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Marya Dm�tr�evna Kal�t�n, a w�dow.
Marfa T�mofyevna Pestov, her aunt.
Serge� Petrov�tch Gedeonovsky, a state counc�llor.
Fedor Ivan�tch Lavretsky, k�nsman of Marya.
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Inter�or.
Chr�stopher Fedor�tch Lemm, a German mus�c�an.
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Chapter I

A br�ght spr�ng day was fad�ng �nto even�ng. H�gh overhead �n the
clear heavens small rosy clouds seemed hardly to move across the
sky but to be s�nk�ng �nto �ts depths of blue.

In a handsome house �n one of the outly�ng streets of the
government town of O—— (�t was �n the year 1842) two women
were s�tt�ng at an open w�ndow; one was about f�fty, the other an old
lady of seventy.

The name of the former was Marya Dm�tr�evna Kal�t�n. Her
husband, a shrewd determ�ned man of obst�nate b�l�ous
temperament, had been dead for ten years. He had been a
prov�nc�al publ�c prosecutor, noted �n h�s own day as a successful
man of bus�ness. He had rece�ved a fa�r educat�on and had been to
the un�vers�ty; but hav�ng been born �n narrow c�rcumstances he
real�zed early �n l�fe the necess�ty of push�ng h�s own way �n the
world and mak�ng money. It had been a love-match on Marya
Dm�tr�evna’s s�de. He was not bad-look�ng, was clever and could be
very agreeable when he chose. Marya Dm�tr�evna Pesto—that was
her ma�den name—had lost her parents �n ch�ldhood. She spent
some years �n a board�ng-school �n Moscow, and after leav�ng
school, l�ved on the fam�ly estate of Pokrovskoe, about forty m�les
from O——, w�th her aunt and her elder brother. Th�s brother soon
after obta�ned a post �n Petersburg, and made them a scanty
allowance. He treated h�s aunt and s�ster very shabb�ly t�ll h�s sudden
death cut short h�s career. Marya Dm�tr�evna �nher�ted Pokrovskoe,
but she d�d not l�ve there long. Two years after her marr�age w�th
Kal�t�n, who succeeded �n w�nn�ng her heart �n a few days,
Pokrovskoe was exchanged for another estate, wh�ch y�elded a
much larger �ncome, but was utterly unattract�ve and had no house.



At the same t�me Kal�t�n took a house �n the town of O——, �n wh�ch
he and h�s w�fe took up the�r permanent abode. There was a large
garden round the house, wh�ch on one s�de looked out upon the
open country away from the town.

“And so,” dec�ded Kal�t�n, who had a great d�staste for the qu�et of
country l�fe, “there would be no need for them to be dragg�ng
themselves off �nto the country.” In her heart Marya Dm�tr�evna more
than once regretted her pretty Pokrovskoe, w�th �ts babbl�ng brook,
�ts w�de meadows, and green copses; but she never opposed her
husband �n anyth�ng and had the greatest venerat�on for h�s w�sdom
and knowledge of the world. When after f�fteen years of marr�ed l�fe
he d�ed leav�ng her w�th a son and two daughters, Marya Dm�tr�evna
had grown so accustomed to her house and to town l�fe that she had
no �ncl�nat�on to leave O——.

In her youth Marya Dm�tr�evna had always been spoken of as a
pretty blonde; and at f�fty her features had not lost all charm, though
they were somewhat coarser and less del�cate �n outl�ne. She was
more sent�mental than k�ndhearted; and even at her mature age, she
reta�ned the manners of the board�ng-school. She was self-�ndulgent
and eas�ly put out, even moved to tears when she was crossed �n
any of her hab�ts. She was, however, very sweet and agreeable
when all her w�shes were carr�ed out and none opposed her. Her
house was among the pleasantest �n the town. She had a
cons�derable fortune, not so much from her own property as from her
husband’s sav�ngs. Her two daughters were l�v�ng w�th her; her son
was be�ng educated �n one of the best government schools �n
Petersburg.

The old lady s�tt�ng w�th Marya Dm�tr�evna at the w�ndow was her
father’s s�ster, the same aunt w�th whom she had once spent some
sol�tary years �n Pokrovskoe. Her name was Marfa T�mofyevna
Pestov. She had a reputat�on for eccentr�c�ty as she was a woman of
an �ndependent character, told every one the truth to h�s face, and
even �n the most stra�tened c�rcumstances behaved just as �f she
had a fortune at her d�sposal. She could not endure Kal�t�n, and
d�rectly her n�ece marr�ed h�m, she removed to her l�ttle property,
where for ten whole years she l�ved �n a smoky peasants’ hut. Marya



Dm�tr�evna was a l�ttle afra�d of her. A l�ttle sharp-nosed woman w�th
black ha�r and keen eyes even �n her old age, Marfa T�mofyevna
walked br�skly, held herself upr�ght and spoke qu�ckly and clearly �n a
sharp r�ng�ng vo�ce. She always wore a wh�te cap and a wh�te
dress�ng-jacket.

“What’s the matter w�th you?” she asked Marya Dm�tr�evna
suddenly. “What are you s�gh�ng about, pray?”

“Noth�ng,” answered the latter. “What exqu�s�te clouds!”
“You feel sorry for them, eh?”
Marya Dm�tr�evna made no reply.
“Why �s �t Gedeonovsky does not come?” observed Marfa

T�mofyevna, mov�ng her kn�tt�ng needles qu�ckly. (She was kn�tt�ng a
large woolen scarf.) “He would have s�ghed w�th you—or at least
he’d have had some f�b to tell you.”

“How hard you always are on h�m! Serge� Petrov�tch �s a worthy
man.”

“Worthy!” repeated the old lady scornfully.
“And how devoted he was to my poor husband!” observed Marya

Dm�tr�evna; “even now he cannot speak of h�m w�thout emot�on.”
“And no wonder! It was he who p�cked h�m out of the gutter,”

muttered Marfa T�mofyevna, and her kn�tt�ng needles moved faster
than ever.

“He looks so meek and m�ld,” she began aga�n, “w�th h�s grey
head, but he no sooner opens h�s mouth than out comes a l�e or a
slander. And to th�nk of h�s hav�ng the rank of a counc�llor! To be
sure, though, he’s only a v�llage pr�est’s son.”

“Every one has faults, aunt�e; that �s h�s weak po�nt, no doubt.
Serge� Petrov�tch has had no educat�on: of course he does not
speak French, st�ll, say what you l�ke, he �s an agreeable man.”

“Yes, he �s always ready to k�ss your hands. He does not speak
French—that’s no great loss. I am not over strong �n the French l�ngo
myself. It would be better �f he could not speak at all; he would not
tell l�es then. But here he �s—speak of the dev�l,” added Marfa



T�mofyevna look�ng �nto the street. “Here comes your agreeable man
str�d�ng along. What a lanky creature he �s, just l�ke a stork!”

Marya Dm�tr�evna began to arrange her curls. Marfa T�mofyevna
looked at her �ron�cally.

“What’s that, not a grey ha�r surely? You must speak to your
Palashka, what can she be th�nk�ng about?”

“Really, aunt�e, you are always so...” muttered Marya Dm�tr�evna �n
a tone of vexat�on, drumm�ng on the arm of her cha�r w�th her f�nger-
t�ps.

“Serge� Petrov�tch Gedeonovsky!” was announced �n a shr�ll p�p�ng
vo�ce, by a rosy-cheeked l�ttle page who made h�s appearance at the
door.



