an ass?”

“I am not an ass.”

“Well, if you are not, I am certainly not.”

From a third group:

“We ought to give them a good smacking and send them
lying.”

Y"Pgull down the hall!”

From a fourth group:

] wonder the Lembkes are not ashamed to look on!”

“Why should they be ashamed? You are not.”

“Yes, I am ashamed, and he is the governor.”

“And you are a pig.”

“I’ve never seen such a commonplace ball in my life,” a lady
observed viciously, quite close to Yulia Mihailovna, obviously
with the intention of being overheard. She was a stout lady of
forty with rouge on her cheeks, wearing a bright-coloured silk
dress. Almost every one in the town knew her, but no one re-
ceived her. She was the widow of a civil councillor, who had
left her a wooden house and a small pension; but she lived well
and kept horses. Two months previously she had called on Yulia
Mihailovna, but the latter had not received her.

“That might have been foreseen,” she added, iooking inso-
lently into Yulia Mihailovna’s face. oy

“If you could foresee it, why did you come?” Yulia Mihail-
ovna could not resist saying.

“Because 1 was too simple,” the sprightly lady answered in-
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stantly, up in arms and eager for the fray; but the general in-
tervened.

“Chére dame”—he bent over to Yulia Mihailovna—""you’d
really better be going. We are only in their way and they’ll en-
joy themselves thoroughly without us. You’ve done your part,
you’ve opened the ball, now leave them in peace. And Andrey
Antonovitch doesn’t seem to be feeling quite satisfactorily
. . . To avoid trouble.”

But it was too late.

All through the quadrille Andrey Antonovitch gazed at the
dancers with a sort of angry perplexity, and when he heard the
comments of the audience he began looking about him uneas-
ily. Then for the first time he caught sight of some of the per-
sons who had come from the refreshment-room; there was an
expression of extreme wonder in his face. Suddenly there was
a loud roar of laughter at a caper that was cut in the quadrille.
The editor of the “menacing periodical, not a Petersburg one,”
who was dancing with the cudgel in his hands, felt utter-
ly unable to endure the spectacled gaze of “honest Russian
thought,” and not knowing how to escape it, suddenly in the
last figure advanced to meet him standing on his head, which
was meant, by the way, to typify the continual turning upside
down of common sense by the menacing non-Petersburg gaz-
ette. As Lyamshin was the only one who could walk standing
on his head, he had undertaken to represent the editor with the
cudgel. Yulia Mihailovna had had no idea that anyone was go-
ing to walk on his head. “They concealed that from me, they
concealed it,” she repeated to me afterwards in despair and in-
dignation. The laughter from the crowd was, of course, pro-
voked not by the allegory, which interested no one, but simply
by a man’s walking on his head in a swallow-tail coat. Lembke
flew into a rage and shook with fury.

“Rascal!” he cried, pointing to Lyamshin, “take hold of the
scoundrel, turn him over . . . turn his legs . . . his head

. so that his head’s up . . . up!”

Lyamshin jumped on to his feet. The laughter grew louder.

“Turn out all the scoundrels who are laughing!” Lembk~
prescribed suddenly.

There was an angry roar and laughter in the crowd.
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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 the
room.

Lembke looked around quickly at the shout and turned pale.
A vacant smile came on to his lips, as though he suddenly
understood and remembered something.

“Gentlemen,” said Yulia Mihailovna, addressing the crowd
which was pressing round them, as she drew her husband away
—“gentlemen, excuse Andrey Antonovitch. Andrey Antono-
vitch is unwell . . . excuse . . . forgive him, 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
trushed out of the hall immediately after those words of Yulia
Mihailovna’s as though panic-stricken. I remember one hyster-
ical, tearful feminine shriek:

“Ach, the same thing again!”

And in the retreat of the guests, which was almost becom-
ing a crush, another bomb exploded exactly as in the afternoon.

“Fire! All the riverside quarter is on fire!”

I don’t remember where this terrible cry rose first, whether

it was first raised in the hall, or whether some one ran upstairs .

from the entry, but it was followed by such alarm that I can’t
attempt to describe it. More than half the guests at the ball
came from the quarter beyond the river, and were owners or oc-
cupiers of wooden houses in that district. They rushed to the
windows, pulled back the curtains in a flash, and tore down the
blinds. The riverside was in flames. The fire, it is true, was only
beginning, but it was in flames in three separate places—and
that was what was alarming.

“Arson! The Shpigulin men!” roared the crowd.

I remember some very characteristic exclamations:

“I’ve had a presentiment in my heart that there’d be arson,
Pve had a presentiment of it these last few days!”

“The Shpigulin men, the Shpigulin men, no one else!”

*“We were all lured here on purpose to set fire to it!”

This last most amazing exclamation came from a woman;
it was an unintentional involuntary shrick of a housewife
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whose goods were burning. Every one rushed for the door. I
won’t describe the crush in the vestibule over sorting out
cloaks, shawls, and pelisses, the shrieks of the frightened wo-
men, the weeping of the young ladies. I doubt whether there
was any theft, but it was no wonder that in such disorder some
went away without their wraps because they were unable to
find them, and this grew into a legend with many additions,
long preserved in the town. Lembke and Yulia Mihailovna were
almost crushed by the crowd at the doors.

“Stop, every one! Don’t let anyone out!” yelled Lembke,
stretching out his arms menacingly towards the crowding
people. “Every one without exception to be strictly searched
at once!”

A storm of violent oaths rose from the crowd.

“Andrey Antonovitch! Andrey Antonovitch!” cried Yuliu
Mihailovna in complete despair.

“Arrest her first!” shouted her husband, pointing his finges
at her threateningly. “Search her first! The ball was arranged
with a view to the fire. . . . ”

She screamed and fell into a swoon. (Oh, there was no doubt
of its being a real one.) The general, the prince, and I rushed
to her assistance; there were others, even among the ladies, who
helped us at that difficult moment. We carried the unhappy
woman out of this hell to her carriage, but she only regained
consciousness as she reached the house, and her first utterance
was about Andrey Antonovitch again. With the destruction of
all her fancies, the only thing left in her mind was Andrey
Antonovitch. They sent for a doctor. I remained with her for
a whole hour; the prince did so too. The general, in an access
of generous feeling (though he had been terribly scared),
meant to remain all night “by the bedside of the unhappy
lady,” but within ten minutes he fell asleep in an arm-chair in
the drawing-room while waiting for the doctor, and there we
left him.

The chief of the police, who had hurried from the ball to the
fire, and succeeded in getting Andrey Antonovitch out of the
hall after us, and attempted to put him into Yulia Mihailov-
na’s carriage, trying all he could to persuade his Excellency “ta
seek repose.” But I don’t know why he did not insist. Andrey
Antonovitch, of course, would not hear of repose, and was set
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| on going to the fire; but that was not a sufficient reason. It

ended in his taking him to the fire in his droshky. He told us
| afterwards that Lembke was gesticulating all the way and

“shouting orders that it was impossible to obey owing to their
| unusualness.” Tt was officially reported later on that his Excel-
lency had at that time been in a delirious condition “owing to
a sudden fright.”

There is no need to describe how the ball ended. A few dozen
rowdy fellows, and with them some ladies, remained in the hall.
There were no police present. They would not let the orchestra
g0, and beat the musicians who attempted to leave. By morn-
ing they had pulled all Prohoritch’s stall to pieces, had drunk
themselves senseless, danced the Kamarinsky in its unexpur-
gated form, made the rooms in a shocking mess, and only to-
wards daybreak part of this hopelessly drunken rabble reached
the scene of the fire to make fresh disturbances there. The other
part spent the night in the rooms dead drunk, with disastrous
consequences to the velvet sofas and the floor. Next morning,
at the earliest possibility, they were dragged out by their legs
| into the street. So ended the féte for the benefit of the govern-

gsses of our province.

l v

The fire frightened the inhabitants of the riverside just be-
cause it was evidently a case of arson. It was curious that at
the first cry of “fire” another cry was raised that the Shpigulin
men had done it. It is now well known that three Shpigulin
men really did have a share in setting fire to the town, but that
was all; all the other factory hands were completely acquitted,
not only officially but also by public opinion. Besides those
three rascals (of whom one has been caught and confessed and
the other two have so far escaped), Fedka the convict un-
doubtedly had a hand in the arson. That is all that is known

or certain about the fire till now; but when it comes to con-

jectures it’s a very different matter. What had led these three
rascals to do it? Had they been instigated by anyone? It is very
difficult to answer all these questions even now.

Owing to the strong wind, the fact that the houses at the
viverside were almost all wooden, and that they had been set
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fire to in three places, the fire spread quickly and enveloped the
whole quarter with extraordinary rapidity. (The fire burnt,
however, only at two ends; at the third spot it was extinguish-
ed almost as soon as it began to burn—of which later.) But the
Petersburg and Moscow papers exaggerated our calamity. Not
more than a quarter, roughly speaking, of the riverside district
was burnt down; possibly less indeed. Our fire brigade, though
it was hardly adequate to the size and population of the town,
worked with great promptitude and devotion. But it would not
have been of much avail, even with the zealous co-operation of
the inhabitants, if the wind had not suddenly dropped towards
morning. When an hour after our flight from the ball T made
my way to the riverside, the fire was at its height. A whole
street parallel with the river was in flames. It was as light as
day. I won’t describe the fire; every one in Russia knows what:
it looks like. The bustle and crush was immense in the lanes
adjoining the burning street. The inhabitants, fully expecting
the fire to reach their houses, were hauling out their belong-
ings, but had not yet left their dwellings, and were waiting
meanwhile sitting on their boxes and feather beds under their
windows. Part of the male population were hard at work ruth-
lessly chopping down fences and even whole huts which were
near the fire and on the windward side. None were crying ex-
cept the children, who had been waked out of their sleep,
though the women who had dragged out their chattels were
lamenting in sing-song voices. Those who had not finished their
task were still silent, busily carrying out their goods. Sparks
and embers were carried a long way in all directions. People put:
them out as best they could. Some helped to put the fire out
while others stood about, admiring it. A great fire at night al.
ways has a thrilling and exhilarating effect. This is what ex-
plains the attraction of fireworks. But in that case the artistic
regularity with which the fire is presented and the complete
lack of danger give an impression of lightness and playfulness
like the effect of a glass of champagne. A real conflagration is
a very different matter. Then the horror and a certain sense of
personal danger, together with the exhilarating effect of a fire
at night, produce on the spectator (though of course not in
the householder whose goods are being burnt) a certain con-
cussion of the brain and, as it were, a challenge to those destruc-
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The day dawned at last, gloomy and sullen. The fire was
abating; the wind was followed by a sudden calm, and then a
fine drizzling rain fell. T was by that time in another part, some
distance from where Lembke had fallen, and here 1 overheard
very strange conversations in the crowd. A strange fact had
come to light. On the very outskirts of the quarter, on a piece
of waste land beyond the kitchen gardens, not less than fifty
paces from any other buildings, there stood a little wooden
house which had only lately been built, and this solitary house
had been on fire at the very beginning, almost before any other.
Even had it burnt down, it was so far from other houses that
no other building in the town could have caught fire from it,
and, vice versa, if the whole riverside had been burnt to the
ground, that house might have remained intact, whatever the
wind had been. It followed that it had caught fire separately
and independently and therefore not accidentally. But the chief
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 soon as he
saw it in flames and with the help of his neighbours pulled
apart a pile of faggots which had been heaped up by the side
wall and set fire to. In this way he saved the house. But _there
were lodgers in the house—the captain, who was well known in
the town, his sister, and their elderly servant, and these three

persons—the captain, his sister, and their servant—had been

“murdered and apparently robbed in the night. (It was here that [

“the chief of police had gone while Lembke was rescuing the
feather bed.)

By morning the news had spread and an immense crowd of
all classes, even the riverside people who had been burnt out,
had flocked to the waste land where the new house stood. It
was difficult to get there, so dense was the crowd. I was told at
once that the captain had been found lying dressed on the
bench with his throat cut, and that he must have been dead
drunk when he was killed, so that he had felt nothing, and he
had “bled like a bull”; that his sister Marya Timofeyevna had
been “stabbed all over” with a knife and she was lying on the
floor in the doorway, so that probably she had been awake and
had fought and struggled with the murderer. The servant, who
had also probably been awake, had her skull broken. The owner
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of the house said that the captain had come to see him the morn-
ing before, and that in his drunken bragging he had shown him
a lot of money, as much as two hundred roubles. The captain’s
shabby old green pocket-book was found empty on the floor,
but Marya Timofeyevna’s box had not been touched, 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 had
not run up at the moment the burning faggot stack would cer-
tainly have set fire to the house and “it would have been diffi-
cult to find out from the charred corpses 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, Nikolay 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-
tended to use it as a tavern; but Nikolay 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,
but 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 marry the
young lady. Skvoreshniki was not more than a mile and a half
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 at
once in the crowd at the fire two or three of the rowdy lot I
had seen in the refreshment-room. I particularly remember one
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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““‘Calendars always tell lies,” ” he observed with a polite
smile, but, a little ashamed, he made haste to add: “It’s dull to
live by the calendar, Liza.”

And he relapsed into silence, vexed at the ineptitude of the
second sentence. Liza gave a wry smile.

“You are in such a melancholy mood that you cannot even
find words to speak to me. But you need not trouble, there’s a
point in what you said. I always live by the calendar. Every
step I take is regulated by the calendar. Does that surprise
you?”

She turned quickly from the window and sat down in a low
chair.

“You sit down, too, please. We haven’t long to be together
and I want to say anything I like. . . . Why shouldn’t you,
too, say anything you like?”

Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch sat beside her and softly, almost
timidly took her hand.

“What’s the meaning of this tone, Liza? Where has it sud-
denly sprung from? What do you mean by ‘we haven’t long to
be together’? That’s the second mysterious phrase since you
waked, half an hour ago.” -

“You are beginning to reckon up my mysterious phrases?”
she laughed. “Do you remember I told you I 'was a dead woman
when I came in yesterday? That you thought fit to forget. Te
forget or not to notice.”

“I don’t remember, Liza. Why dead? You must live.”

“And is that all? You’ve quite lost your flow of words. I've
lived my hour and that’s enough. Do you remember Christo-
pher Ivanovitch?”

“No I don’t,” he answered, frowning.

“Christopher Ivanovitch at Lausanne? He bored you dread-
fully. He always used to open the door and say, ‘I've come for
one minute,” and then stay the whole day. I don’t want to be
like Christopher Ivanovitch and stay the whole day.”

A look of pain came into his face.

“Liza, it grieves me, this unnatural language. This affecta-
tion must hurt you, too. What’s it for? What’s the object of

| ie?”

His eyes glowed.
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Liza,” he cried, “T swear I love you now more than vest
day when you came to me!” v

“What a strange declaration! Why bring in yesterday and
to-day and these comparisons?”

You won’t leave me,” he went on, almost with despair; “we

ng 80 away together, to-day, won’t we? Won’t we?”
Aie, dont squeeze my hand so painfully! Where could we
80 together to-day? To ‘rise again’ somewhere? No, we’ve made
experiments enough . . . and it’s too slow for me: and I am
not fit for it; it’s too exalted for me. If we are to g,o let it be
to Moscow, to pay visits and entertain—that’s my i,deal you
know_; even in Switzerland I didn’t disguise from you w’hat I
was like. As we can’t go to Moscow and pay visits since you
are married, it’s no use talking of that.” d

“Liza! What happened yesterday!”

“What happened is over!”

“That’s impossible! That’s cruel!”

::\What if it is cruel? You must bear it if it is cruel.”

You are avenging yourself on me for yesterday’s caprice,”
he muttered with an angry smile. Liza flushed. ,

“What a mean thought!”

“Why then did you bestow on me .
Have I the right to know?”

“No, you must manage without rights; don’t aggravate the
meanness of your supposition by stupidity. You are not luck
to-day. By the way, :
ion and that you will be blamed for this ‘great happiness’? If "
Fhat’s it, for God’s sake don’t alarm yourself. It’s not your 'do- '
ing at all and you are not responsible to anyone. When I opened
your door yesterday, you didn’t even know who was coming
;r;.t}lf was s1rr1'pl¥ my caplrice, as you expressed it just now, and
1othing more! You ¢ ‘ i
triumpiantlyz” an look every one in the face boldly and

“Your words, that laugh, have been making me feel cold
with horror for the last hoyr. That ‘happiness’ of which you |
speak frantically is worth . . . everything to me, How ca);l I

-+ 50 great a happiness?

you surely can’t be afraid of public opin- |

lose. you now? I swear I loved you less yesterday. Why are you
taking everything from me to-day? Do you know what it has
cost me, this new hope? I’ve paid for it with life.”

“Your own life or another’s?”
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t uickly. _ ‘

EIVeV}ngt lcllf)e:1 thatymean?” he brought out, looking at het
Stei%‘lllzx;e you paid for it with your life or (;vith rr:ii.ne?;? wr}il:;

f understanding?” ¢
. Or have you lost all power o

iizea?lushing. “Why did you start up so .sudclenly?‘J W}Ly d-o
ou stare at me with such a look? You frighten me: N4 ai:l li
?’c you are afraid of a1l the time? I noticed some time ago tha

i hi inute . . . Good
you were afraid and you are now, this very mi
‘,’
heavens, how pale you are! ’ e
i i T4 eries AT
“If you know anything, Liza, I swear 1 don

wasn’t talking of zhat just now when 1 said that T had paid for

it with life. . . .7~ . :
e ?‘,i dolll’t understand you,” she brought out, faltering appre

ively. 152
herxlt‘leasyt a slow brooding smile came on to his lips. He .slo;vly
sat down, put his elbows on his knees, and covered his face

Wi?&h{;gaﬁ;m and delirium. . . « We were talking of two

i t things.” §
dlff%re(ilon’t kﬁow what you were talking about. . . . Do1 you
mean to say you did not know yesterday that I sho_uld eave
you to-day, did you know or not? Don’t tell a lie, did you or
not?” o
<1 did,” he said sottly.
"{W::ll then, what would you have? You knew and z’et you
accepted ‘that moment’ for yourself. Aren’t we quitss
«Tell me the whole truth,” he cried in intense dlstreslsf.
“When you opened my door yesterday, did you know yourse
that it was only for onehh(})lur?’:i
looked at him with hautred. :
i}fl{eea?{)yethe most sensible person can ask most :{ma?ﬁlg
questions.’And why are you so uneasy? Can it be .vanlllty?t St
. a woman should leave you first instead gf your leaving .er}'l. 0
you know, Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch, since I’ve been W.lt’ yov.;
\ T've discovered that you are very generous to me, and it’s jus
I can’t endure from you.”
thgifle ;‘)rt1 up from his seat and took a few steps about the

roOoIm.
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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
how it all began, that’s the solution.”

“No.”

“There is nothing in it to fret your vanity. It is all the ab-
solute truth. It began with a fine moment which was too 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. T understood that it was for my sake, for me, mad
as I was, that you ran away. You see how I appreciate your
generosity. Then Pyotr Stepanovitch skipped up to me and
explained it all to me at once. He revealed to me that you were
dominated by a ‘great idea,” before which he and I were as
nothing, but yet that I was a stumbling-block in your path. He
brought himself in, he insisted 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 song. I compli-
mented him and told him he was a poet, which he swallowed as
the real thing. And as apart from him I had known long before
that T had not the strength to do anything for long, I made up
my mind on the spot. Well, that’s all and quite enough, and
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 fascinated 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 despise 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
enough. I am no good for anything and you are no good for
anything; it’s as bad for both of us, so let’s comfort ourselves
with that. Anyway, it eases our vanity.”
“Dream and delirium,” cried Stavrogin, wringing his hands,

e B e e s
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and pacing about the room. “Liza, poor child, what have you
done to yourself?”

“Tye burnt myself 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’t you understand what a ludicrous position you put
yourself in in the eyes of the world by asking such questions?”’

“Why have you ruined yourself, so grotesquely and so stu-
pidly, and what’s to be done now?”

“And this is Stavrogin, ‘the vampire Stavrogin,” as you are
called by a lady here who is in love with you! Listen! I have
told you already, I've put all my life into one hour 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; 1 give you my solemn word, not one hour
more than you!”

He was still walking up and down and did not see the rapid
penetrating glance she turned upon him, in which there seemed
a dawning hope. But the light died away at the same moment.

“If you knew what it costs me that T can’t be sincere at this
moment, Liza, if T could only tell you . . .7

«Tell me? You want to tell me something, to me? God
save me from your secrets!” she broke in almost in terror.

He stopped and waited uneasily.

T ought to confess that ever since those days in Switzerland
' 1 have had a strong feeling that you have something awful,
' Joathsome, some bloodshed on your conscience . . . and yet
| something that would make you look very ridiculous. Beware

of telling me, if it’s true: [ shall laugh you to scorn. 1 shall
laugh at you for the rest of your life. . . . Aie, you are turn-
“ing pale again? 1 won't, wor’t, VIl go at once.” She jumped
up from her chair with a movement of disgust and contempt.

“Torture me, punish me, vent your spite on me,” he cried

in despair. ““You have the full right. T knew I did not love

[}

you 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 last
hope. . . . I could not resist the radiance that flooded my heart
when you came to me yesterday, of yourself, alone, of your
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?t“;rtli ﬁfz’c’:ord. I suddenly believed. . . . Perhaps I have faith in

“I will repay such noble frankness by being as frank. I don’t

want to be a Sister of Mercy for you. Perhaps 1 re 7
beco.me a nurse unless I happen appropriatelyp to di: 12;-:1!;3}'
but if T do I won’t be your nurse, though, of course, you neZci
one as much as any crippled creature. I always fancied that you
would take me to some place where there was a huge Wicir{ed
spider, ‘blg as a man, and we should spend our lives looking at it
and being afraid of it. That’s how our love would spend %tself
A;:?eal to Dashenka; she will go with you anywhere you like n
uI(Jlan’tl'yolu help t{ﬁnking of her even now?” . :
oor little spaniel! Give her my greeti
that even in Switzerland you had ﬁ)Z’edg on hrelf sf.olrj}(f)f)fl:}:ﬁdkno“;
What prudence! What foresight! Aie, who’s that?” i

At the farther end of the room a door opened a crack; a head
was thrust in and vanished again hurriedly. o

uIs th.at’ you, Alexey Yegorytch?” asked Stavrogin.

_No{,{ it’s only L” Pyotr Stepanovitch thrust himself half in
again. “How do you do, Lizaveta Nikolaevna? Good mornin
anyway. I guessed I should find you both in this room. I hafe,
come for one moment literally, Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch. I was
anxious to have a couple of words with you at all costs
absSolutd,y necessary . . . only a few words!” :
thirga:trfpg.m moved towards him but turned back to Liza at the

“If you he hi i i
i }ffor o ar anything directly, Liza, let me tell youI am to

Sh oL
Wemeoilt:.rted and looked at him in dismay; but he hurriedly

IT

The room from which Pyotr Stepanovitci: »2d peeped in was
a large oval vestibule. Alexey Yegorytch had ocon sitting there
before Pyotr Stepanovitch came in but the tter serigt hi
away. Stavrogin closed the door aftzr him and s\to/(;d expect:tnr;1

Pyotr St i idly - i
yo \;V eug?’anowtch looked rapidiy -ad searchingly at him.
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“If you know already,” said Pyotr Stepanovitch hurriedly,
his eyes looking as though they would dive into Stavrogin’s
soul, “then, of course, we are none of us to blame, above all not
you, for it’s such a concatenation . . . sucha coincidence of
events . . . in brief, you can’t be legally implicated and T’ve
rushed here to tell you so beforehand.”

“Have they been burnt? murdered?”

«“Murdered but not burnt, that’s the trouble, but I give you
my word of honour that it’s not been my fault, however much
you may suspect me, ch? Do you want the whole truth: you
cee the idea really did cross my mind—you hinted it yourself,
not seriously, but teasing me (for, of course, you would not
hint it seriously), but I couldn’t bring myself to it, and
wouldn’t bring myself to it for anything, not for a hundred
coubles—and what was there to be gained by it, I mean for
me, for me. . . . ~ (He was in desperate 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 roubles of my own money (do you heas,
my own money, there wasn’t a rouble of yours and, what’s
more, you know it yourself) the day before yesterday, in the
evening—do you hear, not yesterday after the matinée, but the
day before yesterday, make 2 note of it: it’s a very important
coincidence for I did not know for certain at that time whether
Lizaveta Nikolaevna would come to you or not; I gave my
own money simply because you distinguished yourself by
taking it into your head to betray your secret to every one.
Well, I won’t go into that . . . that’s your affair . . . your
chivalry . . . but I must own 1 was amazed, it was a knock-
down blow. And forasmuch as I was exceeding weary of these
tragic stories—and let me tell you, I tallk seriously though 1
do use Biblical language—as it was all upsetting my plans in
fact, I made up my mind at any cost, and without your know-
ledge, to pack the Lebyadkins off to Petersburg, especially as he
was set on going himself. T made one mistake: 1 gave the money

in your name; was it a mistake or not? Perhaps it wasn’t 2
mistake, eh? Listen now, listen how it has all turned
OUBI T

In the heat of his talk he went close up to Stavrogin and
took hold of the revers of his coat (really, it may have been on
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5}‘:;‘1;(1)-8:1) With a violent movement Stavrogin struck him on
“Come, what isit . . . giveover . . . you’

. what matters is the way things hazl/e tgrtr’ll;:?koﬁy’?r}rz
rattled on, not in the least surprised at the blow. “I forke,d out
the money in the evening on condition his sister and he should
set qff early next morning; I trusted that rascal Liputin with
the job of getting them into the train and seeing them off. But
that')clibeast Liputin wanted to play his schoolboy pranks s tﬁe
f}‘:e 1c£’—;;frhaps you heard? At the matinée? Listen, listen:
Lipitin?st. i eg(r)itgg(il(‘iugkt,) n:lsilge up verses of which half are

H ebyadkin out 1 - 1
meanv&(hile that he had };)acked }tlirrinozf‘fdé‘ﬁ?t i;’liian?f urllggtmhe
k}elpt him shut somewhere in a back room, till he thruft’ hiﬁn 0§
1t e p(iatform at the matinée. But Lebyadkin got drunk quick-
0}; au:1 2 C;ui)g)lectt};adly. Thix} car}:'le the scandalous scene you know

f, an ey got him home more dead i
Ll}futln filched away the two hundred roublzza?eaa\}ge’ ﬁﬁg
paly §mall change.. But it appears unluckily that alreadfr that
xc:'éoilrilsmpgocli{eliyafkm gadf takendthat two hundred roubles out
et, boasted of it and shown it in undesi -
iclerj. And as that was just what Fedka was expectirigaiedqal;aﬁe
a heard something at Kirillov’s (do you remember, your
hint?) he made up his mind to take advantage of it. Tha’t’sy the
whole truth. I am glad, anyway, that Fedka did not find the
money, the rascal was reckoning on a thousand, you know! He
Kas 1rllfa hurry and seems to have been frightened by the. fire
dm{)se £ Would.you believe it, that fire came as a thu-
er‘olt fo_r me. Devil only knows what to make of it! It i
taking things into their own hands. . . . You see as 1 e);s
pect so mugh of you I will hide nothing from you:’ T've lon-
been hatching this idea of a fire because it suits the nationagl
and popular taste; but I was keeping it for a critical moment
for that precious time when we should all rise up and ’
And they s'uddenly took it into their heads to do it, on t.h;eil.'
own initiative, without orders, now at the very moment when
we ought to be l.ying low and keeping quiet! Such presumption!
. . . The fact is, I've not got to the bottom of it yet thep
talk about two Shpigulin men . . . but if there are an };
our fellows in it, if any one of them has had a hand in ity—(s)o

%
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much the worse for him! You see what comes of letting people
get ever so little out of hand! No, this democratic rabble, with
its quintets, is a poor foundation; what we want is one mag-
nificent, despotic will, like an idol, resting on something fun-

!

vdamenral and external. . . ._Then 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
fire 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 out! 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 also. For you didn’t want it done, did you? There’s
no clue, nothing but the coincidence. . . . The only thing is
Fedka may remember what you said that night at Kirillov’s
(and what made you say it?) but that proves nothing and we
shall stop Fedka’s mouth. I shall stop it to-day. . . .”