Chapter II

A tall man entered, wear�ng a t�dy overcoat, rather short trousers,
grey doesk�n gloves, and two neckt�es—a black one outs�de, and a
wh�te one below �t. There was an a�r of decorum and propr�ety �n
everyth�ng about h�m, from h�s prosperous countenance and
smoothly brushed ha�r, to h�s low-heeled, no�seless boots. He bowed
f�rst to the lady of the house, then to Marfa T�mofyevna, and slowly
draw�ng off h�s gloves, he advanced to take Marya Dm�tr�evna’s
hand. After k�ss�ng �t respectfully tw�ce he seated h�mself w�th
del�berat�on �n an arm-cha�r, and rubb�ng the very t�ps of h�s f�ngers
together, he observed w�th a sm�le—

“And �s El�saveta M�halovna qu�te well?”
“Yes,” repl�ed Marya Dm�tr�evna, “she’s �n the garden.”
“And Elena M�halovna?”
“Lenotchka’s �n the garden too. Is there no news?”
“There �s �ndeed!” repl�ed the v�s�tor, slowly bl�nk�ng h�s eyes and

purs�ng up h�s mouth. “Hm!... yes, �ndeed, there �s a p�ece of news,
and very surpr�s�ng news too. Lavretsky—Fedor Ivan�tch �s here.”

“Fedya!” cr�ed Marfa T�mofyevna. “Are you sure you are not
romanc�ng, my good man?”

“No, �ndeed, I saw h�m myself.”
“Well, that does not prove �t.”
“Fedor Ivan�tch looked much more robust,” cont�nued

Gedeonovsky, affect�ng not to have heard Marfa T�mofyevna’s last
remark. “Fedor Ivan�tch �s broader and has qu�te a colour.”

“He looked more robust,” sa�d Marya Dm�tr�evna, dwell�ng on each
syllable. “I should have thought he had l�ttle enough to make h�m



look robust.”
“Yes, �ndeed,” observed Gedeonovsky; “any other man �n Fedor

Ivan�tch’s pos�t�on would have hes�tated to appear �n soc�ety.”
“Why so, pray?” �nterposed Marfa T�mofyevna. “What nonsense

are you talk�ng! The man’s come back to h�s home—where would
you have h�m go? And has he been to blame, I should l�ke to know!”

“The husband �s always to blame, madam, I venture to assure you,
when a w�fe m�sconducts herself.”

“You say that, my good s�r, because you have never been marr�ed
yourself.” Gedeonovsky l�stened w�th a forced sm�le.

“If I may be so �nqu�s�t�ve,” he asked, after a short pause, “for
whom �s that pretty scarf �ntended?”

Marfa T�mofyevna gave h�m a sharp look.
“It’s �ntended,” she repl�ed, “for a man who does not talk scandal,

nor play the hypocr�te, nor tell l�es, �f there’s such a man to be found
�n the world. I know Fedya well; he was only to blame �n be�ng too
good to h�s w�fe. To be sure, he marr�ed for love, and no good ever
comes of those love-matches,” added the old lady, w�th a s�delong
glance at Marya Dm�tr�evna, as she got up from her place. “And now,
my good s�r, you may attack any one you l�ke, even me �f you
choose; I’m go�ng. I w�ll not h�nder you.” And Marfa T�mofyevna
walked away.

“That’s always how she �s,” sa�d Marya Dm�tr�evna, follow�ng her
aunt w�th her eyes.

“We must remember your aunt’s age...there’s no help for �t,”
repl�ed Gedeonovsky. “She spoke of a man not play�ng the hypocr�te.
But who �s not hypocr�t�cal nowadays? It’s the age we l�ve �n. One of
my fr�ends, a most worthy man, and, I assure you, a man of no mean
pos�t�on, used to say, that nowadays the very hens can’t p�ck up a
gra�n of corn w�thout hypocr�sy—they always approach �t from one
s�de. But when I look at you, dear lady—your character �s so truly
angel�c; let me k�ss your l�ttle snow-wh�te hand!”

Marya Dm�tr�evna w�th a fa�nt sm�le held out her plump hand to
h�m w�th the l�ttle f�nger held apart from the rest. He pressed h�s l�ps



to �t, and she drew her cha�r nearer to h�m, and bend�ng a l�ttle
towards h�m, asked �n an undertone—

“So you saw h�m? Was he really—all r�ght—qu�te well and
cheerful?”

“Yes, he was well and cheerful,” repl�ed Gedeonovsky �n a
wh�sper.

“You haven’t heard where h�s w�fe �s now?”
“She was lately �n Par�s; now, they say, she has gone away to

Italy.”
“It �s terr�ble, �ndeed—Fedya’s pos�t�on; I wonder how he can bear

�t. Every one, of course, has trouble; but he, one may say, has been
made the talk of all Europe.”

Gedeonovsky s�ghed.
“Yes, �ndeed, yes, �ndeed. They do say, you know that she

assoc�ates w�th art�sts and mus�c�ans, and as the say�ng �s, w�th
strange creatures of all k�nds. She has lost all sense of shame
completely.”

“I am deeply, deeply gr�eved.” sa�d Marya Dm�tr�evna. “On account
of our relat�onsh�p. You know, Serge� Petrov�tch, he’s my cous�n
many t�mes removed.”

“Of course, of course. Don’t I know everyth�ng that concerns your
fam�ly? I should hope so, �ndeed.”

“W�ll he come to see us—what do you th�nk?”
“One would suppose so; though, they say, he �s �ntend�ng to go

home to h�s country place.”
Mary Dm�tr�evna l�fted her eyes to heaven.
“Ah, Serge� Petrov�tch, Serge� Petrov�tch, when I th�nk how careful

we women ought to be �n our conduct!”
“There are women and women, Marya Dm�tr�evna. There are

unhapp�ly such ... of fl�ghty character... and at a certa�n age too, and
then they are not brought up �n good pr�nc�ples.” (Serge� Petrov�tch
drew a blue checked handkerch�ef out of h�s pocket and began to
unfold �t.) “There are such women, no doubt.” (Serge� Petrov�tch
appl�ed a corner of the handkerch�ef f�rst to one and then to the other



eye.) “But speak�ng generally, �f one takes �nto cons�derat�on, I
mean...the dust �n the town �s really extraord�nary to-day,” he wound
up.

“Maman, maman,” cr�ed a pretty l�ttle g�rl of eleven runn�ng �nto the
room, “Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch �s com�ng on horseback!”

Marya Dm�tr�evna got up; Serge� Petrov�tch also rose and made a
bow. “Our humble respects to Elena M�halovna,” he sa�d, and turn�ng
as�de �nto a corner for good manners, he began blow�ng h�s long
stra�ght nose.

“What a splend�d horse he has!” cont�nued the l�ttle g�rl. “He was at
the gate just now, he told L�sa and me he would d�smount at the
steps.”

The sound of hoofs was heard; and a graceful young man, r�d�ng a
beaut�ful bay horse, was seen �n the street, and stopped at the open
w�ndow.



Chapter III

“How do you do, Marya Dm�tr�evna?” cr�ed the young man �n a
pleasant, r�ng�ng vo�ce. “How do you l�ke my new purchase?”

Marya Dm�tr�evna went up to the w�ndow.
“How do you do, Woldemar! Ah, what a splend�d horse! Where d�d

you buy �t?”
“I bought �t from the army contractor.... He made me pay for �t too,

the br�gand!”
“What’s �ts name?”
“Orlando.... But �t’s a stup�d name; I want to change.... Eh b�en, eh

b�en, mon garçon.... What a restless beast �t �s!” The horse snorted,
pawed the ground, and shook the foam off the b�t.

“Lenotchka, stroke h�m, don’t be afra�d.”
The l�ttle g�rl stretched her hand out of the w�ndow, but Orlando

suddenly reared and started. The r�der w�th perfect self-possess�on
gave �t a cut w�th the wh�p across the neck, and keep�ng a t�ght gr�p
w�th h�s legs forced �t �n sp�te of �ts oppos�t�on, to stand st�ll aga�n at
the w�ndow.

“Prenez garde, prenez garde,” Marya Dm�tr�evna kept repeat�ng.
“Lenotchka, pat h�m,” sa�d the young man, “I won’t let h�m be

perverse.”
The l�ttle g�rl aga�n stretched out her hand and t�m�dly patted the

qu�ver�ng nostr�ls of the horse, who kept f�dget�ng and champ�ng the
b�t.

“Bravo!” cr�ed Marya Dm�tr�evna, “but now get off and come �n to
us.”



The r�der adro�tly turned h�s horse, gave h�m a touch of the spur,
and gallop�ng down the street soon reached the courtyard. A m�nute
later he ran �nto the draw�ng-room by the door from the hall,
flour�sh�ng h�s wh�p; at the same moment there appeared �n the other
doorway a tall, slender dark-ha�red g�rl of n�neteen, Marya
Dm�tr�evna’s eldest daughter, L�sa.



Chapter IV

The name of the young man whom we have just �ntroduced to the
reader was Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch Pansh�n. He served �n Petersburg on
spec�al comm�ss�ons �n the department of �nternal affa�rs. He had
come to the town of O—— to carry out some temporary government
comm�ss�ons, and was �n attendance on the Governor-General
Zonnenberg, to whom he happened to be d�stantly related. Pansh�n’s
father, a ret�red cavalry off�cer and a notor�ous gambler, was a man
w�th �ns�nuat�ng eyes, a battered countenance, and a nervous tw�tch
about the mouth. He spent h�s whole l�fe hang�ng about the
ar�stocrat�c world; frequented the Engl�sh clubs of both cap�tals, and
had the reputat�on of a smart, not very trustworthy, but jolly good-
natured fellow. In sp�te of h�s smartness, he was almost always on
the br�nk of ru�n, and the property he left h�s son was small and
heav�ly-encumbered. To make up for that, however, he d�d exert
h�mself, after h�s own fash�on, over h�s son’s educat�on. Vlad�m�r
N�kola�tch spoke French very well, Engl�sh well, and German badly;
that �s the proper th�ng; fash�onable people would be ashamed to
speak German well; but to utter an occas�onal—generally a
humorous—phrase �n German �s qu�te correct, c’est même très ch�c,
as the Par�s�ans of Petersburg express themselves. By the t�me he
was f�fteen, Vlad�m�r knew how to enter any draw�ng-room w�thout
embarrassment, how to move about �n �t gracefully and to leave �t at
the appropr�ate moment. Pansh�n’s father ga�ned many connect�ons
for h�s son. He never lost an opportun�ty, wh�le shuffl�ng the cards
between two rubbers, or play�ng a successful trump, of dropp�ng a
h�nt about h�s Volodka to any personage of �mportance who was a
devotee of cards. And Vlad�m�r, too, dur�ng h�s res�dence at the
un�vers�ty, wh�ch he left w�thout a very br�ll�ant degree, formed an
acqua�ntance w�th several young men of qual�ty, and ga�ned an entry



�nto the best houses. He was rece�ved cord�ally everywhere: he was
very good-look�ng, easy �n h�s manners, amus�ng, always �n good
health, and ready for everyth�ng; respectful, when he ought to be;
�nsolent, when he dared to be; excellent company, un charmant
garçon. The prom�sed land lay before h�m. Pansh�n qu�ckly learnt the
secret of gett�ng on �n the world; he knew how to y�eld w�th genu�ne
respect to �ts decrees; he knew how to take up tr�fles w�th half
�ron�cal ser�ousness, and to appear to regard everyth�ng ser�ous as
tr�fl�ng; he was a cap�tal dancer; and dressed �n the Engl�sh style. In
a short t�me he ga�ned the reputat�on of be�ng one of the smartest
and most attract�ve young men �n Petersburg.

Pansh�n was �ndeed very smart, not less so than h�s father; but he
was also very talented. He d�d everyth�ng well; he sang charm�ngly,
sketched w�th sp�r�t, wrote verses, and was a very fa�r actor. He was
only twenty-e�ght, and he was already a kammer-yunker, and had a
very good pos�t�on. Pansh�n had complete conf�dence �n h�mself, �n
h�s own �ntell�gence, and h�s own penetrat�on; he made h�s way w�th
l�ght-hearted assurance, everyth�ng went smoothly w�th h�m. He was
used to be�ng l�ked by every one, old and young, and �mag�ned that
he understood people, espec�ally women: he certa�nly understood
the�r ord�nary weaknesses. As a man of art�st�c lean�ngs, he was
consc�ous of a capac�ty for pass�on, for be�ng carr�ed away, even for
enthus�asm, and consequently, he perm�tted h�mself var�ous
�rregular�t�es; he was d�ss�pated, assoc�ated w�th persons not
belong�ng to good soc�ety, and, �n general, conducted h�mself �n a
free and easy manner; but at heart he was cold and false, and at the
moment of the most bo�sterous revelry h�s sharp brown eye was
always alert, tak�ng everyth�ng �n. Th�s bold, �ndependent young man
could never forget h�mself and be completely carr�ed away. To h�s
cred�t �t must be sa�d, that he never boasted of h�s conquests. He
had found h�s way �nto Marya Dm�tr�evna’s house �mmed�ately he
arr�ved �n O——, and was soon perfectly at home there. Marya
Dm�tr�evna absolutely adored h�m. Pansh�n exchanged cord�al
greet�ngs w�th every one �n the room; he shook hands w�th Marya
Dm�tr�evna and L�saveta M�halovna, clapped Gedeonovsky l�ghtly on
the shoulder, and turn�ng round on h�s heels, put h�s hand on
Lenotchka’s head and k�ssed her on the forehead.



“Aren’t you afra�d to r�de such a v�c�ous horse?” Marya Dm�tr�evna
quest�oned h�m.

“I assure you he’s very qu�et, but I w�ll tell you what I am afra�d of:
I’m afra�d to play preference w�th Serge� Petrov�tch; yesterday he
cleaned me out of everyth�ng at Madame Byelen�ts�n’s.”

Gedeonovsky gave a th�n, sympathet�c l�ttle laugh; he was anx�ous
to be �n favour w�th the br�ll�ant young off�c�al from Petersburg—the
governor’s favour�te. In conversat�on w�th Marya Dm�tr�evna, he often
alluded to Pansh�n’s remarkable ab�l�t�es. Indeed, he used to argue,
how can one help adm�r�ng h�m? The young man �s mak�ng h�s way
�n the h�ghest spheres, he �s an exemplary off�c�al, and not a b�t of
pr�de about h�m. And, �n fact, even �n Petersburg Pansh�n was
reckoned a capable off�c�al; he got through a great deal of work; he
spoke of �t l�ghtly as bef�ts a man of the world who does not attach
any spec�al �mportance to h�s labours, but he never hes�tated �n
carry�ng out orders. The author�t�es l�ke such subord�nates; he
h�mself had no doubt, that �f he chose, he could be a m�n�ster �n t�me.