“And weren’t the bodies burnt at all?”

“Not a bit; that ruffian could not manage anything prop-
erly. But I am glad, anyway, that you are so calm . . . for
though you are not in any way to blame, even in thought, but
all the same. . . . And you must admit that all this settles
your difficulties capitally: you are suddenly free and a widower
and can marry a charming girl this minute with a lot of
money, who is already yours, into the bargain. See what can be
done by a crude, simple, coincidence—eh?”

“Are you threatening me, you fool?”

“Come, leave off, leave off! Here you are, calling me a fool,

i and what a tone to use! You ought to be glad, yet you . . . I

rushed here on purpose to let you know in good time. . .

i Besides, how could I threaten you? As if I cared for what I

could get by threats! I want you to 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
Nikolaevitch. . . . And only fancy, as I flew here in a racing
droshky I saw Mavriky Nikolaevitch by the fence at the farth-
est corner of your garden . .. in his greatcoat, drenched
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through, he must ha itti i s
goi?gs on! How mad p‘;i)plf:eélarflgzlr}’g ESoTate b

“I;/Iavriky Nikolaevitch? Is that trues”

es, yes. He is sitting by the gar

hundred paces from here:gI t?i]ink. % rr(;laege flellalscte(; tf)bo:sts thh'ree
[li)}zit ’he saw me. Didn’t you know? In that case I aﬁq gla(l:lmf
tllmill l; nforget. ;(il teﬂ you. A man like that is more dangerous
i thyon.e }i eh appens to have a revolver about him, and
i ea r;llg t, the sleet, or natural irritability—for after all
il ther:;i position, ha ha! What do you think? Why is he

“He is waiting for Lizaveta Nik 2

“Well! Why should she go out tglal‘fi‘rfrrll?’f{)rfldcourse.
rain too . . . what a fool!” b

::She Is just going out to him!”

.E‘h! That’s a piece of news! So then . . . But listen, he
position is completely changed now. What does she want ’witlx
Mavriky now? You are free, a widower, and can marr he:
to-morrow. She doesn’t know yet—leave it to me and I%,l ars

range it all for vou. : 5 : !
i you. Where is she? We must relieve her mind

“Relieve her mind?”
“Rather! Let’s go.”
ce
A A;:’d dgdys(>u suppose she won’t guess what those dead bodies
an?” said Stavrogi 1 i i i
el 8in, screwing up his eyes n a peculiar way.
% ¢ won't,” said Pyotr Stepanovitch with all the
confidence of a perfect simpleton, “for legally . . . Ech, what
ahrna{l you are! What if she did guess? Women are so cle,ver at
3, uttm'g their eyes to such things, you don’t understand
omen! Apart from it’s being altogether to her interest to
}rlnarry you now, because there’s no denying she’s disgraced
erself; apart from that, I talked to her of ‘the boat’
il : ; of ‘the boeat’ and T
o - one could affect her by it, so that shows you what
3
; edgg dlS mat_ie of. DonF be uneasy, she will step over those
cad bodies without turning a hair—especially as you are not

. in such

to blapqe for them; not in the least, are you? She will only kee
t.hern In reserve to use them against you when you’ve beenyrnarIf
ried two or three years. Every woman saves up something of
the sort out of her husband’s past when she gets married gbut
» what may not happen in 2 year? Ha ha!”

by that time . .

e o ———
i
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much the worse for him! You see what comes of letting people

get ever so little out of hand! No, this democratic rabble, with

its quintets, is a_poor foundation; what we want is one mag-
nificent, despotic will, like an idol, resting on something fun-

damental and external. . . . Then 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
fire 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 out! 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 also. For you didn’t want it done, did you? There’s
no clue, nothing but the coincidence. . . . The only thing is
Fedka may remember what you said that night at Kirillov’s
(and what made you say it?) but that proves nothing and we
shall stop Fedka’s mouth. I shall stop it to-day. . . .”

“And weren’t the bodies burnt at all?”

“Not a bit; that ruffian could not manage anything prop-
erly. But I am glad, anyway, that you are so calm . . . for
though you are not in any way to blame, even in thought, but
all the same. . . . And you must admit that all this settles
your difficulties capitally: you are suddenly free and a widower
and can marry a charming girl this minute with a lot of
money, who is already yours, into the bargain. See what can be
done by a crude, simple, coincidence—eh?”

“Are you threatening me, you fool?”

“Come, leave off, leave off! Here you are, calling me a fool,

i and what a tone to use! You ought to be glad, yet you . . . I

rushed here on purpose to let you know in good time. . . .

i Besides, how could I threaten you? As if I cared for what I

could get by threats! I want you to 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
Nikolaevitch. . . . And only fancy, as I flew here in a racing
droshky T saw Mavriky Nikolaevitch by the fence at the farth-
est corner of your garden . .. in his greatcoat, drenched

A ROMANCE ENDED
through, he must have been sitt] i it
goings on! How mad people carfllt)t;!n’ 3 e e R
::¥avriky Nikolaevitch? Is that true?”
es, yes. He is sitting by the garden fence.
hundred paces from here, T t}ilink. % made h?s?e E/zbg;sts t}?i;ie
b}lt ’he saw me. Didn’t you know? In that case I am glad I
didn’t forget to tell you. A man like that is more danéerous
than anyone if he happens to have a revolver about him, and
lihe.n Fhe mght, t}.le. sleet, or natural irritability—for after all
Siitliil ;nt?lexsgi position, ha ha! What do you think? Why is he

“He is waiting for Lizaveta Nikolaevna &

“Well! Why should she g0 out to him?’jgidco.ufse. in such
rain too . . . what a fool!” '

"S}}e is just going out to him!”

‘fE'h! That’s a piece of news! So then . . . But listen her
position is completely changed now. What does she want ’VVith
Mavriky now? You are free, a widower, and can marry her
to-morrow. She doesn’t know yet—leave it to me and I’ll ar-

iang’,e it all for you. Where is she? We must relieve her mind
00.

“Relieve her mind?”

“Rather! Let’s go.”

e
E A;Ld df)dyou suppose she won’t guess what those dead bodies

an?” sai Stavrogin, screwing up his eyes in a peculiar way.

Of course she won’t,” said Pyotr Stepanovitch with all the
confidence of a perfect simpleton, “for legally . . . Ech. what
a man you are! What if she did guess? Women are so cleyver at
shutting their eyes to such things, you don’t understand
women! Apart from it’s being altogether to her interest to
marry you now, because there’s no denying she’s disgraced
herself; apart from that, T talked to her of ‘the boat’ganZl I
saw t.hat. one could affect her by it, so that shows you what
the girl is made of. Don’t be uneasy, she will step over those
dead bodies without turning a hair—especially as you are not
to bla{ne for them; not in the least, are you? She will only kee
them In reserve to use them against you when you’ve been marIj
ried two or three years. Every woman saves up something of
the sort out of her husband’s past when she gets married, but
by that time . . . what may not happen in a year? Ha ha!”

e A ——
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“If you've come in a racing droshky, take her to Mavriky
Nikolaevitch now. She said 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 h:itve come
about?” said Pyotr Stepanovitch, staring 'stupidly at hlm;

“She’s guessed somehow during this night that T don’t love
her . . . which she knew all along, indeed.” ' .

“But don’t you love her?” said Pyotr Stepan}ovmch, with an
expression of extreme surprise. “If so, why d1d. you keep'her
when she came to you yesterday, instead of telling her plainly
like an honourable man that you didn’t care for her? That was
horribly shabby on your part; and how mean you make me
look in her eyes!”

Stavrogin suddenly laughed. ;

I am laughing at my monkey,” he explame_d at once.

“Ah! You saw that I was putting it on!” cried Pyotr Stepa-
novitch, laughing too, with great enjoyment. «I did it to amuse
you! Only fancy, as soon as you came out to me 1 guessed from
your face that you'd been ‘unlucky.” A C(_)mplete fiasco, per-
haps. Eh? There! T’ll bet anything,” he cried, almost gasping
with delight, “that you’ve been sitting 51de_by s1c.1e in Fhe draw-
ing-room all night wasting your precious time discussing some-
thing lofty and elevated . . . There, forgivs me, forgive me(i
it’s not my business. I felt sure yesterday that it would all en
in foolishness. I brought her to you simply to amuse you, and
to show you that you wouldn’t have a dull time with me. 1
shall be of use to you a hundred times in that way. I always
like pleasing people. If you don’t want her now, which was
what I was reckoning on when I came, then . . . -

“So you brought her simply for my amusement?

“Why, what else?”

“Not to make me kill my wife?” '

“Come. You've not killed her? What a tragic fellow you
are!” :

“It’s just the same; you killed her.’ e

«T didn’t kill her! T tell you I had no hand init. - .. You
are beginning to make me uneasy, though. . . .

“Go on. You said, ‘if you don’t want her now, the_n .

“Then, leave it to me, of course. I can quite easily marry
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her off to Mavriky Nikolaevitch, though I didn’t make him
sit down by the fence. Don’t take that notion into your head.
I am afraid of him, now. You talk about my droshky, but I
simply dashed by. . . . What if he has a revolver? It’s a good
thing I brought mine. Here it is.” He brought a revolver out
of his pocket, showed it, and hid it again at once. “I took it as
I was coming such a long way. . . . But I'll arrange all that
for you in a twinkling: her little heart is aching at this mo-
ment for Mavriky; it should be, anyway. . . . And, do you
know, I am really rather sorry for her? If I take her to Mav-
riky she will begin about you directly; she will praise you to
him and abuse him to his face. You know the heart of a wom-
an! There you are, laughing again! I am awfully glad that you
are so cheerful now. Come, let’s go. I’ll begin with Mavriky
right away, and about them . . . those who’ve been murdered
. . . hadn’t we better keep quiet now? She’ll hear later on,
anyway.”’

“What will she hear? Who’s been murdered? What were
you saying about Mavriky Nikolaevitch?” said Liza, suddenly
opening the door.

“Ah! You’ve been listening?”

“What were you saying just now about Mavriky Nikolae-
vitch? Has he been murdered?”

“Ah! Then you didn’t hear? Don’t distress yourself. Mav-
riky Nikolaevitch is alive and well, and you can satisfy your-
self of it in an instant, for he is here by the wayside, by the

garden fence . . . and I believe he’s been sitting there all
night. He is drenched through in his greatcoat! He saw me as
I drove past.”

“That’s not true. You said ‘murdered.” . . . Who’s beer:
murdered?”” she insisted with agonising mistrust.

“The only people who have been murdered are my wife, her
brother Lebyadkin, and their servant,” Stavrogin brought out
firmly.

Liza trembled and turned terribly pale.

“A strange brutal outrage, Lizaveta Nikolaevna. A stupid
case of robbery,” Pyotr Stepanovitch rattled off at once.
“Simply robbery, under cover of the fire. The crime was com-
mitted by Fedka the convict, and it was all that fool Lebyad-
kin’s fault for showing every one his money. . . . I rushed
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here with the news . . . it fell on me l.1ke a thundeébl(? bt
Stavrogin could hardly staﬁd when T told hlm.t?Ze were delib-

i hether to tell you at once or not? e
em‘fﬁigkcl;llf; V"\Ifsyevolodovitc}}lr, is he telling the truth?” Liza
articulated f?i?tly.

“No; it’s false.”

"Ilja?s’e;f’ssaid Pyotr Stepanovitch, starting. “What do you

by that?”
mef?Iea}\’/ens! T shall go mad!” cried Liza. _ <

“Do you understand, anyway, "chat he 1s“mad now.h‘ qu;r
Stepanovitch cried at the top of his voice. After all, 13\‘37}11 e
has just been murdered. You see how white he’ 84 s05 3 '21”
he has been with you the whole n}ilght_;”He hasn’t left your side

i : W can you suspect him?
i 133;3;11551ai{(\)fsyevol(})’dovitcﬁ, tell.me, as before God, are Ko.u
guilty or not, and I swear I'll believe your word as thoug 1;
were God’s, and I’ll follow you to the end of the earth. Yes,

ill. T° w you like a dog.” -
WII‘E.‘J;}i;fZiO YO}IIJ, tormentinz her, you fanias.tic creatmjﬁ?
cried Pyotr Stepanovitch in exasperation. “Lizaveta N{ }(zw
lacvna, upon my oath, you can crush me into powder, (S_)u}: e
is not guilty. On the contrary, it has c.rushed him, an | he is
raving, you see that. He is not to bla,me in any way, not }r{);ny
way, not even in thought! . .- I all the work of robbets
who will probably be found within a week and ﬂqgged. S
It’s all the work of Fedka the convict, and some Shplg}’lhn men,
all the town is agog with it. That’s why I'say so too. 2

“Is that right? Is that right?” Liza waited trembling for her
ﬁn‘%ll ideir(litelilocte‘kill them, and T was against it, but I knew they
were going to be killed and I did not stop the murderer.s. Leaﬁ(:
me, Liza,” Stavrogin brought out, and he walked into the

-room.

draij[zlgghiiE) (iler face in her hands and walked out of the hoqse.
Iyotr Stepanovitch was rushing after her, but at once hurried
back and went into the drawing-room.. : '

“So that’s your line? That’s your line? So there’s nothing
you are afraid of?”” He flew at Stavrogin in an absolute fury,
muttering incoherently, scarcely able to find words and foam-
ing 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? So that’s the line you are taking?
Youw’ll inform against all of us, and go to a monastery your-
self, or to the devil. . . . But I'll do for you, though you are
not afraid of me!”

“Ah! That’s you chattering!” said Stavrogin, noticing him
at last. “Run,” he said, coming 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 .
Yegorytch!”

“Stay, don’t shout! By now she is in Mavriky’s arms. . . .
Mavriky won’t put her into your carriage. . . . Stay! There’s
something 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 a2 man can
get into!” said Pyotr Stepanovitch, shaking with rage. “Yes,
really, you ought to be killed! She ought simply to spit at you!
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 t@
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 . . .”

“T am a buffoen, but I don’t want you, my better half, to
be"oneT Do You understand me?”

_Stavrogin did understand, though perhaps no one else did.
Shatov, for instance, was astonished when Stavrogin told him
that Pyotr Stepanovitch had enthusiasm.

“Go to the devil now, and to-morrow perhaps I may wring
something ‘out of myself. Come to-merrow.”

“Yes? Yes?”

.« Alexey Yegorytch! Alexey

—
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But, hang it; it’s no consequence! You’ll see, Mavriky N:1 o ae,:;
vitch will make you an. offer before you get home. He doesn
see“fci(!:ti)on’t let him see us!” Liza cried suddenly, like a me}xld
creature. “Come away, come away! To the woods, to the
fields!” i
ran back. oy
élili(iasvheeta Nikolaevna, this is such cowardice, ’crled l?yoti
Stepanovitch, running after her. “And why don ht yox; vs(aﬁt
him to see you? On the contrary, you must loo.k mg s ra;girﬂt
in the face, with pride. . . . If it’s some feeling about #h -
. some maidenly . . . that’s such a prejudice, so out o>
date. . . . But where are you going? Where.av;'e you4g1‘{omg.
Ech! she is running! Better go back to Stavr?gln s and take rr}lly
droshky. . . . Where aredyou 'going?”Thats the way to the
! re! She’s fallen down! . . . . .
ﬁellii{se. srgiprd. Liza was flying along like.a bird, nolt c%ns%i?tls
where she was going, and Pyotr Stepanovitch was a ri:]a yd ; 1}]’
paces behind her. She stumbled over a mound of eart 4ndd bel
down. At the same moment there was Fhe smlmd of.a 'ileulhe
shout from behind. It came from Mavriky Nl.kolaewtc , who
had seen her flight and her fall, and ‘was running to her acsross
the field. In a flash Pyotr Stepanovitch -had r§t1red 11'1111:0 ta-
vrogin’s gateway to make haste and get into hls dros.bl y.l
Mavriky Nikolaevitch was already standing in terrible a a}t;m
by Liza, who had risen to her feet;.he was ber.ndmg .obvler er
and holding her hands in both of his. All -the incredible sur-
roundings of this meeting overwhelmed him, and teari1 vi]erg
rolling down his cheeks. He saw the woman for whom he ah
such reverent devotion running mad!y across the fields, aht suc
an hour, in such weather, with nothing over her dress, the gay
dress she wore the day before now crumpled and muddy from
her fall. . . . He could not uttera wo‘rd; he took off his great-
coat, and with trembling hands put it around her sh(l)]uld]e.rs.
Suddenly he uttered a cry, feeling that she had pressed her lips
F 'l‘llldsiz}:igdhe cried, “I am no good for anything, but don’t
i ay from you!” )
dn‘Y(e)}Teni‘:;V Iilet us rr}:ake haste away from here. D?(n t le?.lw{fe
ne!” and, seizing his hand, she drew him after her. “Mavriky
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Nikolaevitch,” she suddenly dropped her voice timidly, “T kept

a bold face there all the time, but now I am afraid of death.

I shall die soon, very soon, but I am afraid, I am afraid to die
.” she whispered, pressing his hand tight,

“Ob, if there were some one,” he looked round in despair.
“Some passer-by! You will get your feet wet, you . . . will
lose your reason!”

“It’s all right; it’s all right,” she tried to reassure him.
“That’s right. I am not so frightened with you. Hold my hand,
lead me. . . . Where are we going now? Home? No! T want
first to see the people who have been murdered. His wife has
been murdered they say, and he says he killed her himself. But
that’s not true, is it? I want to see for myself those threc
who’ve been killed . . . on my account . . . it’s because of
them his love for me has grown cold since last night. . . . |
shall see and find out everything. Make haste, make haste, 1
know the house . . . there’s a fire there. . . . Mavriky Niko-
laevitch, my dear one, don’t forgive me in my shame! Why
forgive me? Why are you crying? Give me a blow and kill me
here in the field, like 2 dog!”

“No one is your judge now,” Mavriky Nikolaevitch pro-
nounced firmly. “God forgive you. I least of all can be youtr
judge.”

But it would be strange to describe their conversation. And
meanwhile they walked hand in hand quickly, hurrying as
though they were crazy. They were going straight towards the

fire. Mavriky Nikolaevitch still had hopes of meeting a cart at
least, but no one came that way. A mist of fine, drizzling rain
enveloped the whole country, swallowing up every ray of light,
every gleam of colour, and transforming everything into one
smoky, leaden, indistinguishable mass, It had long been day-
light, yet it seemed as though it were still night. And suddenly
in this cold foggy mist there appeared coming towards them a
strange and absurd figure. Picturing it now I think T should
not have believed my eyes if I had been in Lizaveta Nikolacy-
na’s place, yet she uttered a cry of joy, and recognised the ap-
proaching figure at once. It was Stepan Trofimovitch. How he
had gone off, how the insane, impracticable idea of his flight
came to be carried out, of that later. T will only mention thas
he was in a fever that morning, yet even illness did not pre-

—
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vent his starting. He was walking resolutely on the fiamp
I ground. Tt was evident that he had planned .the enterprise to
| the best of his ability, alone with his inexperience and lack of
| practical sense. He wore “travelling dress,” Fhat is, a greatcoat
 with a wide patent-leather belt, fastened with a buckle, and a
]pair of new high boots pulled over his trousers. .Prob.ably be
"had for some time past pictured a traveller as.lo'okmg hke. this,
“and the belt and the high boots with the shining tops like a
hussar’s, in which he could hardly walk, had been ready some
( time before. A broad-brimmed hat, a knitted scarf, twisted
' close round his neck, a stick in his right hand_, and an exceed-
ingly small but extremely tighFIy p:f.cked bag in %ns left, com-
| pleted his get-up. He had, besides, in the same right hand,' ;Ln
| open umbrella. These three objects—the umbrella, the stick,
| and the bag—had been very awkward to carry for the first
\ mile, and had begun to be heavy by the se§ond. ‘ L
£ Seun in really be you?” cried Liza, looking at him with dis-
tressed wonder, after her first rush of instinctive gladness. i
“Lise,” cried Stepan Trofimovitch, rushing to her almost in
delirium too. “Cheére, chére. . . . Can you berut, (Ho o) (B
such a fog? You see the glow of fire. Vous étes malbezfreuse,
n’est-ce pas? 1 see, I see. Don’t tell me, but don’t question me
either. Nous sommes tous malbeureux mais il faut les pardon-
ner tous. Pardonnons, Lise, and let us be free for ever. To be
quit of the world and be completely free. Il faut pardonner,
pardonner, et pardonner!” b
“But why are you kneeling down?
{  “Because, taking leave of the world, I want to take leave
i of all my past in your person!” He wept and raised both he}'
hands to his tear-stained eyes. “I kneel to all tl’lat was beauti-
i ful in my life. I kiss and give thanks! Now I’ve torn mys'e]f
in half; left behind a mad visionary who dreamed of soaring
to the sky. Vingt-deux ans, here. A shattered, frozen old man.
A tutor chez ce marchand, sil existe pourtant ce mar'cbtmd.
. . . But how drenched you are, Lise!” he cried, jumping on
to his feet, feeling that his knees too were soaked by the wet
earth. “And how is it possible . . . you are in such a d'ress
. . and on foot, and in these fields? . . . You are crying!
Vous étes malbeureuse. Bah, 1 did hear somethm'g. .+ . But
where have you come from now?” He asked hurried questions
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with an uneasy air, looking in extreme bewilderment at Mav-
riky Nikolaevitch. “Mais savez-vous Pheure qu’il est?”

“Stepan Trofimovitch, have you heard anything about the
people who've been murdered? . . . Ts it true? Is it true?”

“These people! I saw the glow of their work all night. They
were bound to end in this. . . .” His eyes flashed again. “I am
flecing away from madness, from a delirious dream. I am flee-
ing away to seek for Russia. Existe-t-elle, la Russie? Bah! Clest
vous, cher capitaine! T’ve never doubted that I should meet
you somewhere on some high adventure. . . . But take my
umbrella, and—why must you be on foot? For God’s sake, do
at least take my umbrella, for I shall hire a carriage somewhere
in any case. I am on foot because Stasie (I mean, Nastasya)
would have shouted for the benefit of the whole street if she’d
found out I was going away. So I slipped away as far as pos-
sible incognito. I don’t know; in the Voice they write of there
being brigands everywhere, but I thought surely I shouldn’t
meet a brigand the moment I came out on the road. Chére Lise,
I thought you said something of some one’s being murdered.
Oh, mon Dien! You are ill1”

“Come along, come along!” cried Liza, almost in hysterics,
drawing Mavriky Nikolaevitch after her again. “Wait a min-
ute, Stepan Trofimovitch!” she came back suddenly to him.
“Stay, poor darling, let me sign you with the cross. Perhaps, it

would be better to put you under control, but I'd rather make

the sign of the cross over you. You, too, pray for ‘poor’ Liza—
just a little, don’t bother too much about it. Mavriky Nikolae-
vitch, give that baby back his umbrella. You must give it him.
That’s right. . . . Come, let us g0, let us go!”

They reached the fatal house at the very moment when the
huge crowd, which had gathered round it, had already heard a
good deal of Stavrogin, and of how much it was to his interest
to murder his wife. Yet, I repeat, the immense majority went
on listening without moving or uttering a word, The only
people who were excited were bawling drunkards and excitable
individuals of the same sort as the gesticulatory cabinet-maker.
Every one knew the latter as a man really of mild disposition,
but he was liable on occasion to get excited and to fly off at a
tangent if anything struck him in a certain way. I did not see
Liza and Mavriky Nikolaevitch arrive. Petrified with amaze-
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ment, I first: noticed Liza some distance away in the crowd, and
1 did not at once catch sight of Mavriky Nikolaevitch. I fancy
there was a moment when he fell two or three steps behind
her or was pressed back by the crush. Liza, forcing her way
through the crowd, seeing 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 Stavrogin’s woman!” And on the other side,
“It’s not enough to murder them, she wants to look at them!”
\ll at once I saw an arm raised above her head from behind
' and suddenly brought down upon it. Liza fell to the ground.
. We heard a fearful scream from Mavriky Nikolaevitch as he
| dashed to her assistance 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. Suddenly the crowd parted and a small
space was left empty round Liza’s prostrate figure, and Mav-
riky Nikolaevitch, frantic with grief and covered with blood,
was standing over her, screaming, weeping, and wringing his
hands. T 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 conscious. The cabinet-
maker and three other men in the crowd were seized. These
three still deny having taken any part 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
to explain what happened coherently. I too, as a spectator,
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 scarcely
conscious of what they were doing—drunk and irresponsible.
[ am of that opinion to this day.

CHAPTER IV
THE LAST RESOLUTION
I

HAT mornipg many people saw Pyotr \itepanovitch, All
who saw him remembered that he was in a particularly

excited state. At two o’clock he went to see Gaganov
who had arrived from the country only the day before and,
whose hquse was full of visitors hotly discussing the events of
the previous day. Pyotr Stepanovitch talked more than any-
one and made them listen to him. He was always considered
among us as a “chatterbox of a student with a screw loose.”
b}xt now he talked of Yulia Mihailovna, and in the general ex-
citement the theme was an enthralling one. As one who had
recently been her intimate and confidential friend, he disclosed
many new and unexpected details concerning her; incidentally
(and of course unguardedly) he repeated some of her own
remarks al?out persons known to all in the town, and thereby
plqued. their vanity. He dropped it all in a vague and rambling
way, like a man free from guile driven by his sense of honour
to the painful necessity of clearing up a perfect mountain of
misunderstandings, and so simple-hearted that he hardly knew
where to begin and where to leave off. He let slip in a rather
unguarded way, too, that Yulia Mihailovna knew the whole
secret of Stavrogin and that she had been at the bottom of the
whqle intrigue. She had taken him in too, for he, Pyotr Stepa-
novitch, had also been in love with this unhappy Liza, yet he
had‘ been so hoodwinked that he had almost taken her to Stav-
rogin himself in the carriage. “Yes, yes, it’s all very well for
you to laugh, gentlemen, but if only I’d known, if I'd known
how it would end!” he concluded. To various excited inquiries
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about Stavrogin he bluntly replied that in'hxs. opinion téle }cla;
tastrophe to the Lebyadkins was a pure coincidence, an tI;.
it was all Lebyadkin’s own fault for dlspla.ym.g his moxﬁey. j
explained this particularly well. One of his listeners o served
that it was no good his “pretending”’; that’ ke had eatin an
drunk and almost slept at Yulia Mihailovna’s, yet now he was
the first to blacken her character, and that this was by no
means such a fine thing to do as he supposed. But Pyotr Stepa-
novitch immediately defended himself. i
“I ate and drank there not because I had no money, and }t s
not my fault that T was igvited t?ei‘ef. All}cl)v: me to judge for
how far I need to be grateful for that.
m}f;if general impression was in his favour. “He may b?]fthe'r
absurd, and of course he is a nonsensical f.ellow, yet stlh e is
not responsible for Yu}}ia Migailovna’shfoo’{lshness. On the con-
i ars that he tried to stop her. .
trafi}go:taf“liz o’clock the news suddenly came that Stavroggn,
about whom there was so much talk., l'lad suddenly lelft for
Petersburg by the midday train. This interested .pelcipe im-
mensely; many of them frowned. Pyotr Stepanovitc was-sg
much struck that I was told he turned quite pa.Ie and>,(,:r1e
out strangely, “Why, how could they‘ have let him go? He
hurried away from Gaganov’s forthwith, yet he was seen in
r three other houses. e
tW'(I)*(?Wards dusk he succeeded in getting in to see Yulia %\1/[1;1
hailovna though he had the greatest pains to do so, as ;hel. 3
absolutely refused to see him. I hea{d of this from the lady
herself only three weeks afterwards, just before her c(iiepax.‘t_ﬁre
for Petersburg. She gave me no det.alls, but observe l:mt 3
shudder that “he had on that occasion astounded her eyog
all belief.” T imagine that all he did was to terrify her hy
threatening to charge her with beh‘lg. an a‘cco.mphce lff she
“said anything.” The necessity for this intimidation arose ro}rln
his plans at the moment, of which she, of course, knew lrlloth—
ing; and only later, five days afterwards, she gues-sed why he
had been so doubtful of hef1 reticence and so afraid of a new
urst of indignation on her part.
oug:a‘tlvjzei seveng and eight o’clock, when it was dark, all th’e
five members of the quintet met together at Ensign Erlt:{iils
lodgings in a little crooked house at the end of the town. The
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meeting had been fixed by Pyotr Stepanovitch himself, but he
was unpardonably late, and the members waited over an hour
for him. This Ensign Erkel was that young officer who 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, sisters, in a secluded by-
street and was shortly to leave the town;-a meeting at his
house was less likely to attract notice than anywhere. This
strange boy was distinguished by extreme taciturnity: he was
capable of sitting for a dozen evenings in succession in noisy
company, with the most extraordinary conversation going on
around him, without uttering a word, though he listened with
eXtreme attention, watching the speakers with his childlike
eyes. His face was very pretty and even had a certain look of
cleverness. He did not belong to the quintet; it was supposed
that he had some special job of a purely practical character,
It is known now that he had nothing of the sort 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 lately met. If he had met a monster of iniquity who
had incited him to found a band of brigands on the pretext of
some romantic and socialistic object, and as a test had bidden
him 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 1
feel very sorry for him. 2

“Our fellows” were excited. The events of the previous
night had made a great impression on them, and I fancy they
were in a panic. The simple disorderliness in which they had so
zealously and systematically taken Barc had ended in a way
they had not expected. The fire in the night, the murder of
the Lebyadkins, the savage brutality of the crowd with Liza,
had been a series of surprises which they had not anticipated
in their programme. They hotly accused the hand that had
guided them of despotism and duplicity. In fact, while they
were waiting for Pyotr Stepanovitch they worked each other
ap to such a point that they resolved again to ask him for a
definite explanation, and if he evaded again, as he had done
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* before, to dissolve the quintet and to found instead a new se-
cret society “for the propaganda of ideas” and on their own
initiative on the basis of democracy and equality. Liputin, Shi-
galov, and the authority on the peasantry supported this plan;
Lyamshin said nothing, though he looked approving. Virginsky
hesitated and wanted to hear Pyotr Stepanovitch first. It was
decided to hear Pyotr Stepanovitch, but still he did not come;
such casualness added fuel to the flames. Erkel was absolutely
silent and did nothing but order the tea, which he brought
from his landladies in glasses on a tray, not bringing in the
samovar nor allowing the servant to enter.