“You are pleased to say that I cleaned you out,” repl�ed
Gedeonovsky; “but who was �t won twelve roubles of me last week
and more?”...

“You’re a mal�c�ous fellow,” Pansh�n �nterrupted, w�th gen�al but
somewhat contemptuous carelessness, and, pay�ng h�m no further
attent�on, he went up to L�sa.

“I cannot get the overture of Oberon here,” he began. “Madame
Byelen�ts�n was boast�ng when she sa�d she had all the class�cal
mus�c: �n real�ty she has noth�ng but polkas and waltzes, but I have
already wr�tten to Moscow, and w�th�n a week you w�ll have the
overture. By the way,” he went on, “I wrote a new song yesterday,
the words too are m�ne, would you care for me to s�ng �t? I don’t
know how far �t �s successful. Madame Byelen�ts�n thought �t very
pretty, but her words mean noth�ng. I should l�ke to know what you
th�nk of �t. But, I th�nk, though, that had better be later on.”

“Why later on?” �nterposed Marya Dm�tr�evna, “why not now?”
“I obey,” repl�ed Pansh�n, w�th a pecul�ar br�ght and sweet sm�le,

wh�ch came and went suddenly on h�s face. He drew up a cha�r w�th



h�s knee, sat down to the p�ano, and str�k�ng a few chords began to
s�ng, art�culat�ng the words clearly, the follow�ng song—

Above the earth the moon floats h�gh
    Am�d pale clouds;
Its mag�c l�ght �n that far sky
    Yet st�rs the floods.

My heart has found a moon to rule
    Its stormy sea;
To joy and sorrow �t �s moved
    Only by thee.

My soul �s full of love’s cruel smart,
    And long�ng va�n;
But thou art calm, as that cold moon,
    That knows not pa�n.

The second couplet was sung by Pansh�n w�th spec�al power and
express�on, the sound of waves was heard �n the stormy
accompan�ment. After the words “and long�ng va�n,” he s�ghed softly,
dropped h�s eyes and let h�s vo�ce gradually d�e away, morendo.
When he had f�n�shed, L�sa pra�sed the mot�ve, Marya Dm�tr�evna
cr�ed, “Charm�ng!” but Gedeonovsky went so far as to excla�m,
“Rav�sh�ng poetry, and mus�c equally rav�sh�ng!” Lenotchka looked
w�th ch�ld�sh reverence at the s�nger. In short, every one present was
del�ghted w�th the young d�lettante’s compos�t�on; but at the door
lead�ng �nto the draw�ng-room from the hall stood an old man, who
had only just come �n, and who, to judge by the express�on of h�s
downcast face and the shrug of h�s shoulders, was by no means
pleased w�th Pansh�n’s song, pretty though �t was. After wa�t�ng a
moment and fl�ck�ng the dust off h�s boots w�th a coarse pocket-
handkerch�ef, th�s man suddenly ra�sed h�s eyes, compressed h�s
l�ps w�th a morose express�on, and h�s stoop�ng f�gure bent forward,
he entered the draw�ng-room.

“Ah! Chr�stopher Fedor�tch, how are you?” excla�med Pansh�n
before any of the others could speak, and he jumped up qu�ckly from
h�s seat. “I had no susp�c�on that you were here—noth�ng would



have �nduced me to s�ng my song before you. I know you are no
lover of l�ght mus�c.”

“I d�d not hear �t,” declared the new-comer, �n very bad Russ�an,
and exchang�ng greet�ngs w�th every one, he stood awkwardly �n the
m�ddle of the room.

“Have you come, Mons�eur Lemm,” sa�d Marya Dm�tr�evna, “to
g�ve L�sa her mus�c lesson?”

“No, not L�saveta M�halovna, but Elena M�halovna.”
“Oh! very well. Lenotchka, go up-sta�rs w�th Mr. Lemm.”
The old man was about to follow the l�ttle g�rl, but Pansh�n stopped

h�m.
“Don’t go after the lesson, Chr�stopher Fedor�tch,” he sa�d. “L�sa

M�halovna and I are go�ng to play a duet of Beethoven’s sonata.”
The old man muttered some reply, and Pansh�n cont�nued �n

German, m�spronounc�ng the words—
“L�saveta M�halovna showed me the rel�g�ous cantata you

ded�cated to her—a beaut�ful th�ng! Pray, do not suppose that I
cannot apprec�ate ser�ous mus�c—qu�te the contrary: �t �s ted�ous
somet�mes, but then �t �s very elevat�ng.”

The old man cr�msoned to h�s ears, and w�th a s�delong look at
L�sa, he hurr�edly went out of the room.

Marya Dm�tr�evna asked Pansh�n to s�ng h�s song aga�n; but he
protested that he d�d not w�sh to torture the ears of the mus�cal
German, and suggested to L�sa that they should attack Beethoven’s
sonata. Then Marya Dm�tr�evna heaved a s�gh, and �n her turn
suggested to Gedeonovsky a walk �n the garden. “I should l�ke,” she
sa�d, “to have a l�ttle more talk, and to consult you about our poor
Fedya.” Gedeonovsky bowed w�th a sm�rk, and w�th two f�ngers
p�cked up h�s hat, on the br�m of wh�ch h�s gloves had been t�d�ly
la�d, and went away w�th Marya Dm�tr�evna. Pansh�n and L�sa
rema�ned alone �n the room; she fetched the sonata, and opened �t;
both seated themselves at the p�ano �n s�lence. Overhead were
heard the fa�nt sounds of scales, played by the uncerta�n f�ngers of
Lenotchka.



Chapter V

Chr�stopher Theodor Gottl�eb Lemm was born �n 1786 �n the town
of Chemn�tz �n Saxony. H�s parents were poor mus�c�ans. H�s father
played the French horn, h�s mother the harp; he h�mself was
pract�s�ng on three d�fferent �nstruments by the t�me he was f�ve. At
e�ght years old he was left an orphan, and from h�s tenth year he
began to earn h�s bread by h�s art. He led a wander�ng l�fe for many
years, and performed everywhere �n restaurants, at fa�rs, at
peasants’ wedd�ngs, and at balls. At last he got �nto an orchestra and
constantly r�s�ng �n �t, he obta�ned the pos�t�on of d�rector. He was
rather a poor performer; but he understood mus�c thoroughly. At
twenty-e�ght he m�grated �nto Russ�a, on the �nv�tat�on of a great
nobleman, who d�d not care for mus�c h�mself, but kept an orchestra
for show. Lemm l�ved w�th h�m seven years �n the capac�ty of
orchestra conductor, and left h�m empty-handed. The nobleman was
ru�ned, he �ntended to g�ve h�m a prom�ssory note, but �n the sequel
refused h�m even that—�n short, d�d not pay h�m a farth�ng. He was
adv�sed to go away; but he was unw�ll�ng to return home �n poverty
from Russ�a, that great Russ�a wh�ch �s a m�ne of gold for art�sts; he
dec�ded to rema�n and try h�s luck. For twenty years the poor
German had been try�ng h�s luck; he had l�ved �n var�ous
gentlemen’s houses, had suffered and put up w�th much, had faced
pr�vat�on, had struggled l�ke a f�sh on the �ce; but the �dea of
return�ng to h�s own country never left h�m among all the hardsh�ps
he endured; �t was th�s dream alone that susta�ned h�m. But fate d�d
not see f�t to grant h�m th�s last and f�rst happ�ness: at f�fty, broken-
down �n health and prematurely aged, he dr�fted to the town of O
——, and rema�ned there for good, hav�ng now lost once for all every
hope of leav�ng Russ�a, wh�ch he detested. He ga�ned h�s poor
l�vel�hood somehow by lessons. Lemm’s exter�or was not



prepossess�ng. He was short and bent, w�th crooked shoulders, and
contracted chest, w�th large flat feet, and blu�sh wh�te na�ls on the
gnarled bony f�ngers of h�s s�newy red hands. He had a wr�nkled
face, sunken cheeks, and compressed l�ps, wh�ch he was for ever
tw�tch�ng and b�t�ng; and th�s, together w�th h�s hab�tual tac�turn�ty,
produced an �mpress�on almost s�n�ster. H�s grey ha�r hung �n tufts
on h�s low brow; l�ke smoulder�ng embers, h�s l�ttle set eyes glowed
w�th dull f�re. He moved pa�nfully, at every step sw�ng�ng h�s unga�nly
body forward. Some of h�s movements recalled the clumsy act�ons of
an owl �n a cage when �t feels that �t �s be�ng looked at, but �tself can
hardly see out of �ts great yellow eyes t�morously and drows�ly
bl�nk�ng. P�t�less, prolonged sorrow had la�d �ts �ndel�ble stamp on the
poor mus�c�an; �t had d�sf�gured and deformed h�s person, by no
means attract�ve to beg�n w�th. But any one who was able to get over
the f�rst �mpress�on would have d�scerned someth�ng good, and
honest, and out of the common �n th�s half-shattered creature. A
devoted adm�rer of Bach and Handel, a master of h�s art, g�fted w�th
a l�vely �mag�nat�on and that boldness of concept�on wh�ch �s only
vouchsafed to the German race, Lemm m�ght, �n t�me—who knows?
—have taken rank w�th the great composers of h�s fatherland, had
h�s l�fe been d�fferent; but he was born under an unlucky star! He had
wr�tten much �n h�s l�fe, and �t had not been granted to h�m to see
one of h�s compos�t�ons produced; he d�d not know how to set about
th�ngs �n the r�ght way, to ga�n favour �n the r�ght place, and to make
a push at the r�ght moment. A long, long t�me ago, h�s one fr�end and
adm�rer, also a German and also poor, had publ�shed two of Lemm’s
sonatas at h�s own expense—the whole ed�t�on rema�ned on the
shelves of the mus�c-shops; they d�sappeared w�thout a trace, as
though they had been thrown �nto a r�ver by n�ght. At last Lemm had
renounced everyth�ng; the years too d�d the�r work; h�s m�nd had
grown hard and st�ff, as h�s f�ngers had st�ffened. He l�ved alone �n a
l�ttle cottage not far from the Kal�t�n’s house, w�th an old cook he had
taken out of the poorhouse (he had never marr�ed). He took long
walks, and read the B�ble and the Protestant vers�on of the Psalms,
and Shakespeare �n Schlegel’s translat�on. He had composed
noth�ng for a long t�me; but apparently, L�sa, h�s best pup�l, had been
able to �nsp�re h�m; he had wr�tten for her the cantata to wh�ch



Pansh�n had made allus�on. The words of th�s cantata he had
borrowed from h�s collect�on of hymns. He had added a few verses
of h�s own. It was sung by two choruses—a chorus of the happy and
a chorus of the unhappy. The two were brought �nto harmony at the
end, and sang together, “Merc�ful God, have p�ty on us s�nners, and
del�ver us from all ev�l thoughts and earthly hopes.” On the t�tle-page
was the �nscr�pt�on, most carefully wr�tten and even �llum�nated,
“Only the r�ghteous are just�f�ed. A rel�g�ous cantata. Composed and
ded�cated to M�ss El�saveta Kal�t�n, h�s dear pup�l, by her teacher, C.
T. G. Lemm.” The words, “Only the r�ghteous are just�f�ed” and
“El�saveta Kal�t�n,” were enc�rcled by rays. Below was wr�tten: “For
you alone, für S�e alle�n.” Th�s was why Lemm had grown red, and
looked reproachfully at L�sa; he was deeply wounded when Pansh�n
spoke of h�s cantata before h�m.



Chapter VI

Pansh�n, who was play�ng bass, struck the f�rst chords of the
sonata loudly and dec�s�vely, but L�sa d�d not beg�n her part. He
stopped and looked at her. L�sa’s eyes were f�xed d�rectly on h�m,
and expressed d�spleasure. There was no sm�le on her l�ps, her
whole face looked stern and even mournful.

“What’s the matter?” he asked.
“Why d�d you not keep your word?” she sa�d. “I showed you

Chr�stopher Fedor�tch’s cantata on the express cond�t�on that you
sa�d noth�ng about �t to h�m?”

“I beg your pardon, L�saveta M�halovna, the words sl�pped out
unawares.”

“You have hurt h�s feel�ngs and m�ne too. Now he w�ll not trust
even me.”

“How could I help �t, L�saveta M�halovna? Ever s�nce I was a l�ttle
boy I could never see a German w�thout want�ng to teaze h�m.”

“How can you say that, Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch? Th�s German �s poor,
lonely, and broken-down—have you no p�ty for h�m? Can you w�sh to
teaze h�m?”

Pansh�n was a l�ttle taken aback.
“You are r�ght, L�saveta M�halovna,” he declared. “It’s my

everlast�ng thoughtlessness that’s to blame. No, don’t contrad�ct me;
I know myself. So much harm has come to me from my want of
thought. It’s ow�ng to that fa�l�ng that I am thought to be an ego�st.”

Pansh�n paused. W�th whatever subject he began a conversat�on,
he generally ended by talk�ng of h�mself, and the subject was
changed by h�m so eas�ly, so smoothly and gen�ally, that �t seemed
unconsc�ous.



“In your own household, for �nstance,” he went on, “your mother
certa�nly w�shes me well, she �s so k�nd; you—well, I don’t know your
op�n�on of me; but on the other hand your aunt s�mply can’t bear me.
I must have offended her too by some thoughtless, stup�d speech.
You know I’m not a favour�te of hers, am I?”

“No,” L�sa adm�tted w�th some reluctance, “she doesn’t l�ke you.”
Pansh�n ran h�s f�ngers qu�ckly over the keys, and a scarcely

percept�ble sm�le gl�ded over h�s l�ps.
“Well, and you?” he sa�d, “do you too th�nk me an ego�st?”
“I know you very l�ttle,” repl�ed L�sa, “but I don’t cons�der you an

ego�st; on the contrary, I can’t help feel�ng grateful to you.”
“I know, I know what you mean to say,” Pansh�n �nterrupted, and

aga�n he ran h�s f�ngers over the keys: “for the mus�c and the books I
br�ng you, for the wretched sketches w�th wh�ch I adorn your album,
and so forth. I m�ght do all that—and be an ego�st all the same. I
venture to th�nk that you don’t f�nd me a bore, and don’t th�nk me a
bad fellow, but st�ll you suppose that I—what’s the say�ng?—would
sacr�f�ce fr�end or father for the sake of a w�tt�c�sm.”

“You are careless and forgetful, l�ke all men of the world,”
observed L�sa, “that �s all.”