Pyotr Stepanovitch did not turn up till half-past eight.
With rapid steps he went up to the circular table before the
sofa round which the company were seated; 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 something hidden;
out with it.”

Liputin began “in the name of all,” and declared in a voice
quivering with resentment “‘that if things were going on like
that they might as well blow their brains out.” Oh, they were
not at all afraid to blow their brains out, they were quite ready
to, in fact, but only to serve the common cause (a general
movement of approbation). So he must be more open with
them so that they might always know beforehand, ‘“‘or else
what would things be coming to?” (Again a stir and some
guttural sounds.) To behave like this 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 lost.” (Exclamations. “Yes, yes.” General ap-
proval.)

“Damn it all, what do you want?”

“What connection is there between the common cause and
the petty intrigues of Mr. Stavrogin?” cried Liputin, boiling
over. “Suppose he is in some mysterious relation to the centre,
if that legendary centre really exists at all, it’s no concern of
ours. And meantime a murder has been committed, the police
have been roused; if they follow the thread they may find
what it starts from.”
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‘If Stavrogin and you are caught, we shall be caught too,”
added the authority on the peasantry. ’

“And to.no good purpose for the common cause,” Virginsky
concluded despondently.

"\W'hat nonsense! The murder is a chance crime; it ‘was
committed by Fedka for the sake of robbery.”

““H’m! Strange coincidence, though,” eaid Liputin wrig-
gling. :

“And if you will have it, it’s all through you.”

“Through us?”

“In the first place, you, Liputin, had a share in the intrigue
yourself ; and the second chief point is, you were ordered to get
Lebyadkin away and given money to do it; and what did you
doi If youwd got him away nothing would have happened.”

But wasn’t it you yourself who suggested the idea that it
WO“:JId be a good thing to set him on to read his verses?”

A?; idea is not a command. The command was to get him
away.

“Command! Rather a queer word. . . . On the contrary
your orders were to delay sending him off.” ‘

“You made a mistake and showed your foolishness and self-
will. The murder was the work of Fedka, and he cartied it
out alope for the sake of robbery. You heard the gossip and be-
lieved it. You were scared. Stavrogin is not such a feol, and
.the proof of that is he left the town at twelve o’clock after an
interview with the vice-governor; if there were anything in it
thiy would not let him go to Petersburg in broad daylight.”

But we are not making out that Mr. Stavrogin comritted
the murder himself,” Liputin rejoined spitefully and wncere-
moniously. “He may have known nothing about it, like me:
and you know very well that I knew nothing about it, thoug};
I am mixed up in it like mutton in a hash.” ’

“Whom are you accusing?” said Pyot 5 o
at him darkly. 5 yotr Stepanovitchy leoking

::Those whose interest it is to burn down towns.”
"You make O\Il-natﬁters worse by wriggling out of it. However,
won't you read this and pass it to the others. s :
: imply as a
of interest?”’ B 4
He pulled out of his pocket Lebyadkin’s anonymous letter
to Lembke and handed it to Liputin. The latter read it, wes
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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 Shiga-
lov.

“It is,” answered Liputin and Tolkatchenko (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 Stepanovitch, taking the letter back. “So it turns out,
gentlemen, that a stray Fedka relieves us quite by chance of a
dangerous man. That’s what chance does sometimes! It’s in-
structive, isn’t it?”

The members exchanged rapid glances.

“And now, gentlemen, it’s my turn to ask questions,’ said
Pyotr Stepanovitch, assuming an air of dignity. “Let me know
what business you had to set fire to the town without permis-
sion.”

“What’s this! We, we set fire to the town? That is laying
the blame on others!” they exclaimed.

“ quite understand that you carried the game too far,”
Pyotr Stepanovitch persisted stubbornly, “but it’s not a mat-
ter of petty scandals with Yulia Mihailovna. I've brought you
here, gentlemen, to explain to you the greatness of the danger
you have so stupidly incurred, which is a menace to much be-
sides yourselves.”

“Excuse me, we, on the contrary, were intending just now
to point out to you the greatness of the despotism and unfair-
ness you have shown in taking such a serious 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 that you set fire to
the town, you and none but you. Gentlemen, don’t tell lies; I
have good evidence. By your rashness you exposed the 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 Shpigulin men to set fire to the
town without the least instruction to do so, and the fire has
taken place.”

“What three? What three of us?”

“The day before yesterday, at three o’clock in the 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
said a word to him, and what I did say was without intention,
simply because he had been flogged that morning. And I
dropped it at once; I saw he was too drunk. If you had not
referred to it I should not have thought of it again. A word
could not set the place on fire.”

“You are like a2 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.

“T 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 this exploit of Liputin’s from
Agafya, Liputin’s servant, whom he had paid from the begin-
ning 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 too theoretically, a picture of Russia
covered with an endless network of knots. Each of these cen-
tres of activity, prosclytising and ramifying endlessly, aims by
Systematicdemrumciation to injure the prestige of local author-

ity, to reduce the villages to confusion, to spread cynicism and
scandals, together with complete disbelief in everything and

_an eagerness for something 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 those
Your words which T tried to remember accurately? Is that the
programme you gave us as the authorised representative of the
central committee, which is to this day utterly unknown to
us and almost like 2 myth?”
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“It’s correct, only you are very tedious.”

“Every one has a right to express himself in his own way.
Giving us to understand that the separate knots of the gen-
eral network already covering Russia number by now several
hundred, and propounding the theory that if every one d9@s
his work successfully, all Russia at a given moment, at a sig-
malls, oo )

“Ah, damn it all, T have enough to do without you!” cried
Pyotr Stepanovitch, twisting in his chair. -

“Very well, I'll cut it short and T’ll end simply by asking if
we’ve seen the disorderly scenes, we've seen the discontent of
the people, we’ve seen 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 Stepanovitch cried
furiously. “While T 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 seized. So there. I
have authentic information.”

At this all were agape with astonishment.

“You will be arrested not only as the instigators of the fire,
but as a quintet. The traitor 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 Stavrogin?” Pyotr Stepanovitch 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 of the society. I must tell you that,
watching him through persons he does not suspect, 1 four}d out
to my amazement that he knows all about the organisation of
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 hesitating up. till now
and I have spared him. Your fire has decided him: he is shaken
and will hesitate no longer. To-morrow we shall be arrested as
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 source
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from which I learnt it or how I discovered it, but I tell you
what T can do for you meanwhile: through one person I can
act on Shatov so that without his suspecting it he will put off
giving information, but not more than for twenty-four hours.”

All were silent.

“We really must send him to the devil!” Tolkatchenko was
the first to exclaim.

“It 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.

Pyotr Stepanovitch at once took up the question and unfold-
ed his plan. The plan was the following day at nightfall to draw
Shatov away to a secluded spot to hand over the secret printing
press which had been in his keeping and was buried there, and
there “to settle things.” He went into various essential details
which we will omit here, and explained minutely Shatov’s pres-
ent ambiguous attitude to the central society, of which the
reader knows already. '

“That’s all very well,” Liputin observed irresolutely, “but
since it will be another adventure . . . of the same sort . . .
it will make too great a sensation.”

“No doubt,” assented Pyotr Stepanovitch, “but Ive pro-
vided against that. We have the means of averting suspicion
completely.”

And with the same minuteness he told them about Kirillov,
of his intention to shoot himself, and of his promise to wait for
a signal from them and to leave a letter behind him taking on
himself anything they dictated to him (all of which the readet
knows already).

“His determination to take his own life—a philosophic, or
as I should call it, insane decision—has become known here”
Pyotr Stepanovitch went on to explain. “There not a thread,
not a grain of dust is overlooked; everything is turned to the
service of the cause. Foreseeing how useful it might be and
satisfying themselves that his intention was quite serious, they
had offered him the means to come to Russia (he was set fos
some reason on dying in Russia), gave him a commission whicl
he promised to carry out (and he had done s0), and had, more-
over, bound him by a promise, as you already know, to commit
suicide only when he was told to. He promised everything. You
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must note that he belongs to the organisation on a particular
footing and is anxious to be of service; more than that I can’t
tell you. To-morrow, after Shatov’s affair, I'll dictate a note to
him saying that he is responsible for his death. That will seem
very plausible: they were friends and travelled together to
America, there they quarrelled; and it will all be explained in
the letter . . . and . . . and perhaps, if it seems feasible, we
might dictate something more to Kirillov—something about
the manifestoes, for instance, and even perhaps about the fire.
But I’ll think about that. You needn’t worry yourselves, he has
no prejudices; he’ll sign anything.” ;

There were expressions of doubt. It sounded a fantastic story.
But they had all heard more or less about Kirillov; Liputin
more than all.

“He may change his mind and not want to,” said Shigalov;
"“he is a madman anyway, so he is 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 he
will tell you, gentlemen, when he comes back—to-day if need
be—whether what I say is true. However,” he broke off sud-
denly with intense exasperation, as though he suddenly felt he
was doing people like them too much honour by wasting time
in persuading them, “however, do as you please. If you don’t
decide to do it, the union is broken up—but solely through your
insubordination and treachery. In that case we are all inde-
pendent from this moment. But under those circumstances,
besides the unpleasantness of Shatov’s betrayal and its conse-
quences, you will have brought upon yourselves another little
unpleasantness of which you were definitely warned when the
union was formed. As far as I am concerned, I am not muck
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?”
u‘iYgu saidhbut -+« and I am waiting.”
on’t think I did say bus I only mea i
: o tt
you decide to do it, then . i v gl el
“Then?”
Yirgipsky did not answer.
k. {’ thlpk that one is at liberty to neglect danger to one’s own
life, sa}nld Erkel, sltlddenly opening his mouth, “but if it may
mjure the cause, then I consider one ought not ¢t
glect danger to one’s life, . . . » : i
He brok.e off in confusion, blushing. Absorbed as they all
were in their own 1c.1eas, they all looked at him in amazement—
it was such a surprise that he too could speak.
EI am for the cause,” Virginsky pronounced suddenly.
very one got up. It was decided to communicate once more
ar%dhmake ﬁngl arrangements at midday on the morrow, though
Wwithout meeting. The place where the printing press was hidder.
Wwas announced and each was assigned his part and his duty

Liputin and P i
KiPr)illov_ and Pyotr Stepanovitch promptly set off together to

II

All our fellows believed that Shatoy was goi
‘them;. but they also believed that Pyotr Stepanogx?iltii ;?asbeﬁa?
ing with them like pawns. And yet they knew, too, that irf) ag
case they would all meet on the spot next day and t’hat Shatov’);
fal:e was s.ilaled. They suddenly felt like flies caught in a web by
:er rL;ie spider; they were furious, but they were trembling with

Pyotr Stepanovitch, of course, had treated t S0
might all have gone off far more harmoniously ai];n;asbi?jli)jf’ hl::
had taken thg trouble to embellish the facts ever so little. In-
stead of putting the facts in a decorous light, as an exploit
worthy of ancient Rome or something of the sort, he sim lpfz -
pealed to their animal fears and laid stress on the :ianp g;"fo
their own skins, which was simply insulting; of coursegthere

_ wials a st.ru;_ggle.for existence in everything and there was ne
. Other principle in nature, they all knew that, but still .
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But Pyotr Stepanovitch had no time to trot out the Romans;

te was completely thrown out of his reckoning. Stavrogin’s

flight had astounded and crushed him. It was a lie when he sai

that Stavrogin had seen the vice-governor; what worried Pyotr
Stepanovitch was that Stavrogin had gone off without seeing
anyone, even his mother—and it was certainly strange 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 had found out
nothing, and he had never been so upset. 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 them, they might be of use.” That, I imagine,
was his way of reasoning.

As for Shatov, Pyotr Stepanovitch was firmly convinced that
he would betray them. All that he had told the others about it

was a lie: he had never seen the document nor heard of it, but
he thought it as 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 much for Shatov, and
that he would make up his mind at once. Who knows? perhaps
he had grounds for supposing it. It is known, too, that he hated
Shatov personally; there had at some time been a quarrel be-
tween them, and Pyotr Stepanovitch never forgave an offence.
I am convinced, indeed, that this was his leading motive.

We have narrow brick pavements in our town, and in some
streets only raised wooden planks instead of a pavement. Pyotr
Stepanovitch walked in the middle of the pavement, taking up
the whole of it, utterly regardless of Liputin, who had no room
to walk beside him and so had to hurry a step behind or run in
the muddy road if he wanted to speak to him. Pyotr Stepano-

. vitch suddenly remembered how he had lately splashed through

the mud to keep pace with Stavrogin, who had walked, as he
was doing now, taking up the whole pavement. He recalled the
whole scene, and rage choked him.

But Liputin, too, was choking with resentment. Pyotr Ste-
panovitch might treat the others as he liked, but him! Why, he
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knew more than all the rest, was in closer touch with the work
and taking more intimate part in it than anyone, and hitherto
his services had been continual, though indirect. Oh, he knew
that even now Pyotr Stepanovitch might ruin him if it came to
the worst. But he had long hated Pyotr Stepanovitch, and not
because he was a danger but because of his overbearing manner.
Now, when he had to make up his mind to such a deed, he raged
inwardly more than all ¢he rest put together. Alas! he knew
that next day “like a slave” he would be the first on the spot
and would bring the others, and if he could somehow have mur-
dered Pyotr Stepanovitch before the morrow, without ruining
himself, of course, he would certainly have murdered him.

Absorbed in his sensations, he trudged dejectedly after his
tormentor, who seemed to have forgotten his existence, though
he gave him a rude and careless shove with his elbow now and
then. Suddenly Pyotr Stepanovitch halted in one of the prin-
cipal thoroughfares and went into a restaurant.

“What are you doing?” cried Liputin, boiling over. “This is
a restaurant.” .

“I want a beefsteak.”

“Upon my word! It is always full of people.”

“What if it is?” ‘

“But . . . we shall be late. It’s ten o’clock already.”

“You can’t be too late to go there.”

“But I shall be late! They are expecting me back.”

“Well, let them; but it would be stupid of you to go to them.
With all your bobbery I’ve had no dinner. And the later you go
to Kirillov’s the more sure you are to find him.”

Pyotr Stepanovitch went to a room apart. Liputin sat in an
easy chair on one side, angry and resentful, and watched him
eating. Half an hour and more passed. Pyotr Stepanovitch did
not hurry himself; he ate with relish, rang the bell, asked for a

different kind of mustard, then for beer, without saying a word

to Liputin. He was pondering deeply. He was capable of doing
two things at once—eating with relish and pondering deeply.
Liputin loathed him so intensely at last that he could not tear
himself away. It was like a nervous obsession. He counted every
morsel of beefsteak that Pyotr Stepanovitch put into his
mouth; he loathed him for the way he opened it, for the way he
chewed, for the way he smacked his lips over the fat morsels,
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he loathed the steak itself. At last things began to swim before
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 had
mastered it Pyotr Stepanovitch had paid his bill and was ready
to go. When they were on the pavement Liputin handed him
back the paper.

“Keep it; Tl tell you afterwards. . . . What do you say
to it, though?”

Liputin shuddered all over.

“In my opinion . . . such a manifesto . . .
1 ridiculous absurdity.”

His anger broke out; he felt as though he were being caught
up and carried along.

“If we decide to distribute such manifestoes,” 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 Noble Personality,” is the most
utter trash possible, and it couldn’t have been written by
Herzen.”

“You are talking nonsense; it’s 2 good poem.”

“I am surprised, too, for instance,” said Liputin, still dashing
along with desperate leaps, “‘that it is suggested that we should
act so as to bring everything to the ground. It’s natural in
Europe to wish to destroy everything because there’s a prole-

| tariat there, but we are only amateurs here and in my opinion
are only showing off.”

“I thought you were a Fourierist.”

“Fouricr says something quite different, quite different.”

“I know it’s nonsense.”

“No, Fourier isn’t nonsense. . . . Excuse me, I can’t believe
that there will be a rising in May.”

Liputin positively unbuttoned his coat, he was so hot.

is nothing but
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“Welil, that’s enough; but now, that I mayn’t forget it,” said
Pyotr Stepanovitch, passing with extraordinary coolness to an-
other subject, “you will have to print this manifesto with your
own hands. We’re going to dig up Shatov’s printing press, and
you will take it to-morrow. As quickly as possible you must
print as many copies as you can, and then distribute them all
the winter. The means will be provided. You must do as many
copies as possible, for you’ll be asked for them from other
places.”

“No, excuse me; I can’t undertake such a . . . I decline,”

“You’ll take it all the same. I am acting on the instructions
of the central committee, and you are bound to obey.”

“And I consider that our centres abroad have forgotten what
Russia is like and have lost all touch, and that’s why they talk
such nonsense. . . . I even think that instead of many hun-
dreds of quintets in Russia, we are the only one that exists, and
there is no network at all,” Liputin gasped finally.

“The more contemptible of you, then, to run after the cause
without believing in it . . . and you are running after me
now like 2 mean little cur.”

“No, I'm not. We have a full right to break off and found a
new society.”

“Fool!”” Pyotr Stepanovitch boomed at him threateningly all
of a sudden, with flashing eyes.

They stood facing one another for some time. Pyotr Stepano-
vitch turned and pursued his way confidently.

The idea flashed through Liputin’s mind, “Turn and ge
back; if T don’t turn now I shall never go back.” He pondered
this for ten steps, but at the eleventh a new and desperate idea
flashed into his mind: he did not turn and did not go back.

They were approaching Filipov’s house, but before reaching
it they turned down a side street, or, to be more accurate, an
inconspicuous path under a fence, so that for some time they
had to walk along a steep slope above a ditch where they could
not keep their footing without holding the fence. At a dark
corner in the slanting fence Pyotr Stepanovitch took out a
plank, leaving a gap, through which he promptly scrambled.
Liputin was surprised, but he crawled through after him; thewn
they replaced the plank after them. This was the secret way by
which Fedka used to visit Kirillov.
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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
always was at that hour. He did not get up to meet thern, but
gave a sort of start and looked at the new-comers anxiously.

“You are not mistaken,” said Pyotr Stepanovitch, “it’s just
tthat I’ve come about.”

“To-day?”

“No, no, to-morrow . . . about this time.” And he hurried-
ly sat down at the table, watching Kirillov’s agitation with
some uneasiness. But the latter had already regained his compos-
ure and looked as usual.

“These 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 therefore 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-
sver you say I shall stay that half-hour.”

Kirillov did not speak. Liputin meanwhile sat down on one
side under the portrait of the bishop. That last desperate idea
gained more and more possession of him. Kirillov scarcely
noticed him. Liputin had heard of Kirillov’s theory before and
always laughed at him; but now he was silent and looked
gloomily round him.

“I’ve no objection to some tea,” said Pyotr Stepanovitch,
moving up. “I’ve just had some steak and was reckoning on
getting tea with you.”

“Drink it. You can have some if you like.”

“You used to offer it to me,” observed Pyotr Stepanovitch
sourly.

“That’s no matter. Let Liputin have some too.”

“No, I ... can’t,?
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“Don’t want to or can’t?” said Pyotr Stepanovitch, turning
quickly to him.

“I am not going to here,” Liputin said expressively.

Pyotr Stepanovitch frowned.

“There’s a flavour of mysticism about that; goodness knows
what to make of you people!”

No one answered; there was a full minute of silence.

“But I know one thing,” he added abruptly, “that no super-
stition will prevent any one of us from doing his duty.”

“Has Stavrogin gone?”” asked Kirillov.

WY es:”

“He’s done well.”

Pyotr Stepanovitch’s eyes gleamed, but he restrained himself.

“I don’t care what you think as long as every one keeps his
word.”

“I’ll keep my word.”

“I always knew that you would do your duty like an inde- ,

pendent and progressive man.”

“You are an absurd fellow.”

“That may be; I am very glad to amuse you. I am always
glad if I can give people pleasure.”

“You are very anxious I should shoot myself and are afraid
I might suddenly not?”

“Well, you see, it was your own doing—connecting your
plan with our work. Reckoning on your plan we have already
done something, so that you couldn’t refuse now because
you’ve let us in for it.”

“You’ve no claim at all.”

“I understand, I understand; you are perfectly free, and we
don’t come in so long as your free intention is carried out.”

“And am I to take on myself all the nasty things you’ve
done?”

“Listen, Kirillov, are you afraid? If you want to cry off, say
so at once.”

“I am not afraid.”

“I ask because you are making so many inquiries.”

“Are you going soon?”

“Asking questions again?”

Kirillov scanned him contemptuously.

“You see,” Pyotr Stepanovitch went on, getting angrier and
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angrier, and unable to take the right tone, “you want me to go
away, to be alone, to concentrate yourself, but all that’s a bad
sign for you—for you above all. You want to think a great
deal. To my mind you’d better not think. And really you make
me uneasy.”’

“There’s only one thing I hate, that at such a moment I
should have a reptile like you beside me.”

“Oh, that doesn’t matter. I'll go away at the time and stand
on the steps if you like. If you are so concerned about trifles
when it comes to dying, then . . . it’s all a very bad sign. I’ll
go out on to the steps and you can imagine I know nothing
about it, and that I am a man infinitely below you.”

“No, not infinitely; you’ve got abilities, but there’s a lot you
don’t understand because you are a low man.”

“Delighted, delighted. I told you already I am delighted to
provide entertainment . . . at such a moment.”

“You don’t understand anything.”

“Thatis, I . . . well, I listen with respect, anyway.”

“You can do nothing; even now you can’t hide your petty
spite, though it’s not to your interest to show it. You’ll make
me cross, and then I may want another six months.”

Pyotr Stepanovitch looked at his watch.

“I never understood your theory, but I know you didn’t in-
vent it for our sakes, so I suppose you would carry it out apart
from us. And I know too that you haven’t mastered the idea
but the idea has mastered you, so you won’t put it off.”

“What? The idea has mastered me?”

*Yes.”

“And not I mastered the idea? That’s good. You have a little
sense. Only you tease me and I am proud.”

“That’s a gooed thing, that’s a good thing. Just what you
need, to be proud.”

“Enough. You’ve drunk your tea; go away.”

“Damn it all, I suppose I must”—Pyotr Stepanovitch got up
—“though it’s early. Listen, Kirillov. Shall I find that man—
you know whom I mean—at Myasnitchiha’s? Or has she too
been lying?”

“You won’t find him, because he is here and not there.”

“Here! Damn it all, where?”

“Sitting 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
passport, no money!”

“I don’t know. He came to say good-bye; he is dressed and
ready. He is going away and won’t come back. He says you are
a scoundrel and he doesn’t want to wait for your money.”

“Ha ha! He is afraid that I'll . . . But even now Ican . . .
if . . . Where is he, in the kitchen?”

Kirillov opened a side door into a tiny dark room; from this
room three steps led straight to the part of the kitchen where
the cook’s bed was usually put, behind the partition. Here, in
the corner under the ikons, Fedka was sitting now, at a bare
deal table. Before him stood a pint bottle, a plate of bread, and
some 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 was boiling the other side of the screen, but
it was not for Fedka, who had every night for a week or more
zealously blown it up and got it ready for “Alexey Nilitch,
for he’s such a habit of drinking tea at nights.” T am strongly
disposed to believe that, as Kirillov had not a cook, he had
cooked the beef and potatoes that morning with his own hands
for Fedka.

“What notion is this?” cried Pyotr Stepanovitch, whisking
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 Stepanovitch, you wait a bit,” he
began, with a swaggering emphasis on each word, “it’s your
first duty to understand here that you are on a polite visit to
Mr. Kirillov, Alexey Nilitch, whose boots you might clean any
day, because beside you he is a man of culture and you are only
—foo!”

And he made a jaunty show 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
suggested an outburst to follow. But Pyotr St vitch had
no time to realise the da it did n in with his
preconceived ideas. The incidents and disasters of the day ha¢
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quite turned his head. Liputin, at the top of the three steps,
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 no?”

“D’you see, Pyotr Stepanovitch, you’ve been deceiving me
from the first, and so you’ve been a regular scoundrel to me.
For all the world like a filthy human louse—that’s how I look
on you. You’ve promised me a lot of money for shedding in-
nocent blood and swore it was for Mr. Stavrogin, though it
turns out to be nothing but your want of breeding. I didn’t
get a farthing out of it, let alone fifteen hundred, and Mr.
Stavrogin hit you in the face, which has come to our ears. Now
you arc threatening me again and promising me money—what
for, you don’t say. And I shouldn’t wonder if you are sending
me to Petersburg to plot some revenge in your spite against Mr.
Stavrogin, Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch, reckoning on my simpli-
city. And that proves you are the chief murderer. And do you
know what you deserve for the very fact that in the depravity
of your heart you’ve given up believing in God Himself, the
true Creator? You are no better than an idolater and are on a
level with the Tatar and the Mordva. Alexey Nilitch, who is a
philosopher, has expounded the true God, the Creator, many a
time to you, as well as the creation of the world and the fate
that’s to come and the transformation of every sort of creature
and every sort of beast out of the Apocalypse, but you’ve per-
sisted like a senseless idol in your deafness and your dumbness
and have brought Ensign Erkel to the same, like the veriest evil
seducer and so-called atheist. . . . ”

“Ah, you drunken dog! He strips the ikons of their setting
and then preaches about God!”

“D’you see, Pyotr Stepanovitch, I tell you truly that I have
stripped the ikons, but I only took out the pearls; and how do
you know? Perhaps my own tear was transformed into a pearl
in the furnace of the Most High to make up for my sufferings,
seeing I am just that very orphan, having no daily refuge. Do
you know from the books that once, in ancient times, a mer-
chant with just such tearful sighs and prayers stole a pearl
from the halo of the Mother of God, and afterwards, in the
face of all the people, laid the whole price of it at her feet, and
the Holy Mother sheltered him with her mantle before all the
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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
the Imperial books. And you let a mouse in, so you insulted tHe
very throne of God. And if you were not my natural maste},
whom I dandled in my arms when I was a stripling, I wou
have done for you now, without budging from this place!”

Pyotr Stepanovitch flew into a violent rage.

“Tell me, have you seen Stavrogin to-day?”

“Don’t you dare to question me. Mr. Stavrogin is fairly
amazed at you, 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. Stavrogin stands at the
top of the ladder above you, and you yelp at him from below
like a silly puppy dog, while he thinks it would be doing you an
honour to spit at you.”

“But do you know,” cried Pyotr Stepanovitch in a rage,
“that T won’t let you stir a step from here, you scoundrel, and
I’ll hand you straight over to the police.”

Fedka leapt on to his feet and his 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 flash struck him 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 Stepanovitch was
dazed; with his eyes starting out of his head, he muttered some-
thing, and suddenly crashed full length to the ground.

“There you are; take him,” shouted Fedka with a trium-
phant swagger; he instantly took up his cap, his bag from under
the bench, and was gone. Pyotr Stepanovitch 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, raised his head, sat up, and looked blankly
about him.

“Well, how are you?” asked Kirillov. Pyotr Stepanovitch
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lqoked at him intently, still not recognising him; but seeing

Liputin peeping in from the kitchen, he smiled his hateful smile

and suddenly got up, picking up his revolver from the floor.
“If you take it into your head to run away to-morrow like

that scoundrel Stavrogin,” he cried, pouncing furiously on

Kirillov, pale, stammering, and hardly able to articulate his

words, “I'll hang you . . . likeafly . . . or crush YOUL, . 5.
if it’s at the other end of the world . . . do you understand!”
And he held the revolver straight at Kirillov’s head; but al-
most at the same minute, coming completely to himself, he
drew back his hand, thrust the revolver into his pocket, and
without saying another word ran out of the house. Liputin fol-
lowed him. They clambered through the same gap and again
walked along the slope holding to the fence. Pyotr Stepanovitch
strode rapidly down the street so that Liputin could scarcely
keep up with him. At the first crossing he suddenly stopped.

“Well?” He turned to Liputin with a challenge.

Liputin remembered the revolver and was still trembling all
over after the scene he had witnessed; but the answer seemed to
come of itself irresistibly from his tongue:

“I think . . . Ithink that . .. ”

“Did you see what Fedka was drinking in the kitchen?”

“What he was drinking? He was drinking vodka.”

“Well then, let me tell you it’s the last time in his life he
will drink vodka. I recommend you to remember that and re-
flect on it. And now go to hell; you are not wanted till to-
morrow. But mind now, don’t be a fool!”’

Liputin rushed home full speed.

v

He had long had a passport in readiness made out in a false
name. It seems a wild idea that this prudent little man, the
petty despot of his family, who was, above all things, a sharp
man of business and a capitalist, and who was an official too
(though he was a Fourierist), should long before have con-
ceived the fantastic project of procuring this passport in case of
emergency, that he might escape abroad by means of it if . . .

Ly
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he did admit the possibility of this if, though no doubt he was
never able himself to formulate what this /f might mean.

But now it suddenly formulated itself, and in a most unex-
pected way. That desperate idea with which he had gone to
Kirillov’s after that “fool” he had heard from Pyotr Stepano-
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 exiles
abroad. Not one of them escaped with more wisdom or real
justification. It has always been the unrestrained domination of |
phantoms and nothing more. !

Running 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 sofa.

He felt clearly, and suddenly realised that he might escape,
but that he was by now utterly incapable of deciding whether
he 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
Toved by an awful outside power; and that, though he had a
passport™To go abroad, tha ough he could Tun away from
Shatov (otherwise what need was there of such haste?), yet he
would run away, not from Shatov, not before his murder, but
after 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, Fedka, who was a terror to
every one, who had pillaged churches and only lately been
guilty of murder and arson, 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
road, and that the whole town was talking of it already. He
rushed headlong out of the house at once to find out further
details, and learned, to begin with, that Fedka, who had been
found with his skull broken, had apparently been robbed and,
secondly, that the police already had strong suspicion and even
good grounds for believing that the murderer was one of the
Shpigulin men called Fomka, the very one who had been his
accomplice in murdering the Lebyadkins and setting fire to

- their house, and that there had been a quarrel between them on

the road about a large sum of money stolen from Lebyadkin,
which Fedka was supposed to have hidden. Liputin ran to Pyotr
Stepanovitch’s lodgings and succeeded in learning at the back
door, on the sly, that though Pyotr Stepanovitch had not re-
turned home till about one o’clock at night, he had slept there
quietly all night till eight o’clock next morning. Of course,
there could be no doubt that there was nothing extraordinary
about Fedka’s death, and that such careers usually have such an
ending; 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
he still had his passport in his pocket.

CHAPTER V
A WANDERER

I

fyevna made an overwhelming impression on Shatov. 1

have already mentioned that that morning I met him in
passing; he seemed to me not himself. He told me among other
things that on the evening before at nine o’clock (that is, three
hours before the fire had broken out) he had been at Marya
Timofyevna’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.

THE catastrophe with Liza and the death of Marya Timo-

Meanwhile, towards the end of the day there was a perfect tem- |

pest in his soul, and . . . I think I can say wirh sertainty that
there was a moment at dusk when he wanted to get up, go out
and tell everything. What that everything was, no one but he
could say. Of course he would have achieved nothing, and
would have simply betrayed himself. He had no proofs what-
ever with which to convict the perpetrators of the crime, and,
indeed, he had nothing but vague conjectures to go upon,
though to him they amounted to complete certainty. But he
was ready to ruin himself if he could only “crush the scoun-
drels”—his own words. Pyotr Stepanovitch had guessed fairly
correctly at this impulse in him. and he knew himself that 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
creatures” 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 on
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chair yourself. Just as you like though; you are in the way
standing there. I have come to you for a time, till T can get
work, because I know nothing of this place and I have no
money. But if I shall be in your way I beg you again, be so
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 for 2
room at an hotel, but you must take me to the hotel yourself.
. . . Oh, but I am tired!”

Shatov was all of a tremor.

“You mustn’t, Marie, you mustn’t go to an hotel? An
hotel! What for? What for?”

He clasped his hands imploringly. . . .

“Well, if T can get on without the hotel . . . T must, any-
way, explain the position. Remember, Shatov, that we lived in
Geneva as man and wife for a fortnight and a few days; it’s
three years since we parted, without any particular quarrel
though. But don’t imagine that I’ve come back to renew any
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’s all
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, Marie! This is unnecessary, quite unnecessary,” Shatov
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 to
you now and am in your lodging, it’s partly because I always
thought you were far from being a scoundrel and were perhaps
much better than other . . . blackguards!”

Her eyes flashed. She must have had to bear a great deal at
the hands of some “‘blackguards.”

“And please believe me, I wasn’t laughing at you just now
when I told you you were good. I spoke plainly, without fine
phrases and T can’t endure them. But that’s all nonsense. I al-
ways hoped you would have sense enough not to pester me.
. . . Enough, I am tired.”

And she bent on him a long, harassed and weary gaze. Shatov
stood facing her at the other end of the room, which was five
paces away, and listened to her timidly with a look of new life
and unwonted radiance on his face. This strong, rugged man,
all bristles on the surface, was suddenly all softness and shin-

L dov-
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ing gladness. There was a thrill of extraordinary and unex-
pected feeling in his soul. Three years of separation, three years
of the broken marriage had effaced nothing from his heart.

And perhaps every day during those three years he had |

dreamed of her, of that beloved being who had once said to him,
“I love you.” Knowing Shatov I can say with certainty that
he could never have allowed himself even to dream that a wom-
an might say to him, “I love you.” He was savagely modest and
chaste, he looked on himself as a perfect monster, detested his
own face as well as his character, compared himself to some

e

freak only fit to be exhibited at fairs. Consequently he valued !

honesty above everything and was fanatically devoted to his
convictions; he was gloomy, proud, easily moved to wrath, and
sparing of words. But here was the one being who had loved
him for a fortnight (that he had never doubted, never!), a
being he had always considered immeasurably above him in
spite of his perfectly sober understanding of her errors; a being
to whom he could forgive everything, everything (of that
there could be no question; indeed it was quite the other way,
his idea was that he was entirely to blame) ; this woman, this
Marya Shatov, was in his house, in his presence again . . . it
was almost inconceivable! He was so overcome, there was so
much that was terrible and at the same time so much happiness
in this event that he could not, perhaps would not—perhaps
was afraid to—realise the position. It was a dream. But when
she 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
from this exhausted face. It’s true that she was still good-
looking—in his eyes a beauty, as she had always been. In reality
she was a woman of twenty-five, rather strongly built, above
the medium height (taller than Shatov), with abundant dark
brown hair, a pale oval face, and large dark eyes now glittering
with feverish brilliance. But the light-hearted, naive and good-
natured energy he had known so well in the past was replaced
now by a sullen irritability and disillusionment, a sort of cynic-
ism which was not yet habitual to her herself, and which
weighed upon her. But the chief thing was that she was ill, that
he could see clearly. In spite of the awe in which he stood of
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“So I shall come for you to-morrow at exactly six o’clock in
che evening, and we’ll go there on foot. There will be no one
there but us three.”

“Will Verhovensky be there?”

“No, he won’t. Verhovensky is leaving the town at eleven
o’clock to-morrow morning.”

“Just what I thought!” Shatov whispered furiously, and he
struck his fist on his hip. “He’s run off, the sneak!”

He sank into agitated reflection. Erkel looked intently at
him and waited in silence.

“But how will you take it? You can’t simply pick it up in
your hands and carry it.”

“There will be no need to. You’ll simply point out the place
and we’ll just make sure that it really is buried there. We only
know whereabouts the place is, we don’t know the place itself.
And have you pointed the place out to anyone else yet?”

Shatov looked at him.

“You, you, a chit of a boy like you, a silly boy like you, you
too have got caught in that net like a sheep? Yes, that’s just the
young blood they want! Well, go along. E-ech! that scoundrel’s
taken you all in and run away.”

Erkel looked at him serenely and calmly but did not seem to
inderstand.

“Verhovensky, Verhovensky has run away!” Shatov growled
fiercely.

“But he is still here, he is not gone away. He is not going till
to-morrow,” Erkel observed softly and persuasively. “I par-
ticularly begged him to be present as a witness; my instructions
all referred to him (he explained frankly like a young and in-
rxperienced boy). But T regret to say he did not agree on the
ground of his departure, and he really is in a hurry.”

Shatov glanced compassionately at the simple youth again,
but suddenly gave a gesture of despair as though he thought
“they are not worth pitying.”

“All right, I'll come,” he cut him short. “And now get
2way, be off.”

“So I'll come for you at six o’clock punctually.” Erkel made
a courteous bow and walked deliberately downstairs.

“Little fool!” Shatov could not help shouting after him from
the top.
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“What is it?” responded the lad from the bottom.
“Nothing, you can go.”
“I thought you said something.”

I

Erkel was a “little fool” who was only lacking in the higher
form of reason, the ruling power of the intellect; but of the
lesser, 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
the instructions given to him when at the meeting of the quin-
tet they had agreed and had distributed the various duties for
the next day. When Pyotr Stepanovitch gave him the job of
messenger, he succeeded in talking to him aside for ten minutes.

JA craving for active service was characteristic of this shal-
low, unreflecting nature, which was for ever yearning to follow

the Tead of another man’s will, of course for the good of *“the
common” or “the great” cause. Not that that made any dif-

Terence; Tor little fanatics like Erkel 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 Erkel was perhaps the most callous of Shatov’s
would-be murderers, and, though he had no personal spite
against him, he would have been present at his murder without
the quiver of an eyelid. He had been instructed, for instance,
to have a good look at Shatov’s surroundings while carrying out
his commission, and when Shatov, 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—Erkel had
the instinctive cunning to avoid displaying the slightest curi~
osity, though the idea flashed through his mind that the fact of
his wife’s return was of great importance for the success of.
their undertaking.

And so it was in reality; it was only that fact that saved the
“scoundrels” from Shatov’s carrying out his intention, and at
the same time helped them “to get rid of him.” To begin with,
it agitated Shatov, threw him out of his regular routine, and
deprived him of his usual clear-sightedness and caution. Any
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idea of his own danger would be the last thing to enter his head
at this moment when he was absorbed with such different con-
siderations. On the contrary, he eagerly believed that Pyotr
Verhovensky was running away the next day: it fell in exactly
with his suspicions! Returning to the room he sat down again
in a corner, leaned his elbows on his knees and hid his face in
his hands. Bitter thoughts tormented him. . . .

Then he would raise his head again and go on tiptoe to look
at her. “Good God! she will be in a fever by to-morrow morn-
ing; perhaps it’s begun already! She must have caught cold.
She is not accustomed to this awful climate, and then a third-
class carriage, the storm, the rain, and she has such a thin little
pelisse, no wrap at all. . . . And to leave her like this, to
abandon her in her helplessness! Her bag, too, her bag—what a
tiny, light thing, all crumpled up, scarcely weighs ten pounds!
Poor thing, how worn out she is, how much she’s been through!
She is proud, that’s why she won’t complain. But she is jr-
ritable, very irritable. It’s illness; an angel will grow irritable
in illness. What a dry forehead, it must be hot—how dark she
is under the eyes, and . . . and yet how beautiful the oval of
her face is and her rich hair, how . . . ”

And he made haste to turn away his eyes, to walk away as
though he were frightened at the very idea of seeing in her any-
thing but an unhappy, exhausted fellow-creature who needed
belp—how could he think of hopes, oh, how mean, how base
is man!” And he would go back to his corner, sit down, hide
his face in his hands and again sink into dreams and remi-
niscences . . . and again he was haunted by hopes.

“Oh, T am tired, I am tired,” he remembered her exclama-
tions, her weak broken voice. “Good God! Abandon her now,
and she has only eighty kopecks; she held out her purse, a tiny
old thing! She’s come to look for a job. What does she know
about jobs? What do they know about Russia? Why, they are
like naughty children, they’ve nothing but their own fancies
made up by themselves, and she is angry, poor thing, that
Russia is not like their foreign dreams! The luckless, innocent
creatures! . . . It’s really cold here, though.”

He remembered that she had complained, that he had prom-
ised to heat the stove. “There are logs here, I can fetch them if
only I don’t wake her. But I can do it without waking her. But
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what shall T do about the veal? When she gets up perhaps she
will be hungry. . . . Well, that will do later: Kirillov doesn’t
go to bed all night. What could I cover her with, she is sleep-
ing so soundly, but she must be cold, ah, she must be cold!”
And once more he went to look at her; her dress had worked
up a little and her right leg was half uncovered to the knee.
He suddenly turned away almost in dismay, took off his warm
overcoat, and, remaining in his wretched old jacket, covered it
up, trying not to look at it. .

A great deal of time was spent in lighting the fire, stepping
about on tiptoe, looking at the sleeping woman, dreaming ir
the corner, then looking at her again. Two or three hours had
passed. During that time Verhovensky and Liputin had been
at Kirillov’s. At last he, too, began to doze in the corner. He
heard her groan; she waked up and called him; he jumped up
like a criminal.

“Marie, I was dropping asleep. . . . Ah, what a wretch J
am, Marie!”

She sat up, looking about her with wonder, seeming not ta
recognise where she was, and suddenly leapt up in indignation
and anger.

“I’ve taken your bed, I fell asleep so tired I didn’t know what
I was doing; how dared you not wake me? How could you dare
imagine I meant to be a burden to you?”

“How could I wake you, Marie?”

“You could, you ought to have! You’ve no other bed here.
and I’ve taken yours. You had no business to put me into a
false position. Or do you suppose that I’ve come to take advant-
age of your charity? Kindly get into your bed at once and Ill
lie down in the corner on some chairs.”

“Marie, there aren’t chairs enough, and there’s nothing to put
on them.”

“Then simply on the floor. Or you’ll have to lie on the floor
yourself. I want to lie on the floor at once, at once!” ‘

She stood up, tried to take a step, but suddenly a.vwl.ent
spasm of pain deprived her of all power and all determination,
and with a loud groan she fell back on the bed. Shatov ran up,
but Marie, hiding her face in the pillow, seized his hand and
gripped and squeezed it with all her might. This lasted a min
ute.
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anytling for childbearing . . . or . . . no, I don’t know how
to say it.”

“You mean you can’t assist at a confinement yourself? But
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, perhaps
ce If you like I'll come instead. . . .”

} . Oh, impossible; T am running to Madame Virginsky, the
\ midwife, now.” 2
‘ “A horrid woman!”
) “Oh, yes, Kirillov, yes, but she is the best of them all. Yes
1t’.11 all be without reverence, without gladness, with contemptf
with abuse, with blasphemy in the presence of so great a mys:
| tery, the coming of a new creature! Oh, she is cursing it al-
. ready!”
E :If you like TII . . .»
| _“No, no, but while '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 8o in, you’ll frighten her;

| don’t 80 in on any account, you must only listen . . . in case
anyt}nng dreadful happens. If anything very bad happens, then
cun in.” :

“I understand. I’ve another rouble. Here it is. I meant to
have a fowl to-morrow, but now I don’t want to, make haste.
tun -Vv.lth all your might. There’s a samovar all the night.”

Kirillov knew nothing of the present design against Shatov,
nor had he had any idea in the past of the degree of danger that
th-reatened him. He only knew that Shatov had some old scores
with “those people,” and although he was to some extent in-
volved with them himself through instructions he had received
from abroad (not that these were of much consequence, how-
| ever, for he had never taken any direct share in anything), yet
I of IaFe he had given it all up, having left off doing anytl’ling
| especially for the “cause,” and devoted himself entirely to a
| life of contemplation. Although Pyotr Stepanovitch had at the
| | meeting invited Liputin to go with him to Kirillov’s to make
\

J
r

sure that the latter would take upon himself, at a given mo-
| .ment,_the responsibility for the “Shatov business,” yet in his
'% interview with Kirillov he had said no word about Shatov nor
alluded to him in any way—probably considering it impolitic
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to do so, and thinking that Kirillov could not be relied upon.
He put off speaking about it till next day, when it would be
all over and would therefore not matter to Kirillov; such at
least was Pyotr Stepanovitch’s judgment of him. Liputin, too,
was struck by the fact that Shatov was not mentioned in spite
of what Pyotr Stepanovitch had promised, but he was too
much agitated to protest.

Shatov ran like a hurricane to Virginsky’s house, cursing
the distance and feeling it endless.

He had to knock a long time at Virginsky’s; every one had
been asleep a long while. But Shatov did not scruple to bang at
the shutters with all his might. The dog chained up in the yard
dashed about barking furiously. The dogs caught it up all
along the street, and there was a regular babel of barking.

“Why are you knocking and what do you want?” Shatov
heard at the window at last Virginsky’s gentle voice, betraying
none of the resentment appropriate to the “outrage.” The shut-
ter was pushed back a little and the casement was opened.

“Who’s there, what scoundrel is it?”” shrilled a female voice
which betrayed all the resentment appropriate to the “out-
rage.” It was the old maid, Virginsky’s relation.

“I am Shatov, my wife has come back to me and she is just
confined. . . .”

“Well, let her be, get along.”

“I’ve come for Arina Prohorovna; I won’t go without Arina
Prohorovna!”

“She can’t attend to every one. Practice at night is a special
line. Take yourself off to Maksheyev’s and don’t dare to make
that din,” rattled the exasperated female voice. He could hear
Virginsky checking her; but the old maid pushed him away
and would not desist.

“I am not going away!” Shatov cried again.

“Wait a little, wait a little,” Virginsky cried at last, over-
powering the lady. “I beg you to wait five minutes, Shatov.
I'll. wake Arina Prohorovna. Please don’t knock and don’t
shout. . . . Oh, how awful it all is!”

After five endless minutes, Arina Prohorovna made her ap-
pearance.

“Has your wife come?” Shatov heard her voice at the win-
dow and to his surprise it was not at all ill-tempered, only as
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and held it out to him, for him to look in her bag. As his hands
shook he was longer than he should have been opening the un-
familiar lock. Marie flew into a rage, but when Arina Proho-
rovna rushed up to take the key from him, she would not allow
her on any account to look into her bag and with peevish cries
and tears insisted that no one should open the bag but Shatov.

Some things he had to fetch from Kirillov’s. No sooner had
Shatov turned to go for them than she began frantically calling
him back and was only quieted when Shatov had rushed jm.
petuously back from the stairs, and explained that he should
only be gone a minute to fetch something indispensable and
would be back at once.

“Well, my lady, it’s hard to please you,” laughed Arina Pro-
horovna, “one minute he must stand with his face to the wall
and not dare to look at you, and the next he mustn’t be gone
for a minute, or you begin crying. He may begin to imagine
something. Come, come, don’t be silly, don’t blubber, I was
laughing, you know.”

“He won’t dare to imagine anything.”

“Tut, tut, tut, if he didn’t love you like a sheep he wouldn’t
run about the streets with his tongue out and wouldn’t have
roused all the dogs in the town. He broke my window-frame.”

v

He found Kirillov still pacing up and down his room so
preoccupied that he had forgotten the arrival of Shatov’s wife
and heard what he said without understanding him. ,

“Oh, yes!” he recollected suddenly, as though tearing him-
_self t_vith an effort and only for an instant from some absorb-
ing idea, “yes . . . an old woman. . . . A wife or an old
woman? Stay a minute: a wife and an old woman, is that it?
I remember. I’ve been, the old woman will come, only not just
now. Take the pillow. Is there anything else? Yes. . . . Stay,

do you have moments of the eternal harmony, Shatov?”

“You know, Kirillov, you mustn’t go on staying up every
night.”

Kirillov came out of his reverie and, strange to say, spoke
far more coherently than he usually did; it was clear that he
had formulated it long ago and perhaps written it down.

‘

Kinillo's " Temeed foamsra 7
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“There are seconds—they come five or six at a time—when
you suddenly feel 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 cre-
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 most 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 man 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
how fits begin. An epileptic described exactly that sensation
before a fit, word for word as you’ve done. He mentioned five
seconds, 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
seconds 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

The night was passing. Shatov was sent hither and thither,
abused, called back. Marie was reduced to the most abject ter:

=
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ror for life. She screamed that she wanted to live, that “she
must, she must,” and was afraid to die. “I don’t want to. «
don’t want to!” she repeated. If Arina Prohorovna had not
been there, things would have gone very badly. By degrees she
gained complete control of the patient—who began to obey
every word, every order from her like a child. Arina Proho-
rovna ruled by sternness not by kindness, but she was first-
rate at her work. It began to get light . . . Arina Prohorovna
suddenly imagined that Shatov had just run out on to the
stairs to say his prayers and began laughing. Marie laughed too,
spitefully, malignantly, as though such laughter relieved her.
At last they drove Shatov away altogether. A damp, cold morn-
ing dawned. He pressed his face to the wall in the corner just
as he had done the evening before when Erkel came. He was
trembling like a leaf, afraid to think, but his mind caught at
every thought as it does in dreams. He was continually being
carried away by day-dreams, which snapped off short like a
rotten thread. From the room came no longer groans but aw-
ful animal cries, unendurable, incredible. He tried to stop up
his ears, but could not, and he fell on his knees, repeating un-
consciously, “Marie, Marie!” Then suddenly he heard a cry, a
new cry, which made Shatov start and jump up from his knees,
the cry of a baby, a weak discordant cry. He crossed himself
and rushed into the room. Arina Prohorovna held in her hands
a little red wrinkled creature, screaming, and moving its little
arms and legs, fearfully helpless, and looking as though it could
be blown away by a puff of wind, but screaming and seeming
to assert its full right to live. Marie was lying as though in-
sensible, but a minute later she opened her eyes, and bent a
strange, strange look on Shatov: it was something quite new,
that look. What it meant exactly he was not able to under-
stand yet, but he had never known such a look on her face
before. :

“Is it a boy? Isit a boy?” she asked Arina Prohorovna in an
exhausted voice.
' ‘;It is a boy,” the latter shouted in reply, as she bound up the
child.

When she had bound him up and was about to lay him
across the bed between the two pillows, she gave him to Sha-
tov for a minute to hold. Marie signed to him on the sly as
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though afraid of Arina Prohorovna. He understood at once and
brought the baby to show her.

“How . . . pretty he is,” she whispered weakly with a
smile.

“Foo, what does he look like,” Arina Prohorovna laughed
gaily in triumph, glancing at Shatov’s face. “What a funny
face!”

“You may be merry, Arina Prohorovna. . . . It’s a great
joy,” Shatov faltered with an expression of idiotic bliss, radiant
at the phrase Marie had uttered about the child.

“Where does the great joy come in?” said Arina Prohorovna
good-humouredly, bustling about, clearing up, and working
like a convict.

“The mysterious coming of a new creature, a great and in-
explicable mystery; and what a pity it is, Arina Prohorovna,
that you don’t understand it.”

Shatov spoke in an incoherent, stupefied and ecstatic way.
Something seemed to be tottering in his head and welling up
from his soul apart from his own will.

“There were two and now there’s a third human being, a new
spirit, finished and complete, unlike the handiwork of man; a
new thought and a new love . . . it’s positively frightening.
. . . And there’s nothing grander in the world.”

“Ech, what nonsense he talks! It’s simply a further develop-
ment of the organism, and there’s nothing else in it, no mys-
tery,” said Arina Prohorovna with genuine and good-humoured
laughter. “If you talk like that, every fly is a mystery. But I
tell you what: superfluous people ought not to be born. W
must first remould everything so that they won’t be super-
fluous and then bring them into the world. As it is, we shall
have to take him to the Foundling, the day after to-morrow.
. . . Though that’s as it should be.”

“I will never let him go to the Foundling,” Shatov pro-
nounced resolutely, staring at the floor.

“You adopt him as your son?”

“He is my son.”

“Of course he is a Shatov, legally he is a Shatov, and there’s
no need for you to pose as a humanitarian. Men can’t get on
without fine words. There, there, it’s all right, but look here,
my friends,” she added, having finished clearing up at last,
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“it’s time for me to go. I'll come again this morning, and again
in the evening if necessary, but now, since everything has gone
off so weil, I must run off to my other patients, they’ve been
expecting me long ago. I believe you got an old woman some-
where, Shatov; an old woman is all very well, but don’t you,
her tender husband, desert her; sit beside her, you may be of
use; Marya Ignatyevna won’t drive you away, I fancy. . . .
There, there, I was only laughing.”

At the gate, to which Shatov accompanied her, she added to
him alone.

“You’ve given me something to laugh at for the rest of my
life; I shan’t charge you anything; I shall laugh at you in my
sleep! I have never seen anything funnier than you last night.”

She went off very well satisfied. Shatov’s appearance and
zonversation made it as clear as daylight that this man “was
yoing in for being a father and was a ninny.” She ran home on
purpose to tell Virginsky about it, though it was shorter and
more direct to go to another patient.

“Marie, she told you not to go to sleep for a little time,
though, I see, it’s very hard for you,” Shatov began timidly.
“I’ll sit here by the window and take care of you, shall I?”

And he sat down by the window behind tbe sofa so that she
could not see him. But before a minute had passed she called
him and fretfully asked him to arrange the pillow. He began
arranging it. She looked angrily at the wall.

“That’s not right, that’s not right. . . . What hands!”

Shatov did it again.

“Stoop down to me,” she said wildly, trying hard not to
look at him.

He started but stooped down.

“More . . . notso . . . nearer,” and suddenly her left arm
was impulsively thrown round his neck and he felt her warm
moist kiss on his forehead.

“Marie!”

Her lips were quivering, she was struggling with herself,
but suddenly she raised herself and said with flashing eyes:

“Nikolay Stavrogin is a scoundrel!” And she fell back help-
lessly with her face in the pillow, sobbing hysterically, and
tightly squeezing Shatov’s hand in hers.

From that moment she would not let him leave her; she in-
sisted on his sitting by her pillow. She could not talk much but
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she kept gazing at him and smiling blissfully. She seemed sud-
denly to have become a silly girl. Everything seemed trans-
formed. Shatov cried like a boy, then talked of God knows
what, wildly, crazily, with inspiration, kissed her hands; she
listened entranced, perhaps not understanding him, but caress-
ingly ruffling his hair with her weak hand, smoothing it and
admiring it. He talked about Kirillov, of how they would now
begin “a new life” for good, of the existence of God, of the
goodness of all men. . . . She took out the child again to gaze
at it rapturously. :

“Marie,” he cried, as he held the child in his arms, “all the
old madness, shame, and deadness are over, aren’t they? Let us
work hard and begin a new life, the three of us, yes, yes! . . .
Oh, by the way, what shall we call him, Marie?”