Pansh�n frowned a l�ttle.
“Come,” he sa�d, “don’t let us d�scuss me any more; let us play our

sonata. There’s only one th�ng I must beg of you,” he added,
smooth�ng out the leaves of the book on the mus�c stand, “th�nk what
you l�ke of me, call me an ego�st even—so be �t! but don’t call me a
man of the world; that name’s �nsufferable to me.... Anch ‘�o sono
p�ttore. I too am an art�st, though a poor one—and that—I mean that
I’m a poor art�st, I shall show d�rectly. Let us beg�n.”

“Very well, let us beg�n,” sa�d L�sa.
The f�rst adag�o went fa�rly successfully though Pansh�n made

more than one false note. H�s own compos�t�ons and what he had
pract�sed thoroughly he played very n�cely, but he played at s�ght
badly. So the second part of the sonata—a rather qu�ck allegro—
broke down completely; at the twent�eth bar, Pansh�n, who was two
bars beh�nd, gave �n, and pushed h�s cha�r back w�th a laugh.



“No!” he cr�ed, “I can’t play to-day; �t’s a good th�ng Lemm d�d not
hear us; he would have had a f�t.”

L�sa got up, shut the p�ano, and turned round to Pansh�n.
“What are we go�ng to do?” she asked.
“That’s just l�ke you, that quest�on! You can never s�t w�th your

hands �dle. Well, �f you l�ke let us sketch, s�nce �t’s not qu�te dark.
Perhaps the other muse, the muse of pa�nt�ng—what was her name?
I have forgotten... w�ll be more prop�t�ous to me. Where’s your
album? I remember, my landscape there �s not f�n�shed.”

L�sa went �nto the other room to fetch the album, and Pansh�n, left
alone, drew a cambr�c handkerch�ef out of h�s pocket, and rubbed h�s
na�ls and looked as �t were cr�t�cally at h�s hands. He had beaut�ful
wh�te hands; on the second f�nger of h�s left hand he wore a sp�ral
gold r�ng. L�sa came back; Pansh�n sat down at the w�ndow, and
opened the album.

“Ah!” he excla�med: “I see that you have begun to copy my
landscape—and cap�tally too. Excellent! only just here—g�ve me a
penc�l—the shadows are not put �n strongly enough. Look.”

And Pansh�n w�th a flour�sh added a few long strokes. He was for
ever draw�ng the same landscape: �n the foreground large
d�sheveled trees, a stretch of meadow �n the background, and
jagged mounta�ns on the hor�zon. L�sa looked over h�s shoulders at
h�s work.

“In draw�ng, just as �n l�fe generally,” observed Pansh�n, hold�ng h�s
head to r�ght and to left, “l�ghtness and boldness—are the great
th�ngs.”

At that �nstant Lemm came �nto the room, and w�th a st�ff bow was
about to leave �t; but Pansh�n, throw�ng as�de album and penc�ls,
placed h�mself �n h�s way.

“Where are you do�ng, dear Chr�stopher Fedor�tch? Aren’t you
go�ng to stay and have tea w�th us?”

“I go home,” answered Lemm �n a surly vo�ce; “my head aches.”
“Oh, what nonsense!—do stop. We’ll have an argument about

Shakespeare.”



“My head aches,” repeated the old man.
“We set to work on the sonata of Beethoven w�thout you,”

cont�nued Pansh�n, tak�ng hold of h�m affect�onately and sm�l�ng
br�ghtly, “but we couldn’t get on at all. Fancy, I couldn’t play two
notes together correctly.”

“You’d better have sung your song aga�n,” repl�ed Lemm, remov�ng
Pansh�n’s hands, and he walked away.

L�sa ran after h�m. She overtook h�m on the sta�rs.
“Chr�stopher Fedor�tch, I want to tell you,” she sa�d to h�m �n

German, accompany�ng h�m over the short green grass of the yard
to the gate, “I d�d wrong—forg�ve me.”

Lemm made no answer.
“I showed Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch your cantata; I felt sure he would

apprec�ate �t,—and he d�d l�ke �t very much really.”
Lemm stopped.
“It’s no matter,” he sa�d �n Russ�an, and then added �n h�s own

language, “but he cannot understand anyth�ng; how �s �t you don’t
see that? He’s a d�lettante—and that’s all!”

“You are unjust to h�m,” repl�ed L�sa, “he understands everyth�ng,
and he can do almost everyth�ng h�mself.”

“Yes, everyth�ng second-rate, cheap, scamped work. That pleases,
and he pleases, and he �s glad �t �s so—and so much the better. I’m
not angry; the cantata and I—we are a pa�r of old fools; I’m a l�ttle
ashamed, but �t’s no matter.”

“Forg�ve me, Chr�stopher Fedor�tch,” L�sa sa�d aga�n.
“It’s no matter,” he repeated �n Russ�an, “you’re a good g�rl... but

here �s some one com�ng to see you. Goodbye. You are a very good
g�rl.”

And Lemm moved w�th hastened steps towards the gate, through
wh�ch had entered some gentleman unknown to h�m �n a grey coat
and a w�de straw hat. Bow�ng pol�tely to h�m (he always saluted all
new faces �n the town of O——-; from acqua�ntances he always
turned as�de �n the street—that was the rule he had la�d down for
h�mself), Lemm passed by and d�sappeared beh�nd the fence. The



stranger looked after h�m �n amazement, and after gaz�ng attent�vely
at L�sa, went stra�ght up to her.



Chapter VII

“You don’t recogn�se me,” he sa�d, tak�ng off h�s hat, “but I
recogn�se you �n sp�te of �ts be�ng seven years s�nce I saw you last.
You were a ch�ld then. I am Lavretsky. Is your mother at home? Can
I see her?”

“Mamma w�ll be glad to see you,” repl�ed L�sa; “she had heard of
your arr�val.”

“Let me see, I th�nk your name �s El�saveta?” sa�d Lavretsky, as he
went up the sta�rs.

“Yes.”
“I remember you very well; you had even then a face one doesn’t

forget. I used to br�ng you sweets �n those days.”
L�sa blushed and thought what a queer man. Lavretsky stopped

for an �nstant �n the hall. L�sa went �nto the draw�ng-room, where
Pansh�n’s vo�ce and laugh could be heard; he had been
commun�cat�ng some goss�p of the town to Marya Dm�tr�evna, and
Gedeonovksy, who by th�s t�me had come �n from the garden, and he
was h�mself laugh�ng aloud at the story he was tell�ng. At the name
of Lavretsky, Marya Dm�tr�evna was all �n a flutter. She turned pale
and went up to meet h�m.

“How do you do, how do you do, my dear cous�n?” she cr�ed �n a
pla�nt�ve and almost tearful vo�ce, “how glad I am to see you!”

“How are you, cous�n?” repl�ed Lavretsky, w�th a fr�endly pressure
of her out-stretched hand; “how has Prov�dence been treat�ng you?”

“S�t down, s�t down, my dear Fedor Ivan�tch. Ah, how glad I am!
But let me present my daughter L�sa to you.”

“I have already �ntroduced myself to L�saveta M�halovna,”
�nterposed Lavretsky.



“Mons�er Pansh�n... Serge� Petrov�tch Gedeonovsky... Please s�t
down. When I look at you, I can hardly bel�eve my eyes. How are
you?”

“As you see, I’m flour�sh�ng. And you, too, cous�n—no �ll-luck to
you!—have grown no th�nner �n e�ght years.”