“What shall we call him?” she repeated with surprise, and
there was a sudden look of terrible grief in her face.

She clasped her hands, looked reproachfully at Shatov and
hid her face in the pillow.

“Marie, what is it?”’ he cried with painful alarm.

“How could you, how could you . . . Oh, you ungratefu!
man!”

“Marie, forgive me, Marie . . . I only asked you what his
name should be. I don’t know. . . .”

“Ivan, Ivan.” She raised her flushed and tear-stained face
“How could you suppose we should call him by another hor-
rible name?”’

“Marie, calm yourself; oh, what a nervous state you are in!”

“That’s rude again, putting it down to my nerves. I bet that
if I’d said his name was to be that other . . . horrible name,
youw'd have agreed at once and not have noticed it even! Oh,
men, the mean ungrateful creatures, they are all alike!”

A minute later, of course, they were reconciled. Shatov per-
suaded her to have a nap. She fell asleep but still kept his hand
in hers; she waked up frequently, looked at him, as though
afraid he would go away, and dropped asleep again.

Kirillov sent an old woman “to congratulate them,” as well
as some hot tea, some freshly cooked cutlets, and some broth
and white bread for Marya Ignatyevna. The patient sipped the
broth greedily, the old woman undid the baby’s wrappings and
swaddled it afresh, Marie made Shatov have a cutlet too.
Time was passing. Shatov, exhausted, fell asleep himself in
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brain had not hatched a new idea at that moment, a new plan
of conciliation for further action, he might have taken to his
bed like Lyamshin. But this new idea sustained him; what’s
more, he began impatiently awaiting the hour fixed, and set off
for the appointed spot earlier than was necessary.

It was a very gloomy place at the end of the huge park. I
went there afterwards on purpose to look at it. How sinister it
must have looked on that chill autumn evening! It was at the
edge of an old wood belonging to the Crown. Huge ancient
pines stood out as vague sombre blurs in the darkness. It was
so dark that they could hardly see each other two paces off, but
Pyotr Stepanovitch, Liputin, and afterwards Erkel, brought
lanterns with them. At some unrecorded date in the past a
rather absurd-looking grotto had for some reason been built
here of rough unhewn stones. The table and benches in the
grotto had long ago decayed and fallen. Two hundred paces to
the right was the bank of the third pond of the park. These
three ponds stretched one after another for 2 mile from the
house to the very end of the park. One could scarcely imagine
that any noise, a scream, or even a shot, could reach the inhab-
itants of the Stavrogins’ deserted house. Nikolay Vsyevolodo-
vitch’s departure the previous day and Alexey Yegorytch’s ab-
sence left only five or six people in the house, all more or less
invalided, so to speak. In any case it might be assumed with
perfect confidence that if cries or shouts for help were heard
by any of the inhabitants of the isolated house they would only
have excited terror; no one would have moved from his warm
stove or snug shelf to give assistance.

By twenty past six almost all of them except Erkel, who had
been told off to fetch Shatov, had turned up at the trysting-
place. This time Pyotr Stepanovitch was not late; he came with
Tolkatchenko. Tolkatchenko looked frowning and anxious;
all his assumed determination and insolent bravado had van-
ished. He scarcely left Pyotr Stepanovitch’s side, and seemed to
have become all at once immensely devoted to him. He was
continually thrusting himself forward to whisper fussily to
him, but the latter scarcely answered him, or muttered some-
thing irritably to get rid of him.

Shigalov and Virginsky had arrived rather before Pyotr
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Stepanovitch, and as soon as he came they drew a little apart
in profound and obviously intentional silence. Pyotr Stepano-
vitch raised his lantern and examined them with unceremon-
ious and insulting minuteness. ““They mean to speak,” flashed
through his mind.

“Isn’t Lyamshin here?” he asked Virginsky. “Who said he
was ill?”

“I am here,” responded Lyamshin, suddenly coming from
behind a tree. He was in a warm greatcoat and thickly muf-
fled in a rug, so that it was difficult to make out his face evew
with a lantern.

“So Liputin is the only one not here?”

Liputin too came out of the grotto without speaking. Pyots
Stepanovitch raised the lantern again.

“Why were you hiding in there? Why didn’t you come
out?”

“I imagine we still keep the right of freedom . . . of our
actions,” Liputin muttered, though probably he hardly knew
what he wanted to express.

“Gentlemen,” said Pyotr Stepanovitch, raising his voice for
the first time above a whisper, which produced an effect, “1
think you fully understand that it’s useless to go over things
again. Everything was said and fully thrashed out yesterday,
openly and directly. But perhaps—as I see from your faces—
some one wants to make some statement; in that case I beg you
to make haste. Damn it all! there’s not much time, and Erkel
may bring him in 2 minute. . . .”

“He is sure to bring him,” Tolkatchenko put in for some
reason.

“If T am not mistaken, the printing press will be handed
over, to begin with?”’ inquired Liputin, though again he scemed
hardly to understand why he asked the question.

“Of course. Why should we lose it?” said Pyotr Stepano-
vitch, lifting the lantern to his face. “But, you see, we all
agreed yesterday that it was not really necessary to take it. He
need only show you the exact spot where it’s buried; we can
dig it up afterwards for ourselves. I know that it’s somewhere
ten paces from a corner of this grotto. But, damn it all! how
could you have forgotten, Liputin? It was agreed that you
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should meet him alone and that we should come out after-
wards. . . . It’s strange that you should ask—or didn’t you
mean what you said?”

Liputin kept gloomily silent. All were silent. The wind shook
the tops of the pine-trees.

“I trust, however, gentlemen, that every one will do his
duty,” Pyotr Stepanovitch rapped out impatiently.

“I know that Shatov’s wife has come back and has given
birth to a child,” Virginsky said suddenly, excited and gestic-
ulating and scarcely able to speak distinctly. “Knowing what
human nature is, we can be sure that now he won’t give infor-
mation . . . because he is happy. . . . So I went to every one
this morning and found no one at home, so perhaps now noth-
ing need be done. . . .”

He stopped short with a catch in his breath.

“If you suddenly became happy, Mr. Virginsky,” said Pyotr
Stepanovitch, stepping up to him, “would you abandon—not
giving information; there’s no question of that—but any per-
ilous public action which you had planned before you were
happy and which you regarded as a duty and obligation in
spite of the risk and loss of happiness?”

“No, I wouldn’t abandon it! I wouldn’t on any account!”
said Virginsky with absurd warmth, twitching all over.

“You would rather be unhappy again than be a scoundrel?”

“Yes, yes. . . . Quite the contrary. . . . I'd rather be a
complete scoundrel . . . that is no . . . not a scoundrel at
all, but on the contrary completely unhappy rather than a
scoundrel.”

“Well, then, let me tell you that Shatov looks on this be-
trayal as a public duty. It’s his most cherished conviction, and
the proof of it is that he runs some risk himself; though, of
course, they will pardon him a great deal for giving informa-

>

tion. A man like that will never give up the idea. No sort of

happiness would overcome him. In another day he’ll go back
on it, reproach himself, and will go straight to the police.
What’s more, I don’t see any happiness in the fact that his
wife has come back after three years’ absence to bear him a
child of Stavrogin’s.”

“But no one has seen Shatov’s letter,” Shigalov brought out
all at once, emphatically.
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“I’ve seen it,” cried Pyotr Stepanovitch. “It exists, and all
this is awfully stupid, gentlemen.”

“And I protest . . .” Virginsky cried, boiling over sud-
denly. “I protest with all my might. . . . I want . . . this is
what I want. I suggest that when he arrives we all come out
and question him, and if it’s true, we induce him to repent of
it; and if he gives us his word of honour, let him go. In any
case we must have a trial; it must be done after trial. We
mustn’t lie in wait for him and then fall upon him.”

“Risk the cause on his word of honour—that’s the acme of
stupidity! Damnation, how stupid it all is now, gentlemen!
And a pretty part you are choosing to play at the moment of
danger!”

“T protest, I protest!” Virginsky persisted.

“Don’t bawl, anyway; we shan’t hear the signal. Shatov,
gentlemen. . . . (Damnation, how stupid this is now!) I’ve
told you already that Shatov is a Slavophil, that is, one of the
stupidest set of people. . . . But, damn it all, never mind,
that’s no matter! You put me out! . . . Shatov is an embit-
tered man, gentlemen, and since he has belonged to the party,
anyway, whether he wanted to or no, I had hoped till the last
minute that he might have been of service to the cause and
might have been made use of as an embittered man. I spared
him and was keeping him in reserve, in spite of most exact in-
structions. . . . I’ve spared him a hundred times more than he
deserved! But he’s ended by betraying us. . . . But, hang it
all, T don’t care! You’d better try running away now, any of
you! No one of you has the right to give up the job! You can
kiss him if you like, but you haven’t the right to stake the
cause on his word of honour! That’s acting like swine and spies
in government pay!”

“Who’s a spy in government pay here?” Liputin filtered out.

“You, perhaps. You’d better hold your tongue, Liputin; you
talk for the sake of talking, as you always do. All men are

spies, gentlemen, who funk their duty at the moment of dan-

ger. There will always be some fools who'll run in a panic at
the last moment and cry out, ‘Aie, forgive me, and I’ll give
them all away!” But let me tell you, gentlemen, no betrayal
would win you a pardon now. Even if your sentence were mit-
igated it would mean Siberia; and, what’s more, there’s no es-
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caping the weapons of the other side—and their weapons are
sharper than the government’s.”
Pyotr Stepanovitch was furious and said more than he meant
to. With a resolute air Shigalov took three steps towards him.
“Since yesterday evening I’ve thought over the questica,” he
began, speaking with his usual pedantry and assurance. (I be-
[Lieve that if the earth had given way under his feet he would
not have raised his voice nor have varied one tone in his me-
thodical exposition.) “Thinking the matter over, I’ve come to
i the conclusion that the projected murder is not merely a waste
of precious time which might be employed in a more suitable
and befitting manner, but presents, moreover, that deploraile
deviation from the normal method which has always been most
prejudicial to the cause and has delayed its triumph for scores
of years, under the guidance of shallow thinkers and pre-emi-
nently men of political instead of purely socialistic leanings. I
have come here solely to protest against the projected enter-
prise, for the general edification, intending then to withdraw
at the actual moment, which you, for some reason I don’t un-
derstand, speak of as a moment of danger to you. I am going—
not from fear of that danger nor from a sentimental feeling

I for Shatov, whom I have no inclination to kiss, but solely be-

cause all this business from beginning to end is in direct con-
tradiction to my programme. As for my betraying you and my
being in the pay of the government, you can set your mind
completely at rest. I shall not betray you.”

He turned and walked away.

“Damn it all, he’ll meet them and warn Shatov!” cried Pyotr
Stepanovitch, pulling out his revolver. They heard the click of
<he trigger.

“You may be confident,” said Shigalov, turning once more,
“that if I meet Shatov on the way I may bow to him, but I
shall not warn him.”

“But do you know, you may have to pay for this, Mr. Fou-
rier?”

“I beg you to observe that I am not Fourier. If you mix me
ap with that mawkish theoretical twaddler you simply prove
that you know nothing of my manuscript, though it has been
in your hands. As for your vengeance, let me tell you that it’s
1 mistake to cock your pistol: that’s absolutely against your in-

Medor ] Aaidov.
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terests at the present moment. But if you threaten to shoot me
to-morrow, or the day after, you’ll gain nothing by it but un-
necessary trouble. You may kill me, but sooner or later you'll
come to my system all the same. Good-bye.”

At that instant a whistle was heard in the park, two hundred
paces away from the direction of the pond. Liputin at once
answered, whistling also as had been agreed the evening before.
(As he had lost several teeth and distrusted his own powers, he
had this morning bought for a farthing in the market a child’
clay whistle for the purpose.) Erkel had warned Shatov on the
way that they would whistle as a signal, so that the tatter felt
no uneasiness.

“Don’t be uneasy, I'll avoic. them and they won’t notice mq
at all,” Shigalov declared in an impressive whisper; and there-
upon deliberately and without haste he walked home through
the dark park.

Everything, to the smallest detail of this terrible affair, is
now fully known. To begin with, Liputin met Erkel and Sha-
tov at the entrance to the grotto. Shatov did not bow or offer
him his hand, but at once pronounced hurriedly in a loud voice:

“Well, where have you put the spade, and haven’t you an-
other lantern? You needn’t be afraid, there’s absolutely no one
here, and they wouldn’t hear at Skvoreshniki now if we fired a
cannon here. This is the place, here this very spot.”

And he stamped with his foot ten paces from the end of the
grotto towards the wood. At that moment Tolkatchenke
rushed out from behind a tree and sprang at him from behind,
while Erkel seized him by the elbows. Liputin attacked him
from the front. The three of them at once knocked him down
and pinned him to the ground. At this point Pyotr Stepano-
vitch darted up with his revolver. It is said that Shatov had
time to turn his head and was able to see and recognise him.
Three lanterns lighted up the scene. Shatov suddenly uttered a
short and desperate scream. But they did not let him go or
screaming. Pyotr Stepanovitch firmly and accurately put his
revolver to Shatov’s forehead, pressed it to it, and pulled the
trigger. The shot seems not to have been loud; nothing was
heard at Skvoreshniki, anyway. Shigalov, who was scarcely
three paces away, of course heard it—he heard the shout and
the shot, but, as he testified afterwards, he did not turn no:
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even stop. Death was almost instantaneous. Pyucr Stepanovitch
was the only one who preserved all his faculties. but I don’t
think he was quite cool. Squatting on his heels, he searched the
murdered man’s pockets hastily, though with steady hand. No
money was found (his purse had been left under Marya Ignat-
yevna’s pillow). Two or three scraps of paper of no impor-
tance were found: a note from his office, the title of some book,
and an old bill from a restaurant abroad which had been pre-
served, goodness knows why, for two years in his pocket. Pyotr
Stepanovitch transferred these scraps of paper to his own
pocket, and suddenly noticing that they had all gathered round,
were gazing at the corpse and doing nothing, he began rudely
and angrily abusing them and urging them on. Tolkatchenko
and Erkel recovered themselves, and running to the grotto
brought instantly from it two stones which they had got ready
there that morning. These stones, which weighed about twenty
pounds each, were securely tied with cord. As they intended to
throw the body in the nearest of the three ponds, they pro-
ceeded to tie the stones to the head and feet respectively. Pyotr
Stepanovitch fastened the stones while Tolkatchenko and Er-
kel only held and passed them. Erkel was foremost, and while
Pyotr Stepanovitch, grumbling and swearing, tied the dead
man’s feet together with the cord and fastened the stone to
them—a rather lengthy operation—Tolkatchenko stood hold-
ing the other stone at arm’s-length, his whole person bending
forward, as it were, deferentially, to be in readiness to hand it
without delay. It never once occurred to him to lay his burden
on the ground in the interval. When at last both stones were
tied on and Pyotr Stepanovitch got up from the ground to
scrutinise the faces of his companions, something strange hap-
pened, utterly unexpected and surprising to almost every one.
As I have said already, all except perhaps Tolkatchenko and
Erkel were standing still doing nothing. Though Virginsky had
rushed up to Shatov with the others he had not seized him or
helped to hold him. Lyamshin had joined the group after the
shot had been fired. Afterwards, while Pyotr Stepanovitch was

- busy with the corpse—for perhaps ten minutes—none of them

seemed to have been fully conscious. They grouped themselves
around and seemed to have felt amazement rather than anxiety
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or alarm. Liputin stood foremost, close to the corpse. Virginsky
stood behind him, peeping over his shoulder with a peculiar, as
it were unconcerned, curiosity; he even stood on tiptoe to get
a better view. Lyamshin hid behind Virginsky. He took an
apprehensive peep from time to time and slipped behind him
again at once. When the stones had been tied on and Pyotr Ste-
panovitch had risen to his feet, Virginsky began faintly shud-
dering all over, clasped his hands, and cried out bitterly at the
top of his voice:

“It’s not the right thing, it’s not, it’s not at all!”’ He would
perhaps have added something more to his belated exclamation,
but Lyamshin did not let him finish: he suddenly seized him
from behind and squeezed him with all his might, uttering an
unnatural shriek. There are moments of violent emotion, of
terror, for instance, when a man will cry out in a voice not his
own, unlike anything one could have anticipated from him, ana
this has sometimes a very terrible effect. Lyamshin gave vent to
a scream more animal than human. Squeezing Virginsky from
behind more and more tightly and convulsively, he went on
shrieking without a pause, his mouth wide open and his eyes
starting out of his head, keeping up a continual patter with his
feet, as though he were beating a drum. Virginsky was so
scared that he too screamed out like 2 madman, and with a fe-
rocity, a vindictiveness that one could never have expected of
Virginsky. He tried to pull himself away from Lyamshin,
scratching and punching him as far as he could with his arms
behind him. Erkel at last helped to pull Lyamshin away. But
when, in his terror, Virginsky had skipped ten paces away from
him, Lyamshin, catching sight of Pyotr Stepanovitch, began
yelling again and flew at him. Stumbling over the corpse, he fell
upon Pyotr Stepanovitch, pressing his head to the latter’s chest
and gripping him so tightly in his arms that Pyotr Stepano-
vitch, Tolkatchenko, and Liputin could all of them do nothing
at the first moment. Pyotr Stepanovitch shouted, swore, beat
him on the head with his fists. At last, wrenching himself away,
he drew his revolver and put it in the open mouth of Lyamshin,
who was still yelling and was by now tightly held by Tolkat-
chenko, Erkel, and Liputin. But Lyamshin went on shrieking
in spite of the revolver. At last Erkel, crushing his silk hand-
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kerchief into a ball, deftly thrust it into his mouth and the
shriek ceased. Meantime Tolkatchenko tied his hands with what
was left of the rope. )

“It’s very strange,” said Pyotr Stepanovitch, scrutinising
the madman with uneasy wonder. He was evidently struck. I
expected something very different from him,” he added
thoughtfully.

They left Erkel in charge of him for a time. They had to
make haste to get rid of the corpse: there had been so much
noise that some one might have heard. Tolkatchenko and Pyotr
Stepanovitch took up the lanterns and lifted the corpse by the
head, while Liputin and Virginsky took the feet, and so they
carried it away. With the two stones it was a heavy burden,
and the distance was more than two hundred paces. Tolkat-
chenko was the strongest of them. He advised them to keep in
step, but no one answered him and they all walked anyhow.

Pyotr Stepanovitch walked on the right and, bending forward, .

carried the dead man’s head on his shoulder while with the left
hand he supported the stone. As Tolkatchenko walked more than
half the way without thinking of helping him with the stone,
Pyotr Stepanovitch at last shouted at him with an oath. It was
a single, sudden shout. They all went on carrying the body in
silence, and it was only when they reached the pond that Vir-
ginsky, stooping under his burden and seeming to be exhaust-

ed by the weight of it, cried out again in the same loud and _

wailing voice:

“It’s not the right thing, no, no, it’s not the right thing!”

The place to which they carried the dead man at the extreme
end of the rather large pond, which was the farthest of the
three from the house, was one of the most solitary and unfre-
quented spots in the park, especially at this late season of the
year. At that end the pond was overgrown with weeds by the
banks. They put down the lantern, swung the corpse and threw
it into the pond. They heard a muffled and prolonged splash.
Pyotr Stepanovitch raised the lantern and every one follovs'red
his example, peering curiously to see the body sink, but nothing
could be seen: weighted with the two stones, the body sank at
once. The big ripples spread over the surface of the water and
quickly passed away. It was over. :

“Now we can separate, gentlemen,” said Pyotr Stepanovitch,
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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
traitor. 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 T hope
you will be fully confirmed to-morrow. QOne of the reasons why
_you have banded yourselves together into a separate branch of 4
free organisation representing certain 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
@ach of you. You are called upon to bring new life into the par-
ty which has grown decrepit and stinking with stagnation.
Keep that always before your eyes to give you strength. All
that you have to do meanwhile is to bring about the downfall
of everything—both the government and its moral standards.
None will be left but us, who have prepared ourselves before-
hand to take 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 public opinion; it’s shameful not to
snatch at anything that lies idle and gaping at us. ’'m going
at once to Kirillov, and by the morning a document will be in
existence in which he will as he dies take it all on himself by
way of an explanation to the police. Nothing 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 Shatov had changed his
convictions, so there was hostility between them on that
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ground and fear of treachery—that is, the most relentless hos-
tility. All that will be stated in writing. Finally, it will be men-
tioned that Fedka had been lodging with him at Filipov’s, so
all this will completely avert all suspicion from you, because it
will throw all those sheep’s-heads off the scent. We shall not
meet to-morrow, gentlemen; I am going into the country for a
very short time, but the day after you will hear from me. I
should advise you to spend to-morrow at home. Now we will
separate, going back by twos by different paths. You, Tolkat-
chenko, I'll ask to look after Lyamshin and take him home. You
may have some influence over him; and above all make him un-
derstand what harm he is doing himself by his cowardice. Your
kinsman Shigalov, Virginsky, I am as unwilling to distrust as I
am you; he will not betray us. I can only regret his action. He
has not, however, announced that he will leave the society, so
it would be premature to bury him. Well, make haste, gentle-
men. Though they are sheep’s-heads, there’s no harm in pru-
dencei . < 5

Virginsky went off with Erkel, who before giving up Lyam-
shin to Tolkatchenko brought him to Pyotr Stepanovitch, re-
porting to the latter that Lyamshin had come to his senses, was
penitent and begged forgiveness, and indeed had no recollection
of what had happened to him. Pyotr Stepanovitch walked off
alone, going round by the farther side of the pond, skirting the
park. This was the longest way. To his surprise Liputin over-
took him before he got half-way home.

“Pyotr Stepanovitch! Pyotr Stepanovitch! Lyamshin will
give information!”

“No, he will come to his senses and realise that he will be
the first to go to Siberia if he did. No one will betray us now.
Even you won’t.”

“What about you?”

“No fear! I’ll get you all out of the way the minute you at-
tempt to turn traitors, and you know that. But you won’t turn
traitors. Have you run a mile and a half to tell me that?”

“Pyotr Stepanovitch, Pyotr Stepanovitch, perhaps we shall
aever meet again!”

“What’s put that into your head?”

“Only tell me one thing.”

“Well, what? Though I want you to take yourself off.”
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“One question, but answer it truly: are we the only quintet
in the world, or is it true that there are hundreds of others? It’s
a question of the utmost importance to me, Pyotr Stepano-
vitch.”

“I see that from the frantic state you are in. But do you
know, Liputin, you are more dangerous than Lyamshin?”’

“I know, I know; but the answer, your answer!”

“You are a stupid fellow! I should have thought it could
make no difference to you now whether it’s the only quintet or
one of a thousand.”

“That means it’s the only one! I was sure of it . . . > cried
Liputin. “I always knew it was the only one, I knew it all
along.” And without waiting for any reply he turned and
quickly vanished into the darkness.

Pyotr Stepanovitch pondered a little.

“No, no one will turn traitor,” he concluded with decision,
“but the group must remain a group and obey, or I'll . . .
What a wretched set they are though!”

I

He first went home, and carefully, without haste, packed his
trunk. At six o’clock in the morning there was a special train
from the town. This early morning express only ran once a
week, and was only a recent experiment. Though Pyotr Ste-
panovitch had told the members of the quintet that he was only’
going to be away for a short time in the neighbourhood, his in-
tentions, as appeared later, were in reality very different. Hav-
ing finished packing, he settled accounts with his landlady, to
whom he had previously given notice of his departure, and
drove in a cab to Erkel’s lodgings, near the station. And then
just upon one o’clock at night he walked to Kirillov’s, ap-
proaching as before by Fedka’s secret way.

Pyotr Stepanovitch was in a painful state of mind. Apart
from other extremely grave reasons for dissatisfaction (he was
still unable to learn anything of Stavrogin), he had, it seems—
for I cannot assert it for a fact—received in the course of that
day, probably from Petersburg, secret information of a danger
awaiting him in the immediate future. There are, of course,

wm
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many legends in the town relating to this period; but if any
facts were known, it was only to those 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, so that he really may have received
such a warning. I am convinced, indeed, in spite of Liputin’s
cynical and despairing 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. Not more than three
days after his departure an order for his immediate arrest ar-
rived from Petersburg—whether in connection with what had
happened among us, or elsewhere, I don’t know. This order only
served to increase the overwhelming, almost panic terror which
suddenly came upon cur local authorities and the society of the
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 long series of senseless actions
in our midst—as well as the extremely mysterious circum-
stances that accompanied that murder. But the order came too
late: Pyotr Stepanovitch was already in Petersburg, living un-
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 Kirillov, looking ill-humoured and quarrel-
some. Apart from the real task before him, he felt, as it were,
tempted to satisfy some personal grudge, to avenge himself on
Kirillov for something. Kirillov seemed pleased to see himj he
had evidently been expecting him a long time with painful
impatience. His face was paler than usual; there was a fixed
and heavy look in his black eyes.

“I thought you weren’t coming,” he brought out drearily
from his corner of the sofa, from which he had not, however
moved to greet him.

Pyotr Stepanovitch stoed 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 patronis-
ing smile. “But, after all,” he added with unpleasant jocosity,
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if T am behind my time, it’s not for you to complain: I made
you a present of three hours.”

I don’t want extra hours as a present from you, and you
can’t make mea present . . . you fool!” '

"What?”‘ Pyotr Stepanovitch was startled, but instantly
controlled himself. “What huffiness! So we are in 2 savage tem-
per?”“he rapped out, still with the same offensive supercilious-
ness. “At sucha moment composure is what you need. The best
thing you can do is to consider yourself a Columbus and me a
?;lzltls:é a.nd not to t;}lf’e offence at anything I say. I gave you

vice yesterday.

::I don’,t want to look upon you as a mouse.”

What’s that, a compliment? But the tea is cold—and that
sh9ws'that everything is topsy-turvy. Bah! But I see some-
thing in the window, on a plate.” He went to the window. “Oh,
Ph’ boiled chicken and rice! But why haven’t you begun upon
it }‘:es? So we are in s.uch a state of mind that even chicken . , . ”

uI \}Ile dined, and it’s not your business. Hold your tongue!”
b, tl?e ;n(;il ce?lliris:;isbs;lcges, it’s no conseﬂuence—though for me

onsequence. Only fancy, I scarcely had

any dinner, and so if, as I suppose, that chicken is not wanted
now . . . eh?”

“Eat it if you can.”

“Thank you, and then T’ll have tea.”

He instantly settled himself at the other end of the sofa and
fell upon the chicken with extraordinary greediness; at the
same time he kept a constant watch on his victim. ’Kirillov
looked at him fixedly with angry aversion, as though unable tq
tear himself away. b

“I say, though,” Pyotr Stepanovitch fired off suddenly, while
he S.CIH went on eating, “what about cur business? We z;re not
crying off, are we? How about that document?”
 “Pve decided in the night that it’s nothing to me. I'll write
it. About the manifestoes?” :

"')’_’es, ab(?ut the manifestoes too. But I’ll dictate it. Of course,
that’s nothing to you. Can you possibly mind what’s in the let-
ter at such a moment?”

“That’s not your business.”

“It’s not mine, of course. It need only be a few lines, though:
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that you and Shatov distributed the manifestoes and'with the
help of Fedka, who hid in your lodgings. This last point about
Fedka and your lodgings is very important—the most import-
ant of all, indeed. You see, I am talking to you quite openly.

“Shatov? Why Shatov? I won’t mention Shatov for any-
thing.” : %

“What next! What is it to you? You can’t hurt him now.

“His wife has come back to him. She has waked up and has
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. .

‘%,he Won’F; know, she’s gone to sleep again. There’s a midwife
with her, Arina Virginsky.”

Sy that’s how it was. . . . She won’t overhear, I suppose?
I say, you'd better shut the front door.” .

: s“}éhz won’t overhear anything. And if Shatov comes T’ll hide
you in another room.” .

“Shatov won’t come; and you must write that you qua.rrelled
with him because he turned traitor and informed the police . .
this evening . . . and caused his death.”

“He is dead!” cried Kirillov, jumping up from the sofa.

“He died at seven o’clock this evening, or rather, at seven
o’clock yesterday evening, and now it’s one o’clpcl{.” .

“You have killed him! . . . And I foresaw it yesterday!

“No doubt you did! With this revolver here.” (He drew out
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.) * You
are a strange man, though, Kirillov; you knew yourself that the
stupid fellow was bound to end like this. What was there to
foresee in that? I made that as plain as possible over z_imd over
again. Shatov was meaning to betray us; I was Wat.:chmg hlm,

and it could not be left like that. And you too had instructions
to watch him; you told me so yourself three weeks ago. . . .

“Hold your tongue! You’ve done this because he spat in your
face in Geneval” i

“For that and for other things too—for many other things;
not from spite, however. Why do you jump up? Why look like
that? Oh, oh, so that’s it, is it?”
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He jumped up and held out his revolver before him. Kirillov
had suddenly snatched up from the window his revolver, which
had been loaded and put ready since the morning. Pyotr Ste-
panovitch took up his position and aimed his weapon at Kiril-
lov. The latter laughed angrily.

“Confess, you scoundrel, that you brought your revolver be-
cause I might shoot you. . . . But I shan’t shoot you .
though . . . though . . . ”

And again he turned his revolver upon Pyotr Stepanovitch,
as it were rehearsing, as though unable to deny himself the
pleasure of imagining how he would shoot him. Pyotr Stepano-
vitch, holding his ground, waited for him, waited for him till
the last minute without pulling the trigger, at the risk of being
the first to get a bullet in his head; it might well be expected of
“the maniac.” But at last ““the maniac™ dropped his hand, gasp-
ing and trembling and unable to speak.

“You’ve played your little game and that’s enough.” Pyotr
Stepanovitch, too, dropped his weapon. “I knew it was only a
game; only you ran a risk, let me tell you: I might have fired.”

And he sat down on the sofa with a fair show of composure
and poured himself out some tea, though his hand trembled a
little. Kirillov laid his revolver on the table and began walking
up and down.

“I won’t write that I killed Shatov . . . and I won’t write
anything now. You won’t have a document!”

“I shan’t?”

“No, you won’t.”

“What meanness and what stupidity!” Pyotr Stepanovitch
turned green with resentment. “I foresaw it, though. You’ve
not taken me by surprise, let me tell you. As you please, how-
ever. If I could make you do it by force, I would. You are a
scoundrel, though.” Pyotr Stepanovitch was more and more
carried away and unable to restrain himself. “You asked us for
money out there and promised us no end of things. . . . I
won’t go away with nothing, however: I’ll see you put the bul-
let through your brains first, anyway.”

“I want you to go away at once.” Kirillov stood firmly be-
fore him.

“No, that’s impossible.” Pyotr Stepanovitch took up his re-
volver again. “Now in your spite and cowardice you may think




i TIHE R OSSESSED
“Yes, scoundrels if you like. But you know that that’s only
words.” T
“All my life I wanted it not to be only words. Ilived because
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?”
: “Ob, 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.”

“Well, that’s all right, then.”

“But I know He doesn’t and can’t.”

“That’s more likely.”

“Surely you must understand that a man with two such
ideas can’t go on living?”

“Must shoot himself, you mean?”

“Surely you must understand that one might shoot oneself
for that alone? You don’t understand that there may be a man,
one man out of your thousands of millions, one man who won’t
\ bear it and does not want to.”

“All T understand is that you seem to be hesitating. . . .
That’s very bad.”

“Stavrogin, too, is consumed by an idea,” Kirillov said
gloomily, pacing up and down the room. He had not noticed
the previous remark.

“What?” Pyotr Stepanovitch pricked up his ears. “What
idea? Did he tell you something himself?”

‘ “No, I guessed it myself: if Stavrogin has faith, he does not
believe that he has faith. If he hasn’t faith, he does not believe
that he hasn’t.”

“Well, Stavrogin has got something else wiser than that in
his head,” Pyotr Stepanovitch muttered peevishly, uneasily
watching the turn the conversation had taken and the pallor of
Kirillov.

“Damn it all, he won’t shoot himself!” he was thinking. “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
bad terms with you,” Kirillov vouchsafed 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
as a man, and always . . . ”

“You are a scoundrel and a false intellect. But I am just the
same as you are, and I will shoot myself while you will remain
living.”

“You mean to say, I am so abject that I want to go on liv-
ing.”

He could not make up his mind whether it was judicious to
keep up such a conversation at such a moment or not, and re-
solved “to be guided by circumstances.” But the tone of super-
riority and of contempt for him, which Kirillov had never dis-
guised, had always irritated him, and now for some reason it
irritated him more than ever—possibly because Kirillov, who
was to die within an hour or so (Pyotr Stepanovitch still reck-
oned upon this), seemed to him, as it were, already only half 2
man, some creature whom he could not allow to be haughty.

“You seem to be boasting to me of your shooting yourself.””

“I’ve always been surprised at every one’s going on living,”
said Kirillov, not hearing his remark.

“H’m! Admitting that’s an idea, but .

“You ape, you assent to get the better of me. Hold your
tongue; you won’t understand anything. If there is no God,
then I am God.”

“There, I could never understand that point of yours: why
are you God?”

“If God exists, all is His will and from His will I cannot
escape. If not, it’s all my will and I am bound to show self-
will.””

“Self-will? But why are you bound?”

“Because all will has become mine. Can it be that no one in
the whole planet, after making an end of God and believing in
his 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 to approach the bag of gold, thinking himself
too weak to own it. I want to manifest my self-will. I may be
the only one, but I’ll do it.”

2
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“Do it by all means.”

“I am bound to shoot myself because the highest point of
my self-will is to kill myself with my own hands.”

“But you won’t be the only one to kill yourself; there are lots
of suicides.”

“With good cause. But to do it without any cause at all,
simply for self-will, I am the only one.”

“He won’t shoot himself,” flashed across Pyotr Stepano-
vitch’s mind again.

“Do you know,” he observed irritably, “if 1 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 yourself to-day, perhaps. We
may come to terms.”

“To kill some one would be the lowest point of self-will, and
you show your whole soul in that. T am not you: I want the
highest point and I’ll kill myself.”

“He’s come to it of himself,” Pyotr Stepanovitch muttered
malignantly.

“I am bound to show my unbelief,” said Kirillov, walking
about the room. “I have no higher idea than disbelief in God.
I have all the history of mankind on my side. Man has done
nothing but invent God so as to go on living, and not kill
himself; that’s the whole of universal history up till now. I am
the 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 anx-
iously.

“Let whom know it?” he said, egging him on. “It’s only you
and me here; you mean Liputin?”

“Let every 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 Stepanovitch
lost his temper completely.,

“So you still believe in Him, and you’ve lighted the lamp;
‘to be on the safe side,” I suppose?”’

The other did not speak.

“Do vou know, to my thinking, you believe perhaps more
thoroughly than any priest.”
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“Believe in whom? In Him? Listen.” Kirillov stood still, gaz-
ing before him with fixed and ecstatic look. “Listen to a great
idea: there was a day on earth, and in the midst of the earth
there stood three crosses. One on the Cross had such faith that
he said to another, “To-day thou shalt be with me in Paradise.’
The day ended; both died and passed away and found neither
Paradise nor resurrection. His words did not come true. Listen:
that Man was the loftiest of all on earth, He was that which
gave meaning to life. The whole planet, with everything on it,
is mere madness without that Man. There has never been any
like Him before 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 laws of nature did not spare even
Him, have not spared even their miracle and made even Him
live in a lie and die for a lie, then all the planet is a lie and
rests on a lie and on mockery. So then, the very laws of the
planet are a lie and the vaudeville of devils. What is there to
live for? Answer, if you are a2 man.”

“That’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 are 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 salvation for all consists in prov-
ing this idea to every one? Who will prove it? I! I can’t under-

stand how an atheist could know that there is no God and not

feill himseli on the spot. To recognise that there is no God and’

not to recognise at the same instant that one is God oneself is
an absurdity, else one would certainly kill oneself. If you rec-
ognise it you are sovereign, and then you won’t kill yourself
but will live in the greatest glory. But one, the first, must kill
himself, for else who will begin and prove it? So I must cer-
tainly kill myself, to begin and prove it. Now I am only a god
against my will and I am unhappy, because I am bound to as-
sert my will. All are unhappy because all are afraid to express
their 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 self-will only in little things, like a school-
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boy. I am awfully unhappy, for I'm awfully afraid. Terror is
the curse of man. . . . But I will assert my will, I am bound

to believe 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 only
thing that will save mankind and will re-create the next gen-
eration physically; for with his present physical nature man
can’t get on without his former God, I believe. For three years
T've been seeking for the attribute of my godhead and I've
found it; the attribute of my godhead is self-will! That’s all I
can o to prove in the highest 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 Shatov even. Dictate while it amuses me. I am
not afraid of what the haughty slaves will think! You will see
for yourself that all that is secret shall be made manifest! And
you will be crushed. . . . Ibelieve, I believe!”

Pyotr Stepanovitch jumped up from his seat and instantly
handed him an inkstand and paper, and began dictating, seiz-
ing the moment, quivering with anxiety.

“I, Alexey Kirillov, 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-
tured 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. Why
define it? The whole world!”

“The whole world! Bravo! And I won’t have any repentance.
I don’t want penitence and I don’t want it for the police!”

“No, of course, there’s no need of it, damn the police! Write,
if you are in earnest!” Pyotr Stepanovitch cried hysterically.

“Stay! I want to put at the top a face with the tongue out.”

“Ech, what nonsense,” cried Pyotr Stepanovitch crossly,
““you can express all that without the drawing, by—the tone.’
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“By the tone? That’s true. Yes, by the tone, by the tone of
it. Dictate, the tone.”

], Alexey Kirillov,” Pyotr Stepanovitch dictated firmly and
peremptorily, bending over Kirillov’s shoulder and following
every letter which the latter formed with a hand trembling
with excitement, I, Kirillov, declare that to-day, the —th
October, at about eight o’clock in the evening, I killed the
student Shatov in the park for turning traitor and giving in~
formation of the manifestoes and of Fedka, who has been lodg-
ing with us for ten days in Filipov’s house. I am shooting my-
self to-day with my revolver, not because I repent and am
afraid of you, but because when I was abroad I made up my
mind to put an end to my life.”

«Is that all?” cried Kirillov with surprise and indignation.

“Not another word,” cried Pyotr Stepanovitch, waving his
hand, attempting to snatch the document from him. .

“Stay.” Kirillov put his hand firmly on the paper. “Stay, it’s
nonsense! I want to say with whom I killed him. Why Fedka?
And what about the fire? I want it all and T want to be
abusive in tone, too, in tone!”

“Enough, Kirillov, I assure you it’s enough,” cried Pyotr
Stepanovitch almost imploringly, trembling lest he should tear
up the paper; “that they may believe you, you must say it as
obscurely as possible, just like that, simply in hints. You must
only give them a peep of the truth, just enough to tantalise
them. They’ll tell a story better than ours, and of course they’ll
believe themselves more than they would us; and you know,
it’s better than anything—better than anything! Let me have
it, it’s splendid as it is; give it to me, give it to me!”

And he kept trying to snatch the paper. Kirillov listened
open-eyed and appeared to be trying to reflect, but he seemed
beyond understanding now.

“Damn it all,” Pyotr Stepanovitch cried all at once, ill-
humouredly, “he hasn’t signed it! Why are you staring like
that? Sign!”

] want to abuse them,” muttered Kirillov. He took the pen,
however, and signed. “I want to abuse them.”

“Write ‘Vive la république;’ and that will be enough.”

“Bravol” Kirillov almost bellowed with delight. Vive la
1é publique démocratique sociale et universelle ou la mort!” No,
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the slight shivers that spasmodically ran down his spine—such
as always occur in particularly nervous people when they are
feverish and have suddenly come into a warm room from the
cold—became all at once strangely agreeable. He raised his
head and the delicious fragrance of the hot pancakes with
which the woman of the house was busy at the stove tickled
his nostrils. With a childlike smile he leaned towards the wom-
an and suddenly said:

“What’s that? Are they pancakes? Mais . . . c’est char-
mant.”

“Would you like some, sir?”’ the woman politely offered him
at once.

“I should like some, I certainly should, and . . . may [ ask
vou for some tea too,” said Stepan Trofimovitch, reviving.

“Get the samovar? With the greatest pleasure.”

On a large plate with a big blue pattern on it were served
the pancakes—regular peasant pancakes, thin, made half of
wheat, covered with fresh hot butter, most delicious pancakes.
Stepan Trofimovitch tasted them with relish.

“How rich they are and how good! And if one could only
have un doigt d’eaun de vie.”

“It’s a drop of vodka you would like, sir, isn’t it?”

“Just so, just so, a little, un tout petit rien.”

“Five farthings’ worth, I suppose?”

“Five, yes, five, five, five, un tout petit rien,” Stepan Trofi-
movitch assented with a blissful smile.

Ask a peasant to do anything for you, and if he can, and
will, he will serve you with care and friendliness; but ask him
to fetch you vodka—and his habitual serenity and friendliness
will pass at once into a sort of joyful haste and alacrity; he
will be as keen in your interest as though you were one of his
family. The peasant who fetches vodka—even though you are
going to drink it and not he and he knows that beforehand—
seems, as it were, to be enjoying part of your future gratifica-
tion. Within three minutes (the tavern was only two paces
away), a bottle and a large greenish wineglass were set on the
table before Stepan Trofimovitch.

“Is that all for me!” He was extremely surprised. “T've al-
ways had vodka but I never knew you could get so much for
five farthings.”
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He filled the wineglass, got up and with a certain solemnity
crossed the room to the other corner where his fellow-traveller,
the black-browed peasant woman, who had shared the sack
with him and bothered him with her questions, had ensconced
herself. The woman was taken aback, and began to decline, but
after having said all that was prescribed by politeness, she
stood up and drank it decorously in three sips, as women do,
and, with an expression of intense suffering on her face, gave
back the wineglass and bowed to Stepan Trofimovitch. He re-
turned the bow with dignity and returned to the table with an
expression of positive pride on his countenance.

All this was done on the inspiration of the moment: a second
before he had no idea that he would go and treat the peasant
woman.

“I know how to get on with peasants to perfection, to per-
fection, and I’ve always told them so,” he thought compla-
cently, pouring out the rest of the vodka; though there was
less than a glass left, it warmed and revived him, and even
went a little to his head.

“Je suis malade tout & fait, mais ce west pas trop mauvais
d’étre malade.”’

“Would you care to purchase?” a gentle feminine voice
asked close by him.

He raised his eyes and to his surprise saw a lady—une dame,
et elle en avait Vair, somewhat over thirty, very modest in ap-
pearance, dressed not like a peasant, in a dark gown with 2
grey shawl on her shoulders. There was something very kindly
in her face which attracted Stepan Trofimovitch immediately.
She had only just come back to the cottage, where her things
had been left on a bench close by the place where Stepan Tro-
fimovitch had seated himself. Among them was a portfolio, at
which he remembered he had looked with curiosity on going
in, and a pack, not very large, of American leather. From this
pack she took out two nicely bound books with a cross en-
graved on the cover, and offered them to Stepan Trofimovitch.

“Et . . . mais je crois que c’est PEvangile . . . with the
greatest pleasure. . . . Ah, now I understand. . . . Vous étes
ce guw'on appelle a gospel-woman; I've read more than once
. . . Half a rouble?”

“Thirty-five kopecks,” answered the gospel-woman.
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my love, is it possible that He should extinguish me and my
joy and bring me to nothingness again? If there is a God, then
I am immortal. Voild ma profession de foi.”

“There is a2 God, Stepan Trofimovitch, I assure you there is,”
Varvara Petrovna implored him. “Give it up, drop all your
foolishness for once in your life!” (I think she had not quite
understood his profession de foi.)

“My friend,” he said, growing more and more animated,
chough his voice broke frequently, “as soon as I understood

. that turning of the cheek, I . . . understood something
else as well. J’ai menti toute ma vie, all my life, alll T should
like . . . but that will do to-morrow. . . . To-morrow we
will all set out.”

Varvara Petrovna burst into tears. He was looking about for
some one.

“Here she is, she is here!” She seized Sofya Matveyevna by
the hand and led her to him. He smiled tenderly.

“Oh, T should dearly like to live again!” he exclaimed with
an extraordinary rush of energy. “Every minute, every instant
of life ought to be a blessing to man . . . they ought to be,
they certainly ought to be! It’s the duty of man to make it so;
that’s the law of his nature, which always exists even if hid-
den. . . . Oh, I wish I could see Petrusha . . . and all of
them . . . Shatov . .. ”

I may remark that as yet no one had heard of Shatov’s fate—
not Varvara Petrovna nor Darya Pavlovna, nor even Salzfish,
who was the last to come from the town.

Stepan Trofimovitch became more and more excited, fever-
ishly so, beyond his strength.

“The mere fact of the ever-present idea that there exists
something infinitely more just and more happy than I am fills
me through and through with tender ecstasy—and glorifies me
—oh, whoever 1 may be, whatever I have done! What is far
more essential for man than personal happiness is to know and
to believe at every instant that there is somewhere a perfect and
serene happiness for all men and for everything. . . . The one
essential condition of human existence is that man should al-
ways be able to bow down before something infinitely great. If
men are deprived of the infinitely great they will not go on liv-
ing and will die of despair. The Infinite and the Eternal are as
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essential for man as the little planet on which he dwells. My !

friends, all, all: hail to the Great Idea! The Eternal, Infinite
Idea! It is essential to every man, whoever he may be, to bow
down before what is the Great Idea. Even the stupidest man
needs something great. Petrusha . . . oh, how I want to see
them all again! They don’t know, they don’t know that that
same Eternal, Grand Idea lies in them all!”

Doctor Salzfish was not present at the ceremony. Coming in
suddenly, he was horrified, and cleared the room, insisting that
the patient must not be excited. :

Stepan Trofimovitch died three days later, but by that time
he was completely unconscious. He quietly went out like a
candle that is burnt down. After having the funeral service
performed, Varvara Petrovna took the body of her poor friend
to Skvoreshniki. His grave is in the precincts of the church and
is already covered with a marble slab. The inscription and the
railing will be added in the spring.

Varvara Petrovna’s absence from town had lasted eight days.
Sofya Matveyevna arrived in the carriage with her and seems to
have settled with her for good. I may mention that as soon as
Stepan Trofimovitch lost consciousness (the morning that he
received the sacrament) Varvara Petrovna promptly asked
Sofya Matveyevna to leave the cottage again, and waited on the
invalid herself unassisted to the end, but she sent for her at
once when he had breathed his last. Sofya Matveyevna was ter-
ribly alarmed by Varvara Petrovna’s proposition, or rather
command, that she should settle for good at Skvoreshniki, but
the latter refused to listen to her protests.

“That’s all nonsense! I will go with you to sell the gospel. 1
have no one in the world now.”

“You have a son, however,” Salzfish observed.

“I have no son!” Varvara Petrovna snapped out—and it was
like a prophecy.
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CONCLUSION

had been perpetrated

1L _the crimes and villainies that h e
were discovered with extraordinary rapidity, much

more quickly than Pyotr Stepanovitch had expected.
'To begin with, the luckless Marya Ignatyevna waked ﬁp—_Before
daybreak on the night of her husband’s murder, mxs‘sed him and
flew into indescribable agitation, not seeing him beside her. The
woman who had been hired by Arina Prohorovna, and was
there for the night, could not succeed in calming her, and as
soon as it was daylight ran to fetch Arina Prohorovna herself,
assuring the invalid that the latter knew Whexfe her husband
was, and when he would be back. Meantime Arina Prohorovna
was in some anxiety too; she had already heard from her hus-
band of the deed perpetrated that night at Skvoreshniki. He
had returned home about eleven o’clock in a terrible state of
mind and body; wringing his hands, he flung himself face
downwards on his bed and shaking with convulsive sobs kept
repeating, “It’s not right, it’s not right, it’s not right at all!”
He ended, of course, by confessing it all to Arina Prohorovna
—but to no one else in the house. She left him on his bed, stern-
ly impressing upon him that “if he must blubber he must do it
in his pillow so as not to be overheard, and that he would be a
fool if he showed any traces of it next day.” She felt sorr}ewhat
anxious, however, and began at once to clear things up in case
of emergency: she succeeded in hiding or completely destroying
all suspicious papers, books, manifestoes perhaps. At the same
time she reflected that she, her sister, her aunt, her sister-in-law
the student, and perhaps even her long-cared brother had .really
nothing much to be afraid of. When the nurse ran to her in the
morning she went without a second thought to Marya Ignat-
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yevna’s. She was desperately anxious, moreover, to find out
whether what her husband had told her that night in a terrified
and frantic whisper, that was almost like delirium, was true—
that is, whether Pyotr Stepanovitch had been right in his reck-
oning that Kirillov would sacrifice himself for the general
benefit.

But she arrived at Marya Ignatyevna’s too late: when the
latter had sent off the woman and was left alone, she was unable
to bear the suspense; she got out of bed, and throwing round
her the first garment she could find, something very light and
unsuitable for the weather, I believe, she ran down to Kirillov’s
lodge herself, thinking that he perhaps would be better able
than anyone to tell her something about her husband. The ter-
rible effect on her of what she saw there may well be imagined.
Tt is remarkable that she did not read Kirillov’s last letter,
waich lay conspicuously on the table, overlooking it, of course.
in her fright. She ran back to her room, snatched up her baby,
and went with it out of the house into the street. It was a damp
morning, there was a fog. She met no passers-by in such an
out-of-the-way street. She ran on breathless through the wet.
cold mud, and at last began knocking at the doors of the
houses. In the first house no one came to the door, in the second
they were so long in coming that she gave it up impatiently
and began knocking at a third door. This was the house of a
merchant called Titov. Here she wailed and kept declaring in-
coherently that her husband was murdered, causing a great
flutter in the house. Something was known about Shatov and
his story in the Titov household; they were horror-stricken that
she should be running about the streets in such attire and in
such cold with the baby scarcely covered in her arms, when,
according to her story, she had only been confined the day be-
fore. They thought at first that she was delirious, especially as
they could not make out whether it was Kirillov who was mur-
dered or her husband. Seeing that they did not believe her she
would have run on farther, but they kept her by force, and I
am told she screamed and struggled terribly. They went to
Filipov’s, and within two hours Kirillov’s suicide and the letter
he had left were known to the whole town. The police came to
question Marya Ignatyevna, who was st:ll conscious, and it ap=
peared at once that she had not read Kirillov’s letter, and they
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could not find out from her what had led her to conclude that
her husband had been murdered. She only screamed that if
Kirillov was murdered, then her husband was murdered, they
were together. Towards midday she sank into a state of un-
consciousness from which she never recovered, and she died

| three days later. The baby had caught cold and died before her.

Arina Prohorovna not finding Marya Ignatyevna and the
baby, and guessing something was wrong, was about to run
home, but she checked herself at the gate and sent the nurse to
inquire of the gentleman at the lodge whether Marya Ignatyev-
na was not there and whether he knew anything about her.
The woman came back screaming frantically. Persuading her
not to scream and not to tell anyone by the time-honoured
argument that “‘she would get into trouble,” she stole out of
the yard.

It goes without saying that she was questioned the same
morning as having acted as midwife to Marya Ignatyevna; but
they did not get much out of her. She gave a very cool and
sensible account of all she had herself heard and seen at Shat-
ov’s, but as to what had happened she declared that she knew
nothing, and could not understand it.

It may well be imagined what an uproar there was in the
town. A new “sensation,” another murder! But there was an-
nther element in this case: it was clear that a secret society of
murderers, incendiaries, and revolutionists did exist, did actu-
ally exist. Liza’s terrible death, the murder of Stavrogin’s wife,
Stavrogin himself, the fire, the ball for the benefit of the gov-
ernesses, the laxity of manners and morals in Yulia Mihailov-
na’s circle. . . . Even in the disappearance of Stepan Trofimo-
vitch people insisted on scenting a mystery. All sorts of things
were whispered about Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch. By the end of
the day people knew of Pyotr Stepanovitch’s absence too, and,
strange to say, less was said of him than of anyone. What was
calked of most all that day was “the senator.” There was a
crowd almost all day at Filipov’s house. The police certainly
were led astray by Kirillov’s letter. They believed that Kirillov
had murdered Shatov and had himself committed suicide. Yet,
though the authorities were thrown into perplexity, they were
not altogether hoodwinked. The word “park,” for instance, so
vaguely inserted in Kirillov’s letter, did not puzzle anyone as
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Pyotr Stepanovitch had expected it would. The police at once
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 the last few days were
connected directly or indirectly with Skvoreshniki. That at
least is my theory. (I may remark that Varvara Petrovna had
driven off early that morning in chase of Stepan Trofimovitch,
and knew nothing of what had happened in the town.)

The body was found in the pond that evening. What led to
the discovery of it was the finding of Shatov’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 suspicions that Kirillov must have had accomplices.
It became evident that a secret society really did exist of which
Shatov and Kirillov were members and which was connected
with the manifestoes. Who were these accomplices? No 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
that worried every one was the impossibility of discovering a
connecting-link in this chaos.

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 Lyamshin.

He broke down. He behaved as even Pyotr Stepanovitch had
towards the end begun to fear he would. Left in charge of
Tolkatchenko, and afterwards of Erkel, 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
into his head by the evening to throw up the task of watching
Lyamshin which Pyotr Stepanovitch had laid upon him, and
lefe the town, that is, to put it plainly, made his escape; the
fact is, they lost their heads as Erkel had predicted they would
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I may mention, by the way, that Liputin had disappeared the
same day before twelve o’clock. But things fell out so that his
disappearance did not become known to the authorities till the
evening of the following day, when the police went to question
his family, who were panic-stricken at his absence but kept
quiet from fear of consequences. But to return to Lyamshin:
as soon as he was left alone (Erkel 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 to escape was so ter-
rible and difficult, that after going through two or three
streets, he returned home and locked himself up for the whole
night. I believe that towards morning he attempted to commit
suicide but did not succeed. He remained locked up till mid-
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 soothed 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 it 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 Kirillov, the fire, the death of
the Lebyadkins, and the rest of it were relegated to the back-
ground. Pyotr Stepanovitch, the secret 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 was

: with the idea of systematically undermining the foundations,

systematically destroying society and all principles; with the
idea of nonplussing every one and making hay of everything,
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, suddenly to
| seize it in their hands, raising the standard of revolt and rely-
{ing on a complete network of quintets, which were actively,
‘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 Stepanovitch had organised only the first ex-
periment in such systematic disorder, so to speak as a prog-
ramme for further activity, and for all the quintets—and that
this was his own (Lyamshin’s) idea, his own theory, “‘and that
he hoped they would remember it and bear in mind how openly
and properly he had given his information, and therefore might
be of use hereafter.” Being asked definitely how many quintets
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
had declared that it was all his own theory. Of Yulia Mihailov-
na he very funnily and quite without provocation volunteered
the remark, that “she was innocent and had been made a fool
of.” But, strange to say, he exonerated Nikolay Stavrogin from
all share in the secret society, from any collaboration with

Pyotr Stepanovitch. (Lyamshin had no conception of the secret |

and very absurd hopes that Pyotr Stepanovitch was resting on
Stavrogin.) According to his story Nikolay 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 Stepanovitch had
reckoned with shallow confidence, he had roused nothing but
indigation and even despair in ““the generous heart of Nikolay
Vsyevolodovitch.” He wound up by a hint, evidently inten-
tional, volunteered hastily, that Stavrogin was perhaps a very
important personage, but that there was some secret about
that, that he had been living among us, so to say, incognito,
that he had some commission, and that very possibly he would
come back to us again from Petersburg (Lyamshin was con-
vinced that Stavrogin had gone to Petersburg), but in quite a
different capacity and in different surroundings, in the suite of
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persons uf whom perhaps we should soon hear, and that all this
he had heard from Pyotr Stepanovitch, “Nikolay 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 the 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 arrested. T 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-
dence without reservation, but with a certain dignity, and has
not given up any oi his “bright hopes,” though at the same
time he curses the political method (as opposed to the Socialist
one), in which he had been unwittingly and heedlessly carried
“by 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. Not 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 conduct to 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 the
ground imploring mercy for her son. Whatever may happen,
many among us feel sorry for Erkel.