“To th�nk how long �t �s s�nce we met!” observed Marya Dm�tr�evna
dream�ly. “Where have you come from now? Where d�d you leave...
that �s, I meant to say,” she put �n hast�ly, “I meant to say, are you
go�ng to be w�th us for long?”

“I have come now from Berl�n,” repl�ed Lavretsky, “and to-morrow I
shall go �nto the country—probably for a long t�me.”

“You w�ll l�ve at Lavr�ky, I suppose?”
“No, not at Lavr�ky; I have a l�ttle place twenty m�les from here: I

am go�ng there.”
“Is that the l�ttle estate that came to you from Glaf�ra Petrovna?”
“Yes.”
“Really, Fedor Ivan�tch! You have such a magn�f�cent house at

Lavr�ky.”
Lavretsky kn�tted h�s brows a l�ttle.
“Yes... but there’s a small lodge �n th�s l�ttle property, and I need

noth�ng more for a t�me. That place �s the most conven�ent for me
now.”

Marya Dm�tr�evna was aga�n thrown �nto such a state of ag�tat�on
that she became qu�te st�ff, and her hands hung l�feless by her s�des.
Pansh�n came to her support by enter�ng �nto conversat�on w�th
Lavretsky. Marya Dm�tr�evna rega�ned her composure, she leaned
back �n her arm-cha�r and now and then put �n a word. But she
looked all the wh�le w�th such sympathy at her guest, s�ghed so
s�gn�f�cantly, and shook her head so dejectedly, that the latter at last
lost pat�ence and asked her rather sharply �f she was unwell.

“Thank God, no,” repl�ed Marya Dm�tr�evna; “why do you ask?”
“Oh, I fanc�ed you d�dn’t seem to be qu�te yourself.”
Marya Dm�tr�evna assumed a d�gn�f�ed and somewhat offended

a�r. “If that’s how the land l�es,” she thought, “�t’s absolutely no matter



to me; I see, my good fellow, �t’s all l�ke water on a duck’s back for
you; any other man would have wasted away w�th gr�ef, but you’ve
grown fat on �t.” Marya Dm�tr�evna d�d not m�nce matters �n her own
m�nd; she expressed herself w�th more elegance aloud.

Lavretsky certa�nly d�d not look l�ke the v�ct�m of fate. H�s rosy-
cheeked typ�cal Russ�an face, w�th �ts large wh�te brow, rather th�ck
nose, and w�de stra�ght l�ps seemed breath�ng w�th the w�ld health of
the steppes, w�th v�gorous pr�maeval energy. He was splend�dly well-
bu�lt, and h�s fa�r curly ha�r stood up on h�s head l�ke a boy’s. It was
only �n h�s blue eyes, w�th the�r overhang�ng brows and somewhat
f�xed look, that one could trace an express�on, not exactly of
melancholy, nor exactly of wear�ness, and h�s vo�ce had almost too
measured a cadence.

Pansh�n meanwh�le cont�nued to keep up the conversat�on. He
turned �t upon the prof�ts of sugar-bo�l�ng, on wh�ch he had lately
read two French pamphlets, and w�th modest composure undertook
to expound the�r contents, w�thout ment�on�ng, however, a s�ngle
word about the source of h�s �nformat�on.

“Good God, �t �s Fedya!” came through the half-opened door the
vo�ce of Marfa T�mofyevna �n the next room. “Fedya h�mself!” and the
old woman ran hurr�edly �nto the room. Lavretsky had not t�me to get
up from h�s seat before she had h�m �n her arms. “Let me have a
look at you,” she sa�d, hold�ng h�s face off at arm’s length. “Ah! what
a splend�d fellow you are! You’ve grown older a l�ttle, but not a b�t
changed for the worse, upon my word! But why are you k�ss�ng my
hands—k�ss my face �f you’re not afra�d of my wr�nkled cheeks. You
never asked after me—whether your aunt was al�ve—I warrant: and
you were �n my arms as soon as you were born, you great rascal!
Well, that �s noth�ng to you, I suppose; why should you remember
me? But �t was a good �dea of yours to come back. And pray,” she
added, turn�ng to Marya Dm�tr�evna, “have you offered h�m
someth�ng to eat?”

“I don’t want anyth�ng,” Lavretsky hastened to declare.
“Come, you must at least have some tea, my dear. Lord have

mercy on us! He has come from I don’t know where, and they don’t
even g�ve h�m a cup of tea! L�sa, run and st�r them up, and make



haste. I remember he was dreadfully greedy when he was a l�ttle
fellow, and he l�kes good th�ngs now, I daresay.”

“My respects, Marfa T�mofyevna,” sa�d Pansh�n, approach�ng the
del�ghted old lady from one s�de w�th a low bow.

“Pardon me, s�r,” repl�ed Marfa T�mofyevna, “for not observ�ng you
�n my del�ght. You have grown l�ke your mother, the poor darl�ng,”
she went on turn�ng aga�n to Lavretsky, “but your nose was always
your father’s, and your father’s �t has rema�ned. Well, and are you
go�ng to be w�th us for long?”

“I am go�ng to-morrow, aunt.”
“Where?”
“Home to Vass�lyevskoe.”
“To-morrow?”
“Yes, to-morrow.”
“Well, �f to-morrow �t must be. God bless you—you know best.

Only m�nd you come and say good-bye to me.” The old woman
patted h�s cheek. “I d�d not th�nk I should be here to see you; not that
I have made up my m�nd to d�e yet a wh�le—I shall last another ten
years, I daresay: all we Pestovs l�ve long; your late grandfather used
to say we had two l�ves; but you see there was no tell�ng how much
longer you were go�ng to dangle about abroad. Well, you’re a f�ne
lad, a f�ne lad; can you l�ft twenty stone w�th one hand as you used to
do, eh? Your late pap was fantast�cal �n some th�ngs, �f I may say so;
but he d�d well �n hav�ng that Sw�ss to br�ng you up; do you
remember you used to f�ght w�th your f�sts w�th h�m?—gymnast�cs,
wasn’t �t they called �t? But there, why I am gabbl�ng away l�ke th�s; I
have only been h�nder�ng Mr. PanSHIN (she never pronounced h�s
name PANsh�n as was correct) from hold�ng forth. Bes�des, we’d
better go and have tea; yes, let’s go on to the terrace, my boy, and
dr�nk �t there; we have some real cream, not l�ke what you get �n your
Londons and Par�ses. Come along, come along, and you, Fedusha,
g�ve me your arm. Oh! but what an arm �t �s! Upon my word, no fear
of my stumbl�ng w�th you!”

Every one got up and went out on to the terrace, except
Gedeonovsky, who qu�etly took h�s departure. Dur�ng the whole of



Lavretsky’s conversat�on w�th Marya Dm�tr�evna, Pansh�n, and Marfa
T�mofyevna, he sat �n a corner, bl�nk�ng attent�vely, w�th an open
mouth of ch�ld�sh cur�os�ty; now he was �n haste to spread the news
of the new arr�val through the town.