CONCLUSION 683
Liputin was arrested in Petersburg, where he had beep living
for a fortnight. His conduct there sounds almost incredible .and
is difficult to explain. He is said to have had a passport in a
forged name and quite a large sum of money upon him, ;%nd
had every possibility of escaping abroad, yet instead of going
he remained in Petersburg. He spent some time hunting for
Stavrogin and Pyotr Stepanovitch. Suddenly he took to drink-
ing and gave himself up to a debauchery that exceeded all
bounds, like a man who had lost all reason and understanding
of his position. He was arrested in Petersburg drunk in a
brothel. There is a rumour that he has not by any means lost
heart, that he tells lies in his evidence and is preparing for the
approaching trial hopefully (?) and, as it were, triumphantly.
He even intends to make a speech at the trial. Tolkatchenko,
who was arrested in the neighbourhood ten days after his
flight, behaves with incomparably more decorum; he does not
shuffle or tell lies, he tells all he knows, does not justify himself,
blames himself with all modesty, though he, too, has a weakness
for rhetoric; he tells readily what he knows, and when knowl-
edge of the peasantry and the revolutionary (?) elementF
among them is touched upon, he positively attitudinises and is
eager to produce an effect. He, too, is meaning, I am told, to
make a speech at the trial. Neither he nor Liputin seem very
much afraid, curious as it seems.
I repeat that the case is not yet over. Now, three monthe
afterwards, local society has had time to rest, has recovered, has
got over it, has an opinion of its own, so much so that some

people positively look upon Pyotr Stepanovitch as a genius or

at least as possessed of “‘some characteristics of a genius.” “Or-
ganisation!” they say at the club, holding up a finger. But all
this is very innocent and there are not many people who talk
like that. Others, on the other hand, do not deny his acute-
ness, but point out that he was utterly ignorant of real life,
that he was terribly theoretical, grotesquely and stupidly one-
sided, and consequently shallow in the extreme. As for his
moral qualities all are agreed; about that there are no two opin~
ions.

I do not know whom to mention next so as not to forge
anyone. Mavriky Nikolaevitch has gone away for good, I don’t
know where. Old Madame Drozdov has sunk into dotage. . . .

—
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mediately led the way. Near a little flight of steps, at the end
of the long two-story monastery building, a stout, grizzled
monk encountered them, and with bold dispatch snatched
Stavrogin from the servant. The monk led him through a long,
narrow corridor, bowing perpetually (although, because of his
stoutness, he could not make a low obeisance, but simply kept
jerking his head up and down) and continually inviting him
to follow, in spite of the fact that Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch
followed him anyhow. The monk kept on asking questions and
talking about Father Archimandrite, but getting no response,
he became more and more deferential. Stavrogin noticed that
he was known here, although as far as he could recall he had
only visited the place as a child.

When they reached the door at the very end of the passage,
the monk opened it with an authoritative hand, as it were, in-
quired with a show of familiarity of the novice who sprang up
at their appearance, whether they could come in, and without
waiting for his answer threw the door wide open and bowing,
let in the “dear” visitor. Upon receiving Stavrogin’s thanks, he
vanished precipitately as though fleeing. Nikolay Vsyevolodo-
vitch entered a smallish room, and there appeared almost si-
multaneously in the doorway of the adjoining room a tall, lean
man, about fifty-five years old, in a plain indoor garment which
is usually worn under the cassock. He looked somewhat sickly,
and had a vague smile and a strange, rather shy expression.
This was Tihon, of whom Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch had first
heard from Shatov, and about whom he himself had in the
meantime collected some information by the way.

The information was varied and contradictory, but one fact
stood out, namely, that both the people who loved him and

those who did not (and such there were) spoke of him with a

certain reserve: those who disliked him, perhaps out of con-

tempt, and his admirers, even ardent ones—because of discre-
tion, as though they wished o conceal somethimg, perhaps a
weakness of his, possibly{ something like saintly folly. Nikolay
Vsyevolodovitchhad teart § seenHiving in the
monastery for some six years and that he was visited by people
of both the lowest and the highest ranks, that even in distant
Petersburg he had most ardent admirers, chiefly women. On
she ather hand, from one of our personable old men, a clubman

degree_of respect in the monastery itself. It was said that—
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who was yet devout, he heard that “this Tihon is half crazy.
and undoubtedly drinks.” Anticipating upon the course ot
&vents, let me a or my own part that this assertion was
sheer nonsense, and that if Tihon suffered from anything it was
from a rheumatic pain in his legs which was of long standing,
and at times from obscure nervous spasms. Nikolay Vsyevolo-
dovitch also learned that, whether because of weakness of char-
acter or ““an unpardonable absent-mindedness inappropriate to
his rank,” the retired bishop failed to command any unusual

Father Archimandrite, an austere man, rigid in the perform-
ance of his duties as prior, and furthermore, known for his
learning, cherished something like an animosity, as it were,
against Tihon, and condemned him, not to his face but indi-
rectly, for his careless way of living and for being all but a
heretic. Furthermore, tf ethren treated the invalid prelate
not exactly disrespectfully, but rather with easy familiarity.
The two rooms which formed Tihon’s cell were ,Qail_y\_hfgr-
nished. Alongside of clumsy, old-fashioned furniture uphol;
stered in shabby leather, stood three or four elegant pieces; u
luxurious easy-chair, a large writing-table of excellent finish,
an exquisitely carved book-case, little tables, what-nots—all,
of course, gifts. There was a costly Bokhara rug, and side by
side with it, ordinary mats. There were engravings representing
both secular and mythological subjects, and in the corner, 2
large shrine as well, holding ikons gleaming with gold and sil.
ver, one of them an ancient piece containing saintly relics.

The library too, it was said, was of an all too varied and con- |

flicting character: besides the works of the great saints and
worthies of the Church, there were theatrical compositions and
novels and “maybe something much worse.”

After the first greetings, spoken for some reason with ob-
vious mutual embarrassment in hasty and indistinct syllables,
Tihon led the visitor to his study, and with the same apparent
haste made him sit on a sofa before a table, while he himsel*
took a seat nearby in a wicker armchair. Here, surprisingly

enough, WM&M@L&S com.
posure. It seemed as 1f he were making a violent effort to bring
Timself to do something extraordinary, something incontro.
vertible and yet almost impossible for him to execute. For a faw
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694 THE POSSESSED
moments he let his eyes wander over the room, obviously with-
out seeing what he was looking at; then he grew thoughtful,
but perhaps did not know what he was thinking about. The
quiet roused him, and suddenly it seemed to him that Tihon
looked down bashfully, as it were, and with an odd and alto-_
gether irrelevant smife. For an instant this moved him to dis-
gust and rebellion; he wanted to rise and go; he fancied that .
Tihon was actually drunk. But the latter suddenly lifted his
eyes and looked at him with a glance so firm and full of
\thought and, at the same time, so unexpected and puzzling
that Stavrogin almost started. And now suddenly another no-
tion occurred to him, namely, that Tihon already knew why he
had come, that he had already been forewarned (although no
one in the world could have known the reason) and that if he
had not spoken first, it was in order to spare him, it was for
fear of humiliating him.

“Do you know me?” he asked abruptly. “Did I introduce
myself when I came in? Excuse me, I am so absent-minded.”

“You did not introduce yourself, but I had the pleasure of
seeing you once, some four years ago, here in the monastery
. . . by chance.” Tihon spoke in an unhurried, soft, even
yoice, articulating the words clearly and distinctly.

“I wasn’t at the monastery four years ago,” retorted Nikolay
Vsyevolodovitch with unnecessary rudeness. “I was here only
as a child, before you had come at all.”

“Perhaps you have forgotten,” observed Tihon cautiously
and without insistence.

“No, I haven’t forgotten. And it would be ridiculous if 1
had,” insisted Stavrogin on his part, with excessive emphasis.
“Perhaps you have only heard about me and formed an idea of
me, and then you imagined that you had seen me yourself.”

Tihon did not answer. It was only then that Stavrogin no-

| ticed that Tihon’s features twitched from time to time, a
symptom of a nervous disorder of long standing.

“I see only that you are not well to-day,” he said, “and per-
haps I had better leave.” He even made a motion as if to rise
from his seat.

[ “Yes, to-day and yesterday I have had severe pains in my
\ Jegs, and T had little sleep last night.”
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Tihon stopped. His guest suddenly fell into a vague reverie.
The silence lasted a long time, some two minutes.

“Have you been watching me?” he asked suddenly, alarmed
and suspicious.

] was looking at you, and I recalled your mother’s features. )
Although there is no external likeness, there is much internal,
spiritual resemblance.” . ’

“No resemblance, particularly spiritual. Not the shghltest,
said Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch, needlessly alarmed and Wlth an
over-emphasis for which he could not account to hlrr}self’;
“You say this just like that . . . out of pity for my situation,”
he suddenly blurted out. “Bah! Does my mother come to you?

*She does.”

“Didn’t know it. Never heard about it from her. Often?”

*Almost every month, and oftener.” -

“Never, never heard of it. Haven’t heard of it.” (This
seemed to upset him terribly.) “And of course she has told you
that T am mad,” he blurted out again.

“No, not exactly mad. Still, T have heard others say so.”

“You must have a good memory to tecall such trifles. And
did you hear about the slap?”

] heard something.” :

“You mean all about it. You must have plenty of time t.
listen to such things. And about the duel?”

“About the duel, too.” :

“You don’t need newspapers here. Has Shatov warned you
about me?” ,

“No; I am acquainted with Mr. Shatov, though, but I have-
n’t seen him for a long time.”

“F’m! What’s that map there? Bah! a map of the last war.

What good is that to you?” N _ .
«J used the map in connection with this text. A most inter-

esting account.”
“Lget me see; yes, fairly good style. But this is rather odd
ing for you.”
I.eaI(}Il: gdrewythe volume toward him and glanced at it. It was
a comprehensive and able account of the circumstances of the
late war, presented rather from the purely literary than from
the military angle. He turned the book about and suddenly
with an impatient movement tossed it aside.
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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
somewhat 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 being, Jerisive

and “rational”: “it shows different faces and assumes different
characters, and yet is atwaysthe same and always infuriates

me . . .

These disclosures were wild and incoherent, and really seemed
to come from a madman. And yet Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch
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
awkward chagrin. “T 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
officer; 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 T 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
outting aside all doubt of its plainly being no more than a false
and 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 became 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 whois real, he or I. . . . It’s all

nonsense. And you, can’t you imagine that it really is the
devil?” he added, laughing, and passing too abruptly into 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 widely.”

“Just now you dropped your eyes again,” said Stavrogin

with an irritable laugh. “Because you were ashamed for me,|
since, while T believe in the devil, by pretending I don’t, I am|
slyly putting a question to you: does he really exist, or not?”

Tihon smiled vaguely.

“Well then, let me tell you plainly that I am not at all
ashamed, and to make up for my rudeness I will say boldly
and in all seriousness: I do believe in the devil, I believe canon-
ically, in a personal devil, not in an allegory, and I don’t need
confirmation from anybody. That’s the whole story.”

He gave a nervous, unnatural laugh. Tihon looked at him
interestedly, but with a timid and withal gentle glance.

“You believe in God?” Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch 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 know: can 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 it. No, you—you—will you be able to do it, as a re-
ward for your faith in God?”™ X

“Perhaps I shall not.”

|

* “Perhaps’! That’s not bad. Ha! ha! You are still a doubter; ,
SO Al S Ol

?)’
-then:
I doubt, because my faith is imperfect.”
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“What! Even your faith is imperfect? Well, I wouldn’t
have supposed it, to look at you.” He suddenly stared at Tihon
with wholly naive amazement, which did not at all harmonise
with the derisive tone of the previous questions.

“Yes . . . Perhaps my 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
you wish to believe. And you take the mountain literally. That
is a great deal. A good principle. I have noticed that the more
advanced of our Levites are strongly inclined toward Lutheran-
ism, and are quite ready to explain miracles by natural causes.
Anyhow that is more than the ‘#rés pen’ of one archbishop, who
said it, true enough, at the sword’s point. And of course you
are a Christian, too.”

Stavrogin spoke rapidly, his fluent words now serious, now
derisive; perhaps he did not himself know why he was talking
as he did, asking questions, getting excited, growing curious.

“Let me not be ashamed of Thy cross, O Lord,” Tihon mut-
tered in a strange, passionate whisper, bowing his head still
lower.

“Is it possible to believe in the devil without believing in
God?” asked Stavrogin with a laugh.

“That’s quite possible. It’s done right and left.” Tihon
lifted his eyes and smiled.

“And I am sure that you consider such a faith more estima-
ble than utter lack of faith . . . ” Stavrogin burst out laugh-
ing.

“On the contrary, outright atheism is more to be respected
than worldly indifference,” answered Tihon, with ostensible
gaiety and candor; at the same time he scrutinised his guest
carefully and uneasily.

“Aha! so that’s where you stand! Decidedly you astonish
me

“Say what you may, but the complete atheist stands on the
penultimate step to most perfect Taith (he may or he may not
take a further SEeE!’ but the indifferent person has no faith
whatever except a bad fear, and that but rarely, and only if he
1s sensitive.”

“Hm . .

“I have.”

. Have you read the Apocalypse?”
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“Do you remember: ‘And unto the Angel of the Church of
the Laodiceans write . . . > ”

“I remember.”

“Where is the book?” Stavrogin grew strangely impatient
and alarmed, his eyes wandering over the table in search of the
Bible—*“I'd like to read to you . .. Have you a Russian
translation?”

“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 knees,
and impatiently prepared to listen. Tihon began reciting, re-
calling 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 hot; I would thou wert cold or
hot. So then because thou art lukewarm, and neither cold nor
hot, T will spue thee out of my mouth. Because thou sayest, T
am rich and increased with goods and have need of nothing:
and thou knowest not that thou art wretched, and miserable,
and poor, and blind, and naked . .. ’”

“Enough!” Stavrogin cut him short. “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 this state when he said to Tihon, “I love you,”
at least his words came as a surprise to himself. More than a
minute passed.

“Do not be angry,” whispered Tihon, touching Stavrogin’s
el?fow lightly with his finger and appearing to grow timid him-
self.

The latter started and frowned fiercely. “How did you know
that I was going to get angry?” he said quickly. Tihon was
about to speak, but Stavrogin, suddenly overcome with inex-
plicable agitation, interrupted him:

“Why did you fancy that I must necessarily become angry?

Yes, 1 did get angry. You were right. And angry precisely be-

se I told you I loved you. You’re right. But you are a coarse

cynic, you have'a Tow opinion of human nature. There might

H
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have been no anger if it had been anyone but me. However,

vmmth me. And still you

9re an odd fellow anda saintly fool. . . .

did not choose his words:
{ “Listen, I don’t like spies and psychologists, at least such as
| i pry into my soul. I don’t invite anybody into my soul, I do not
need anybody, I can shift for myself. Perhaps you think T am
afraid of you.” He raised his voice and threw his head back
defiantly. “Perhaps you are fully convinced now that I .h?ve
come to disclose a ‘terrible’ secret to you, and you are waiting
for 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.wit}.lou‘c you

. . . because there is no mystery whatever . . . it exists only

in your imagination.”

Tibon 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-

j warm. I have a foreboding that you are struggling with an
(extraordinary, perhaps a fearful intention. I implore you, do
not torment yourself, and tell everything.”

“And you were certain that I had come with a story.”

“I . . . guessed it,” whispered Tihon, looking dowrx.

Nikolay 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 drevy 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.” 3 il

“Shall T really read them?” asked Tihon, hesitatingly.

“Do; I am calm.” o

“No, I can’t make it out without my spectacles, the print is
small, foreign ”
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“Here are your glasses.” Stavrogin took them up from the

table, handed them to Tihon and leaned against the back of

the sofa. Tihon did not look at him and plunged into the read-
ing.

II

It was indeed foreign print—three sheets of ordinary small.
size note-paper, sewn together. It must have been printed sec-
retly at some Russian printing-press abroad, and at first blush
the pamphlet looked very much like a revolutionary leaflet. It
bore the heading: “From Stavrogin.”

Linsert 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 even well-read man (of
course, relatively speaking). As for the style, I made no
changes in it, in spite of the errors. At any rate, it is obvious
that the author is by no means a man of letters.

I shall allow myself 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 course, 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 need of punishment, the need of the cross, of pub<
‘Tic chastisement. Meanwhile, this need of the cross in a man
“who doesn’t believe 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
a 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 pass
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from him if he could, 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 uncomfortable

position and so he flings down a challenge to it.

Indeed, 1n the very existence of such a document one senses
a new, unexpected and irreverent challenge to society. Just for

the sake of finding an enemy. . .

’ms) all that, to wit, those sheets in-
tended for publication, are nothing else but another way of
nipping the governor’s ear. Why this occurs to me now, after
so much has been explained already, I 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 middle.
. . . However, I have gone too far ahead of my story; it is
safer to turn to the document itself. Here is what Tihon read:

FROM STAVROGIN

“In the year 186—, I, Nikolay Stavrogin, a retired army
officer, was living in Petersburg, indulging in dissipation in
which T found no pleasure. In those days, for quite some time I
kept three lodgings. I myself was living in a shabby hotel
where T 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 purposes: in one I re-
ceived a lady who was in love with me, and in the other, her
maid, and for quite a time I was preoccupied with the scheme
of bringing the two together, so that mistress and maid would
meet in my rooms. Knowing the character of both, I expected
to get some entertainment out of 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 housc on
Gorokhovaya Street, more frequently than the other, because
it was there that the maid used to come. Here 1 had a single
room on the fourth floor, which I rented from a Russian family
of the lower middle class. They occupied the adjacent room,
which was smaller, and the door between the two was always
open, a fact which fell in with my desires. The husband, who
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wore a beard and a long coat, was employed in some office and
was absent from morning till night. The wife, 2 woman of
forty, was generally busy making over old clothes and she toa
often went out to dispose of these. I remained zll alone with
their daughter, who, by the looks of her, was quite a child.
Her name was Matryosha. Her mother loved her, but would
often beat her, and had a way of screaming at her on every
occasion, as is the manner of women of her class. This little
girl waited on me, and tidied up behind the screen. T declare
that I have forgotten the house-number. On inquiry I found
out that the old house has been torn down and where two or
three buildings used to stand, there is now one large new one.
I have also forgotten the surname of the people from whom I
rented the room (perhaps I didn’t even know it at the time).
I recall that the woman’s name was, if T am not mistaken,
Stepanida. The husband’s I don’t remember at all. What has
become of the woman I do not know. I fancy that it might be
possible to trace them with the aid of the Petersburg police.
It was a corner flat, opening onto the courtyard. Tt all hap-
pened in June. The house was painted pale blue.

“One day a penknife which I didn’t need and which was
just lying around disappeared from my table. I mentioned the
matter to the woman, without thinking that she would whip
her daughter for it. She had just been screaming at the child on
account of the loss of a scrap of cloth, suspecting that she had
taken it for her dolls, and had pulled her hair for her. When
the scrap was found under the tablecloth the little girl chose
not to say a word of reproach for having been unjustly pun-
ished, but just looked at her mother silently. T noticed this
and fixed it in my memory, and it was now for the first time
that T remarked the little girl’s face which had been a blank to
me before. She was a fair-skinned and freckled little girl, with
an ordinary face, but a child’s face, and gentle, exceedingly

— L

gentle. The mother didn’t like the little girl’s failure to re- .
proach her for the unmerited beating, and then the matter of ]

woman flew into_a passion, es-

ecial ause she had just beaten the child unjust ly., She
plucked some twigs from the broom, and whipped the girl sa
that she raised welts on her, before my very eyes, although the
child was already in her twelfth year. Matryosha did not

T T R e e
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scream 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 Whll?—
ping was over, I suddenly found the penknife on my beq, in
the folds of the blanket. Then I quietly put the penknife into
my vest pocket, went ou e strect threw the pen-
knife away, far from the house so that no one should discover
it. Immediately I felt that I had done something vile. At the
same time 1 éxperienced a pleasurable sensation because sud-
denly a certain desire pierced me like a blade, and 1 l‘)egan to
busy myself with it. Let me note here that often various base
feelings took possession of me to the point of making me ut-
terly unreasonable or, better still, exceedingly stubborn, thoqgh
Athey never made me forget myself. Though such a feeling
mounted to frenzy in me, I could always overcome it, even

. stop it at its height, but I very seldom wished to do so. And I

declare that T do not wish to claim freedom from responsi-
bility for my crimes on the grounds of either environment or
disease. ‘
“Then T waited two days. The little girl, having cried her
fll, 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 t}}e
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 this 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 be‘lieve we
\did many vile things and the other tenants were afraid of us,
that is, they were polite, in spite of the revolting pranks and
silly jokes which we perpetrated. I repeat: at that time I was
not at all averse to being deported to Siberia. I was so utterly
bored that I could have hanged myself, and if I didn’t, it was
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because I was still looking forward to something, as I have all
my life. H:@{Lhat at that time I was seriously engaged in the

study of theology. This somewhat distracted me, but after-
wards I grew more bored than ever. I was in a state where I -
~wanted to put powder under the four corners of the eart and
blow it all up, butit didn’t seem worth the effort. Yet 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 not, but

for criminal—perhaps, yes!” And he was pleased with his
shabby pun, although he and his pregnant wife and his two

little girls were without anything to eat. But if people didn’t

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 T could give up my inten-
tion, and I immediately felt that I could, at any time, 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 occupied
mostly by artisans and all day long the place was filled with
songs and the sound of hammers. An hour passed. Matryosha
was sitting in the next room on a little stool, with a bit of sew-
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’clock. My 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 quietly
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 laugh like a baby. But her amusement lasted only aui
instant: she quickly jumped up again and this 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




"’ neck and suddenly began to kiss me violently of her own ac-
cord. Her face expressed perfect rapture. I got up, almost in-
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she were going to cry, but she did not. I kissed her hand again
and seated her on my knees. She suddenly pulled away from me
with a jerk of her whole body and smiled as though ashamed,
but it was a strangely wry smile. Her whole face reddened with
shame. I was whispering to her and laughing. Suddenly some-
thing happened that astonished me—a thing so odd that I
shall never forget it: the little girl threw her arms around my

dignant—this behavior in so young a creature repelled me, the
more so because my repulsion was born of the pity which I
suddenly felt . . . ”

Here the sheet ended and the sentence broke off abruptly.

What occurred next cannot be passed over. Of the five sheets
of which the document consisted, one, which Tihon had just
read and which ended abruptly in mid-sentence, was in his
hands, the other four remaining in Stavrogin’s hands. As Tihon
looked at him inquiringly, Stavrogin, who held himself in
readiness, instantly gave him further sheets.

“But there is a gap here,” said Tihon, looking closely at the
sheet he held. “Bah, this is the third sheet, I need the second.”

“Yes, the third, but that sheet . . . the second sheet has
been confiscated for the present,” Stavrogin answered quickly,
with an awkward smile. He was sitting motionless in the cor-

. ner of the sofa and watching Tihon feverishly as he read.

“You will get it later when . . . you deserve it,” he added,
with an unsuccessful gesture of familiarity. He was laughing,
but it was pitiful to look at him.

“Well, sheet two or three—it’s all the same now,” Tihon
began.

“What do you mean—all the same? Why?” Stavrogin made
a sudden eager movement toward Tihon. “Not at all._Ah, in

- wlé’nf’o_n\l%w_s:}lw&ugy are ready to suspect the-worst.—A-monk
would be the best criminal prosecutor!” ;

Tihon watched him narrowly in silence. .
“Calm down. It’s not my fault if the little girl was foolish
and misunderstood me. . . . Nothing happened. Nothing.”

“Well, God be praised,” Tihon crossed himself.
“It would take too long to explain .
a psychological misunderstanding. . . .

. I Wase, <

»

. simply
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He suddenly blushed. An expression of disgust, anxiety, des-
spair, slowly passed over his face. Abruptly he grew silent. For
a long time, for more than a minute, the two were silent and
avoided looking at each other.

“Well, you had better go on reading,” he said mechanically
wiping the cold sweat off his forehead with his fingers. “And
. . . better not look at me at all. . . . It seems to me I am
dreaming. . . . And . . . do not try my patience. . . . > he
added in a whisper.

Tihon quickly looked away, took up the third sheet and con-
tinued reading to the end without stopping. In the three sheets
handed to him by Stavrogin there were no more gaps. The
third sheet also began in mid-sentence. I transcribe verbatim:

“ . .. for a moment I was really frightened, though not
intensely. I was in very good spirits that morning, and awfully
kind toward everyone, and the whole crew was very well
pleased with me. But I left them all and went to the place on
Gorokhovaya Street. I met her downstairs in the hall. She was
coming from the grocery where she had been sent for some
chicory. Seeing me, she shot up the stairs in a terrible fright.
It was not just fright, but a dumb, paralysing terror. When I
came in, her mother had already given her a slap because she
had entered the room at ‘breakneck speed,” and this incident
covered the true cause of her fear. And so for the present all
was well. She had retired to a corner and did not show herself
all the time I was there. I stayed for an hour and then left.

“Toward evening I felt afraid again, but this time the fear
was incomparably more intense. The main thing was that I was
afraid and that I was so conscious of being afraid. Oh, T know

of nothing more absurd and more abominable! I had never ex-

perienced fear before, never before and never afterwards, but

this one time in my life I was afraid, and in fact, T literally

“trembled. The intense consciousness of it was a profound

humiliation. If I could, T would have kiiled myself, but I fele _

mzse]f unworthy of death. However, if I did not kill myself

it was not because of that, but again, because I was afraid.
People kill themselves out of fear, but out of fear, too, people
remain alive: a time comes when a man no longer dares kill
himself and the act itself becomes unthinkable. Besides, in the
evening, when I was in my lodgings, I began to hate her s¢
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that T decided to kill her. At dawn I ran with that purpose to
Gorokhovaya Street. On my way I kept imagining myself in
the act of killing and defiling her. My hatred rose especially at
the memory of her smile: my contempt mixed with measure-
less disgust as I remembered the way she had thrown herself on
my neck with heaven knows what notion. But when I reached
Fontanka, I felt ill. Furthermore, I conceived a new and terrible
thought, terrible because I was so conscious of my feelings.

| When I came home I lay down in a fever. But I was so com-

pletely overcome by fear that I even stopped hating the little
girl. I no longer wanted to kill her, and that was the new
thought that occurred to me on Fontanka. I realized that fear
at its height banishes hatred, even the desire to avenge an in-
sult.

T woke up around noon feeling relatively well and T was
even astonished at the violence of my sensations the day before.
I was ashamed of my desire to kill her. But I was in a bad
humor and in spite of my disgust was again compelled to go to
Gorokhovaya Street. I remember I had an intense desire at that
moment to pick a serious quarrel with somebody on my way
there. On reaching my room I found Nina Savelyevna there,
the maid. She had been waiting for me for an hour. I didn’t
care for her at all, so that she came with some fear that T might
be angry because of her uninvited presence. She always came
that way. But this time I suddenly found myself glad to see
her and that made her ecstatic. She was rather pretty, modest,
and had the manners which the lower middle class prizes, so
that my landlady had for a long time been singing her praises
to me. I found the two of them having coffee and my land-
lady was hugely enjoying the pleasant chat. I noticed Matryo-
sha in a corner of the other room. She stood there without
stirring, staring at her mother and the visitor with a frown.
When I came in she did not hide as before, nor did she run
away. 1 remember that distinctly—it rather struck me. Only
it scemed to me at first blush that she had grown very hag-
gard and that she was feverish. I was very tender to Nina, so
that she left in a most contented mood. We went out together,
and for two days I did not return to Gorokhovaya Street. I
was already fed up with the whole thing.

“Finally I decided to put an end to everything, and leave
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Petersburg: I'd come to that stage. But when I came there in
order to give up the room I found the woman worried and dis-
tressed: Matryosha had been ill for three days now, and every
night she had been delirious. Of course I immediately asked
what she said in her delirium (we talked in whispers in my
room), and the woman whispered back that her ravings were
terrible; she kept saying: ‘I killed God.” I offered to send for
the doctor at my expense, but she would not let me. “With
God’s mercy it will pass. She isn’t in bed all the time. She has
just been to the grocer’s on an errand.’ I decided to find Mat-
ryosha alone, and, since the woman let fall that she had to leave
the house at five, I made up my mind to come back in the eve-
ning.

“I didn’t know why, or what I wanted to do when I got
there.

“T had dinner at a restaurant. At a quarter past five sharp I
returned. I let myself in as usual, with my own key. There was
nobody there but Matryosha. She lay in her mother’s bed be-
hind the screen, and I noticed that she peeked out, but I pre-
tended that I didn’t see her. The windows were open. The air
was warm, hot, in fact. I paced up and down for a while and
then sat down on the sofa. I remember everything up to the |
last minute. It positively gave me pleasure—I do not know
why—not to say a word to Matryosha and to keep her in sus-
pense. I waited a whole hour, when suddenly she jumped out
from behind the screen. I heard her feet strike the floor, the
noise as she got out of bed, then her rapid steps, and there she
was standing on the threshold of my room. I was so mean that
I was glad to know that she was the first to yield. Oh, how base
it all was, and how humiliated I was! She stood and looked at
me silently.

“In these days when I hadn’t seen her at close range she had
really grown terribly thin. Her face had shrunk and her head
must have been hot with fever. Her eyes had grown big and she
stared at me fixedly with dull curiosity, as it seemed to me at
first. T sat, looking at her and did not budge. And now sud-
denly I was moved to hatred again. But very soon I noticed
that she was not afraid of me at all, and that she was perhaps
delirious. But that was not the case. Suddenly she began to
shake her head at me as naive and ill-mannered people do by




710 THE POSSESSED

way of reproach. And suddenly she raised her little fist at me
and began to threaten me from where she stood. For a moment
this gesture seemed ridiculous to me, but instantly I could not
bear it. I got to my feet and stirred in terror. Her face betrayed

_such despair as was intolerable to see in acreature so small.

She kept on threatening me with her little fist and shaking her

‘head in reproach. I began to talk to her kindly in a low, cau-

tious voice, out of cowardice, but saw immediately that she
wouldn’t understand me, and my terror increased. Then sud-
denly she covered her face with her hands as she had done be-
fore, moved away and stood at the window with her back
turned toward me. I also turned away and sat down by my
own window. I cannot possibly understand why I did not leave
then and there, but remained. I must have been waiting for
something to happen. Perhaps I would have sat a while and
then would have gotten up and killed her, to put an end to
everything in my despair.

“Soon I heard her quick steps again. She passed through the
door on to a wooden gallery which led to the stairs. I hurried
to my door and got there just in time to notice that Matryosha
had stepped into a tiny cubicle, something like a hen-coop, ad-
jacent to a privy. When I retraced my steps and sat down at
the window again, a fateful thought flashed through my mind.
Even now I cannot understand why this rather than any
thought suddenly occurred to me; things must have led me to
it. Of course it was still an incredible thought—newertheless
.« . 7 (I remember everything perfectly and my heart beat
violently.)

“A minute later I looked at my watch again and noted the
time with great care. Why I had to be so precise I do not know.
Generally at that moment I wanted to notice everything. As a
result, I still remember everything and see all that took place
as if it were happening before my very eyes. Evening was com-
ing on. A fly was buzzing overhead and kept settling on my
face. I caught it, held it awhile in my fingers, and let it fly out
of the window. A cart rumbled noisily into the courtyard. In
the corner of the courtyard a tailor at his window had been
singing a song in a loud voice for some time. He was sitting at
his work and I could see him plainly. It occurred to me that
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since nobody had met me when I was passing through the gates
and while I was going upstairs, it would be best if nobody saw
me as I went downstairs, and I cautiously moved my chait
away from the window so that the tenants could not see me
Oh, how abominable it was! I took up a book, but soon cast it
aside and began to look at a tiny red spider on a geranium leaf,
and dozed off. I remember everything down to the last mo-
ment.

“Suddenly I whipped out my watch. Twenty minutes had
passed since she went out. I decided to wait exactly another
quarter of an hour. I made up my mind to that. It also oc-
curred to me that perhaps she had returned without my having
heard her, but this was impossible: there was a dead silence, and
I could hear the buzzing of every fly. Suddenly my heart be-
gan to beat violently again. I took out my watch: three min-
utes more to wait. I sat through them, although my heart beat
so violently that it hurt. Then I got up, put on my hat, but-
toned my coat, and looked about the room to see if I were leay-
ing any traces of my having been there. I moved the chair
nearer to the window, where it had stood before. At last I
opened the door, quietly locked it with my key, and went to
the cubicle. The door was shut but not locked; I knew that it
didn’t lock, but I didn’t want to open it, so I stood on tiptoe
and looked through a crack high up. At the very moment when
I was rising on the tips of my toes I recalled that when I was
sitting by the window, looking at the little red spider, and was
about to doze off, T had thought of how I would lift myself on
my toes so that my eye would be on a level with that crack. 1
insert this detail to prove without fail that I was in full pos-
session of my faculties, and that consequently I was not a mad-
man, and that I am responsible for everything. I stood peering
through the crack for a long time, because it was dark inside,
yet not altogether, so that at length I saw what I had to see.

“Then I decided that T could leave and I went down the
stairs. I did not meet anybody and nobody could offer any
evidence against me. About three hours later we were all in
our shirt-sleeves, drinking tea and playing with an old pack of
cards, while Lebyadkin recited poetry. Many stories were told,
and it so happened that they were related well and amusingly,
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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 Nikolay Vsyevolodovitch 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, that I was a low and vile coward rejoicing in his
deliverance, and that I would never be decent again, either here
on earth or after my death or ever. And one more thing: I was
reminded of the 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 feeling nor the knowl-

edge of good and evil, and motonly have I'Tost the sénse of good
and evil, but good and evil really do_not exist (and this
pleased me) and are but a prejudice; I can be free of all preju
dices, but at the very moment when 1 achieve that freedom I
shall perish. For the first time I put it thus clearly to myself,
and t)Eat 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 the 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 usual 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. No one found cut about my visit in the evening. That
was the end of it.

“For about a 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 with her scraps of cloth an¢ ;
sewing. ‘It was because of your penknife that I hurt her feel
ings so,’” she said, but without much bitterness. It was as though
she had been waiting for the chance to say that to me. I gave up
the room on the pretext that naturally this was now no place in
which to receive Nina Savelyevna. When I took leave she again
spoke in praise of Nina Savelyevna. I gave her five roubles ir
addition to what I owed her for the room.

“The main thing was that life bored me to the point of stu.:
pefaction. The danger having passed, I would have wholly for-
gotten the Gorokhovaya Street affair, if it hadn’t been that,
for some time, I kept remembering the attendant circum-
stances with vexation. I vented my anger on whomever
could. It was at this time that, for no apparent reason at all,
I conceived the idea of somehow crippling my life, in the most
repulsive manner possible. The year before I had already had
the idea of shooting myself; now something better presented
itself.

“One day as I was watching the lame Marya Timofeyevnu
Lebyadkin, who was more or less of a servant in my lodgings,
I suddenly decided to marry her—at that time she was not yet
insane, but simply 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 that, the lowest of the

low, tickled my nerves. It would be impossible to imagine any-

thing more monstrous. But this was in those days, it happened
in those days, and so it is intelligible. At any rate, I married
her, not solely ‘for a bet, after a drunken dinner.” It was ir
those days, in those days, and I couldn’t have known yet—
that’s the main thing. The ceremony was witnessed by Kiril-:
lov and Pyotr Verhovensky, who at that time happened to b
in Petersburg; also by Lebyadkin himself and Prokhor Malov
(he is dead now). Nobody else ever discovered it, and they
promised to keep quiet about it. This secrecy has always seemed
abominable to me, but it hasn’t been violated even yet, al
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¢hough I had the intention of making the fact public; now I
am making it public with the rest.

“After the wedding I went to the provinces to see my
mother. I went there to distract myself. In our town I left
behind me the reputation of being a madman—a reputation
which has endured to this very day and which, no doubt, is
harmful to me, as I shall explain below. I mention this merely
to make this confession fuller. Then I went abroad and re-
mained there for four years.

“I visited the Orient, at Mt. Athos I stood through night
services which lasted for eight hours, I was in Egypt, stayed
in Switzerland, travelled as far as Iceland, attended the Univer-
sity of Gottingen for a whole academic year. In the course of
the last year I became intimate with a Russian family of high
rank that was living in Paris, and with two Russian girls in
Switzerland. Some two years ago at Frankfort, passing by a
stationery store, I noticed among the photographs on sale a
small picture of a little girl elegantly dressed, but very closely
resembling Matryosha. I immediately bought the photograph,
and coming to the hotel, placed it on the mantelpiece. There it
lay for a week, untouched, and I didn’t look at it even once,
and when I left Frankfort I forgot to take it along.

“I note this precisely in order to show to what extent I was
able to master my memories and to what extent I became cal-
lous to them. I would spurn the whole lot of them, and they
would all vanish obediently every time I so desired. It has al-
ways bored me to recall the past, and I could never long for
the past as almost everyone else does, the more so because I
hated it as I did everything else that was part of me. As for
Matryosha, I even forgot her photograph on the mantelpiece.

“About a year ago, in the spring, travelling in Germany, I
absent-mindedly passed the railway station at which I had to
change for my destination, and so found myself on another
line. I got off at the next station; it was between two and three
in the afternoon, the day was clear. It was a tiny German town.
A hotel was pointed out to me. It was necessary to wait. The
next train was due at eleven at night. As a matter of fact, I
was rather pleased with this adventure, for I wasn’t in a hurry
to get anywhere. The hotel proved to be a small, mean place,
but with shrubs and flower-beds all about it. I was given a
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small room. I made a good meal and as T had spent all of the
previous night on the road, I fell sound asleep around four
o’clock.

“I had a dream which was totally surprising to me because
I had never dreamed anything like it before. All my dreams
have always been either silly or terrifying. In the Dresden gal:
lery there is a painting by Claude Lorraine, called in the catas
logue Acis and Galatea, if 1 am not mistaken, but which 1
always called The Golden Age, 1 don’t know why. I had seen
it before and just three days earlier I saw it again in passing.
As a matter of fact, I went to the gallery simply in order to
look at it and it was perhaps for that reason alone that I
stopped at Dresden. It was this picture that appeared to me in
a dream, yet not as a picture but as though it were an actual
scene.

“I cannot quite tell, however, what I dreamed of. As in the
picture, I saw a corner of the Greek archipelago the way it
was some three thousand years ago: caressing azure waves,

rocks and islands, a shore in blossom, afar a magic panorama, a . |
beckoning sunset—words fail one. European mankind remem- |

bers this place as its cradle, and the thought filled my soul
with the love that is bred of kinship. Here was mankind’s
earthly paradise, gods descended from heaven and united with
mortals, here occurred the first scenes of mythology. Here

lived beautiful men and women! They rose, they went to sleep,
h&wmmw
the great overflow of unspent energies poured itself into love
and simple-hearted joys, 'ﬁm{m%ﬁiahd at the same
time [ envisaged as with second sight, their great future, the
three thousand years of Tife which lay unknown and unguessed
_before them, and my heart was shaken with these thoughts.
Oh, how happy T was that my heart was shaken and that at
last T loved! The sun poured its rays upon these isles and this
sea, rejoicing in its fair children. Oh, marvellous dream, lofty
illusion! The most improbable of all visions, to which man-
kind throughout its existence has given its best energies, for
which it has sacrificed everything, for which it has pined and
been tormented, for which its prophets were crucified and
killed, without which nations will not desire to live, and with-
out which they cannot even die! All these sensations I lived

|
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through, as it were, in this 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
sun, all that I still seemed to see when I woke up and opened
iny eyes, for the first time in my life literally wet with tears.
[ remember these tears, I remember that I was glad of them,
that T was not ashamed of them. A feeling of happiness, hith-
erto unknown to me, pierced my heart till it ached. Evening
liad already set in; a sheaf of bright slanting sunrays pierced
the green foliage in the window-boxes of my little room and
flooded me with light. I quickly closed my eyes again, as if
sager to call back the vanished dream, but suddenly I noticed

~ u 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
vhe 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 (O not that I really saw her! If only it
had been a genuine apparition! If she had appeared only for an
instant, for one instant, in the flesh and alive, so that I could
have spoken to her!), I saw Matryosha, grown haggard and
with 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
2 helpless creature with an immature mind, who threatened me
(with what? what could she do to me, O God?) but who, of
sourse, blamed herself alone! Never has anything like that
happened to me. I sat until nightfall, motionless, forgetful of
time. I should like to explain myself now, and clearly express
exactly what went on. Was this what 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
after, only that shaking of the head. This threatening gesture
vf hers no longer seemed ridiculous to me, but terrifying. Pity
Yor her stabbed me, a maddening pity, and T would have given
a1y body to be torn to pieces if that would have erased what
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had happened. What I regret is not the crime, not her death
I’'m not sorry for her, what I cannot bear is just that one in-
stant, I can’t, I can’t, because I see her that way every day, and
I know for a certainty that T am doomed. It is precisely that
which T have not been able to bear since then, and I couldn’t

bear it before either, but I didn’t know it. Since then I see the |

vision almost every day. It does not appear to me of itself, yet
1 summon it of my own accord, but I cannct help summoning
it, although I cannot live with it. Oh, if I could only see her
sometimes in the flesh, even if it were only a hallucination. I
wish that she would look at me again at least once, with her
eyes big and feverish as they were then, look into my eyes and
see . . . Foolish dream, it will never come true!

“Why does no other memory of mine arouse any such feel-
ings in me? And yet I have memories of deeds which people
would condemn as much worse. Such memories arouse only
hatred in me, and at that, the feeling is caused by my present
condition; formerly, I used to forget them cold-bloodedly,
shove them into the background, and remain unnaturally easy
in my mind.

“After that I roamed about nearly all that year and tried
to divert myself. I know that even now T can get rid of Ma-
tryosha if I so desire. I am in complete possession of my will,
as before. But the whole point is that I never wanted to do it,
that I do not want to do it now and that I never shall. Tt will
continue like this until I go mad.

“In Switzerland two months later T was seized by a fit of
passion, accompanied by an impulse toward violence, such as I
had experienced only in my early years. It was a kind of con-
trast, a measure of self-defence, as it were, on the part of the
organism. I felt terribly tempted to commit a new crime,
namely, bigamy (because I was already married), but I fled
on the advice of another girl, to whom I confessed practically
everything, even the fact that I did not love the one I desired
so much, and that I could never love any one, and that there
was nothing here but lust. Besides, this new crime would not
by any means have freed me from Matryosha.

“Consequently I have decided to have these sheets printed
and to import three hundred copies of them into Russia; when
the time comes, I shall send them to the police and to the local
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authorities; at the same time I shall send them to the editorial
offices of all the newspapers with a request to publish them, and
also to my many acquaintances in Petersburg and elsewhere in
Russia. My confession will also appear in translation abroad.
Perhaps this makes no sense, but I will publish it nevertheless.
I know that legally I shall probably not get into trouble, at
least not to any serious exent: 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 stop any legal prosecution that may seriously threaten
me. One of my purposes in making this statement is to prove
that I am now in full possession 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 wish everyone would look at me. I do not know
whether or not this will relieve me. I resort 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 the capital.
Of course, they will remember the house. It was painted a pale
blue. As for me, I shall not leave my present place of residence
but for some time (a year or two) I shall stay at Skvoresh-
aiki, my mother’s estate. If T am summoned I shall present
.nyself wherevet it may be.

"kaolay Stavrogin.”

111

The reading lasted about an hour. Tibon read slowly and
possibly read some passages 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-
tude. Tihon took 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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out my intention; do not trouble to dissuade me. I will publish
it.”

He reddened and grew silent.

“But you didn’t forget to warn me just now, even before I
began reading.”

There was a note of irritation in Tihon’s voice. ““The docu-
ment” had apparently made a strong impression on him. His
Christian sentiment was wounded, and he was not the man to

keep himself always in hand. Let me observe that not for
naught did he have the reputation of a man “incapable of

cutting a proper figure in public,” as the monastery people said

of him. In spite of all his Christian meekness, great indignation
was heard in his voice.

“It doesn’t matter,” Stavrogin continued brusquely and
without noticing any change in his host’s tone. “However
strong your objections may be, I won’t give up my intention.
Note that by this awkward or perhaps shrewd remark, take it
as you please, I’'m not trying in any way to induce you to start
arguing with me and coaxing me,” he concluded with a crook-
ed smile.

“I could hardly attempt to argue with you, let alone beg
you to give up your intention. Your idea is a lofty idea, and a
Christian thought could not express itself more amply. Repen-
tance can go no further than the admirable act, the self-chas-
tisement which you have in mind, if only . . .”

“If only what?”

“If only it is really repentance and really a Christian_
thought.”
~ “Quibbling,” mumbled Stavrogin, pensively and absent-
mindedly. He got to his feet and began to pace the floor with-
out noticing what he was doing.

“It is as though you purposely wished to represent yourself
as a coarser man than your heart would desire . . . ,” Tihon
was more and more outspoken. 0

“‘Represent?’ 1 repeat, I didn’t represent myself, I_M
p___Coarse1 ““what is ‘coarser?’ ” he grew flushed again and
got enraged in consequence. ‘I know that what is described
there—"" he nodded in the direction of the sheets— “is vile,
crawling and abominable, but let its very vileness serve to
redouble . . .”
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He suddenly broke off, as if he were ashamed 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 forsthe sake of offering expla-
nations. Curiously enough, in all he said then and thereafter
not a word was 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
sffort 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 repentance 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
mg upon 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-
T e

“I? Challenging?”™

“Since you are not ashamed to confess your crime, why are
e e ———————

—

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 account are

‘couched in exaggerated language; it is as if you were admiring

your own psychologising, and you cling to each detail so as to
o~ e
amaze the reader by a calldusness and shamelessness which isn’t
really in you. On the other hand, evil passions and the habit of )\
idTenéss render you really callous and stupid.” i
“Stupidity is no vice,” Stavrogin smiled, beginning to

blanch.

"gcgn_%ﬁ;r_n,w't'” Tihon continued rigorously and passion-
ately. “Wounded unto death by the vision on the threshold

and tormented by it, you do not see, to judge by this docu-
ament, 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 place
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 and you speak to 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 sa
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much idle power deliberately spent on abominations. Appar-
ently one does not become a foreigner in one’s own country
with impunity. There is one punishment that falls upon those
_who divorce themselves from their native soil: boredom and a
tendency toward idleness even where there is a desire for work.
But Christianity insists upon responsibility irrespective of the
environment. The Lord has ot deprived you of intelligence.
Judge for yourself; if you can put the question: am I or am I
faot res?onsible 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
IR g e e e e e—— Lics i

which is very rare.” oSy

“Ts 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
F\;E;—m_oim 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 yourself and fawn upon and
flatter the sinner.”

“I shall 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, glancing at the sheets, “of course
there is not and there cannot be, a greater and more fearful
lcrime than your sin against the little girl.”

“Let’s give up this measuring by the yard-stick,” said Stav-
rogin with some annoyance, after a pause. “Perhaps 1 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. Well,
what if 1 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, hating them, you will feel more comfortable than
if you had to accept pity from them.”

“You’re right; T am not in the habit of being frank, but
since I have started . . . with you . . . know that T despise
them all, just as much as T do myself, as much if not more, in-
finitely more. No one can be my judge . . . I wrote this non-
sense,” he nodded at the sheets, “just so, because the thought
popped into my head, just to be shameless . . . perhaps I
simply made up a story, T exaggerated in 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 the
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 forgive you for this”
(Tihon pointed to the pamphlet), “and not any one whom you
respect or fear, but a stranger, a man whom you will never
know, who would forgive you mutely, in his own heart, while
reading your terrible confession, would the thought of this
make it easier for you, or would it be all the same to you? If it
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 for
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 T forgive you for?” Stavrogin faced him, “what

e ———

|
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have you done to me? Qh, yes, that is your monastic formula.
Bad humility. Do you know, these ancient monkish formule
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 ﬁﬁty
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.— - —

ish the statement withou
do not try todi ekl it;
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?”
__“Not hatred alone.”

“What else?”

“Their . . . laughter,” the words escaped from Tihon as
though with difficulty, in a half-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. ; X

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 Tet it trouble you,

don’t be embarrassed. 1 expected it.”

Tihon 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-

H fering 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; “legally you are
well-nigh_invulnerable—that is what people will 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 it threatened; for that reason people will turn
it to ridicule, for ridicule is the world’s strongest weapon.”

“Speak more precisely, say everything,” 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 privately and
will blame themselves, but they will not be noticed, because
they will keep silent. The rest, the worldlings, fear only what
directly threatens their personal interests. After the first puz-
zlement and feigned horror, they will soon begin to laugh.
There will be curiosity about thgﬁm
sidered a madman, that is, not quite a madman, one sufficiently
responsible for his actions to allow them to smile at him. Wil'
you be able to bear it? Will not your heart be filled with such
hatred that you will inevitably end by aspheming and so
perish . . That is what I fear! N

“But you . .. you yourself . .. 1 am surprised to 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 that 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 manu-
script that is ridiculous? I know it myself, but I want you?
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finger to point it out. And say it as cynically as possible, be:

cause you are a great cynic . . . you holy men are terrible
cynics; you do not suspect to what extent you despise people!

WVMess of which you are capable. And

let me tell you again that you are an awfully queer fellow.”

« “Even in the very intention of this great penitence there is
something ridiculous, something false, as it were . . . not to
speak of the form, which is loose, vague, unsustained because
it is weakened by fear, as it were. Oh, don’t doubt but that
you’ll conquer,” he suddenly exclaimed, almost rapturously.

‘|“Even this form,” he pointed to the pamphlet again, “will

avail, if only you will sincerely accept the blows and the spit-
tle, if you will endure it! It was always thus, that the most de-
grading cross became a great glory and a great power, if only
the humility of the act was sincere. But is it? Is it? Will it be
| sincere? Oh, what you should have 15 not a challenging atti-
,tude, but measureless humility and self-abasement! What you
 should do is not despise your judges, but sincerely believe in
them, as in a_great Church, then you would conquer them and
"Lirgwm men to you and unite them in love . . . Oh, if only you
vould endure 1t!”

“Tell me, what, in your opinion, is the most ridiculous thing
in these sheets?”

“Why this concern about the ridiculous, why such morbid
curiosity?” exclaimed Tihon sorrowfully, shaking his head.

“Never mind. Just tell me what’s laughable.”

“The ugliness of it will kill it,” whispered Tihon, lowering
his eyes.

“The ugliness? What ugliness?”

“Of the crime. It is a truly unbeautiful crime. Crimes, na
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 not
redeemed by horror . . .”

Tihon did not finish his sentence.

“That is, you find T cut a very ridiculous figure when I
kissed the nasty little girl’s hand . . . and then trembled with
fear . . . and . .. and all the rest . .. I understand. I
understand you very well. And you fear that I shall not be able
to bear it?”
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_Tihon was silent. Stavrogin’s face blanched and something
like a spasm passed over it. -
“Now I think I know why you asked whether the young
la;{fy from Switzerland was here,” he said quietly, as if to him.
self.
:Y.ou aren’t prepared, you are not steeled,”” added Tihon.
Listen to me, Father Tihon: L want to forgive myself
That’s my chief object, that’s my whole aim!” Stavrogin P
suddenl.y, with gloomy rapture in his eyes. “This is my entire
confession, the whole truth; all the rest is a lie. I know that
only then will the apparition vanish. That js why I seek meas-
ureless suffering, I seek it myself. So, do not fri

sha!l .erish in viciousness,” he added, as if the words had
again issued from his mouth against his will.

These‘words so surprised Tihon that in his amazement he
rose to his feet.

ee ¥ .

If you .beheve that you can forgive yourself, and if you
_§eek £o attain to that forgiveness in this world by your suffer-
ing, then you have complete faith!” exclaimed Tihon raptur-

3 4
f)usly. How then could you have said that you didn’t believe
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.”

& 3 ;
k) There is no fprglv_eness 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.

e st ; o iy

As to (tghat’ Iwill give you joyous tidings,” said Tihon with
emotion; “‘Christ too will forgive you if you reach the point

where you can forgive yourselt .. "."Oh, no, no, do not be-

lieve I am uttering 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

f.?)tlh(:’r’n Him who is infinite, who can grasp the incomprehen-
sible:
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Again the corners of his mouth twitched and a scarcely per-
ceptible spasm passed over his face. He kept a grip on himself
for awhile, then broke down and quickly lowered his eyes.

Stavrogin took his hat from the sofa.

“I will come again some time,” he said with an air of ex-

' treme fatigue, “we will . . . Tappreciate very much both the

pleasure of the talk and the honour . . . and your senti-
ments. Believe me, I understand why some people love you so.
Please pray for me to Him whom you so love . . 2

“You are going already?” Tihon quickly rose to his feet, as
if he did not expect such a speedy departure. “And L” he
seemed lost, “I was thinking of making a request . . . but
now I don’t know . . . I amafraid . . .”

“Oh, please do,” Stavrogin immediately sat down, hat in
hand. Tihon looked at this hat, at this pose, the pose of a man
excited and half crazy, who suddenly put on his society man-
ners, and was allowing him five minutes to complete the busi-
ness at hand—and grew even more confused.

“My request is merely this, that you . . . you realise, Nikolay
Vsyevolodovitch (that is the name, I believe), that if you pub-
lish these sheets, you will ruin your prospects . . . as regards
your career, for example . . . and in other respects.”

“Career?” Stavrogin frowned with displeasure.

“Why ruin it? Why be so inflexible?” Tihon concluded al-
most pleadingly, and obviously aware of his own awkward-
ness. Stavrogin looked sickened.

“I have already said, and 1 repeat; all your words will be fu-
tile . . . and in general our conversation is becoming intol-
erable . . .”

He turned significantly in his armchair.

“You don’t understand me. Listen to me and do not get ir-

ritated. You know my opinion: what you intend to do, if it

really is the result of humility, would be a deed of the highest

{ Christian heroism, provided you hold out. Even if you don’t,

‘the Lord will take account of your original sacrifice. Every-

thing will be taken into account; not a word, not a movement
of the spirit, not a half-thought will be lost. But I offer you
| instead an even higher deed, something great beyond question.”
Stavrogin was silent.
“You are possessed by a desire for martyrdom and self-sac-

-~ =
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rifice; overcome this desire, too, put aside these sheets and your
intention, and then you will overcome everything. You will
put to shame your pride and your demon. You will end as a
victor, and achieve 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, perhaps, and end my life as a mem-
ber of the local club, visiting the monastery on holidays. Isn’t
that so? However, as a reader of hearts and a cynic, perhaps
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 wryly.

€

~“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. now an old man,

not far from here, a monk and a hermit, and of such Christian

wisdom that you and I could hardly understand it. 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 Tihon,” Stavrogin interrupted disgustedly,
and rose from his chair. Tihon rose also.
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“What is the matter with you?” he exclaimed suddenly,
staring almost fearfully at Tihon.

Tihon stood before him, his palms pressed together and
thrust forward, and a morbid convulsion, apparently caused
by an overwhelming fear, momentarily contorted his features.

“What is the matter with you? What is the mattér with
you?” repeated Stavrogin, running toward him to support him.

[ It seemed to Stavrogin that the man was going to drop.

“Isee . . . I see clearly,” exclaimed Tihon in a penetrating
voice and with an expression of most intense grief, “that never,
tpoor lost youth, have you stood nearer to a2 new and more ter-
I'vible crime than at this moment.”

“Calm yourself,” Stavrogin begged him, positively alarmed
for him. “Perhaps I will postpone . . . You’re right . . . I
will not publish the sheets. Compose yourself.”

“No, not after the publication, but even before it, a day, an
hour perhaps, before the great step, you will plunge into a new
crime as a way out, and you will commit it solely to avoid the
publication of these sheets, upon which you now insist.”

Stavrogin veritably shook with anger and almost with fear.
“Cursed psychologist!” he suddenly cut the conversation
short in a rage, and, without looking back, left the cell.
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