At eleven o’clock on the even�ng of the same day, th�s �s what was
happen�ng �n Madame Kal�t�n’s house. Downsta�rs, Vlad�m�r
N�kola�tch, se�z�ng a favourable moment, was tak�ng leave of L�sa at
the draw�ng-room door, and say�ng to her, as he held her hand, “You
know who �t �s draws me here; you know why I am constantly com�ng
to your house; what need of words when all �s clear as �t �s?” L�sa d�d
not speak, and looked on the ground, w�thout sm�l�ng, w�th her brows
sl�ghtly contracted, and a flush on her cheek, but she d�d not draw
away her hands. Wh�le up-sta�rs, �n Marfa T�mofyevna’s room, by the
l�ght of a l�ttle lamp hang�ng before the tarn�shed old holy �mages,
Lavretsky was s�tt�ng �n a low cha�r, h�s elbows on h�s knees and h�s
face bur�ed �n h�s hands; the old woman, stand�ng before h�m, now
and then s�lently stroked h�s ha�r. He spent more than an hour w�th
her, after tak�ng leave of h�s hostess; he had scarcely sa�d anyth�ng
to h�s k�nd old fr�end, and she d�d not quest�on h�m.... Indeed, what
need to speak, what was there to ask? W�thout that she understood
all, and felt for everyth�ng of wh�ch h�s heart was full.



Chapter VIII

Fedor Ivan�tch Lavretsky—we must ask the reader’s perm�ss�on to
break off the thread of our story for a t�me—came of an old noble
fam�ly. The founder of the house of Lavretskky came over from
Pruss�a �n the re�gn of Vass�l� the Bl�nd, and rece�ved a grant of two
hundred chetverts of land �n Byezhetsk. Many of h�s descendants
f�lled var�ous off�ces, and served under pr�nces and persons of
em�nence �n outly�ng d�str�cts, but not one of them rose above the
rank of an �nspector of the Imper�al table nor acqu�red any
cons�derable fortune. The r�chest and most d�st�ngu�shed of all the
Lavretskys was Fedor Ivan�tch’s great-grandfather, Andre�, a man
cruel and dar�ng, cunn�ng and able. Even to th�s day stor�es st�ll
l�nger of h�s tyranny, h�s savage temper, h�s reckless mun�f�cence,
and h�s �nsat�able avar�ce. He was very stout and tall, swarthy of
countenance and beardless, he spoke �n a th�ck vo�ce and seemed
half asleep; but the more qu�etly he spoke the more those about h�m
trembled. He had managed to get a w�fe who was a f�t match for h�m.
She was a g�psy by b�rth, goggle-eyed and hook-nosed, w�th a round
yellow face. She was �rasc�ble and v�nd�ct�ve, and never gave way �n
anyth�ng to her husband, who almost k�lled her, and whose death
she d�d not surv�ve, though she had been for ever quarrell�ng w�th
h�m. The son of Andre�, P�otr, Fedor’s grandfather, d�d not take after
h�s father; he was a typ�cal landowner of the steppes, rather a
s�mpleton, loud-vo�ced, but slow to move, coarse but not �ll-natured,
hosp�table and very fond of cours�ng w�th dogs. He was over th�rty
when he �nher�ted from h�s father a property of two thousand serfs �n
cap�tal cond�t�on; but he had soon d�ss�pated �t, and had partly
mortgaged h�s estate, and demoral�sed h�s servants. All sorts of
people of low pos�t�on, known and unknown, came crawl�ng l�ke
cockroaches from all parts �nto h�s spac�ous, warm, �ll-kept halls. All



th�s mass of people ate what they could get, but always had the�r f�ll,
drank t�ll they were drunk, and carr�ed off what they could, pra�s�ng
and bless�ng the�r gen�al host; and the�r host too when he was out
humour blessed h�s guests—for a pack of spong�ng toad�es, but he
was bored when he was w�thout them. P�otr Andre�tch’s w�fe was a
meek-sp�r�ted creature; he had taken her from a ne�ghbour�ng fam�ly
by h�s father’s cho�ce and command; her name was Anna Pavlovna.
She never �nterfered �n anyth�ng, welcomed guests cord�ally, and
read�ly pa�d v�s�ts herself, though be�ng powdered, she used to
declare, would be the death of her. “They put,” she used to say �n her
old age, “a fox’s brush on your head, comb all the ha�r up over �t,
smear �t w�th grease, and dust �t over w�th flour, and st�ck �t up w�th
�ron p�ns,—there’s no wash�ng �t off afterwards; but to pay v�s�ts
w�thout powder was qu�te �mposs�ble—people would be offended.
Ah, �t was a torture!”

She l�ked be�ng dr�ven w�th fast-trott�ng horses, and was ready to
play cards from morn�ng t�ll even�ng, and would always keep the
score of the penn�es she had lost or won h�dden under her hand
when her husband came near the card-table; but all her dowry, her
whole fortune, she had put absolutely at h�s d�sposal. She bore h�m
two ch�ldren, a son Ivan, the father of Fedor, and a daughter Glaf�ra.
Ivan was not brought up at home, but l�ved w�th a r�ch old ma�den
aunt, the Pr�ncess Kubensky; she had f�xed on h�m for her he�r (but
for that h�s father would not have let h�m go). She dressed h�m up
l�ke a doll, engaged all k�nds of teachers for h�m, and put h�m �n
charge of a tutor, a Frenchman, who had been an abbé, a pup�l of
Jean-Jacques Rousseau, a certa�n M. Court�n de Vaucelles, a subtle
and w�ly �ntr�guer—the very, as she expressed �t, f�ne fleur of
em�grat�on—and f�n�shed at almost seventy years old by marry�ng
th�s “f�ne fleur,” and mak�ng over all her property to h�m. Soon
afterwards, covered w�th rouge, and redolent of perfume à la
R�chel�eu, surrounded by negro boys, del�cate-shaped greyhounds
and shr�ek�ng parrots, she d�ed on a crooked s�lken d�van of the t�me
of Lou�s XV., w�th an enamelled snuff-box of Pet�tot’s workmansh�p �n
her hand—and d�ed, deserted by her husband; the �ns�nuat�ng M.
Court�n had preferred to remove to Par�s w�th her money. Ivan had
only reached h�s twent�eth year when th�s unexpected blow (we



mean the pr�ncess’s marr�age, not her death) fell upon h�m; he d�d
not care to stay �n h�s aunt’s house, where he found h�mself
suddenly transformed from a wealthy he�r to a poor relat�on; the
soc�ety �n Petersburg �n wh�ch he had grown up was closed to h�m;
he felt an avers�on for enter�ng the government serv�ce �n the lower
grades, w�th noth�ng but hard work and obscur�ty before h�m,—th�s
was at the very beg�nn�ng of the re�gn of the Emperor Alexander. He
was obl�ged reluctantly to return to the country to h�s father. How
squal�d, poor, and wretched h�s parents’ home seemed to h�m! The
stagnat�on and sord�dness of l�fe �n the country offended h�m at every
step. He was consumed w�th ennu�. Moreover, every one �n the
house, except h�s mother, looked at h�m w�th unfr�endly eyes. H�s
father d�d not l�ke h�s town manners, h�s swallow-ta�l coats, h�s fr�lled
sh�rt-fronts, h�s books, h�s flute, h�s fast�d�ous ways, �n wh�ch he
detected—not �ncorrectly—a d�sgust for h�s surround�ngs; he was for
ever compla�n�ng and grumbl�ng at h�s son. “Noth�ng here,” he used
to say, “�s to h�s taste; at table he �s all �n a fret, and doesn’t eat; he
can’t bear the heat and close smell of the room; the s�ght of folks
drunk upsets h�m, one daren’t beat any one before h�m; he doesn’t
want to go �nto the government serv�ce; he’s weakly, as you see, �n
health; f�e upon h�m, the m�lksop! And all th�s because he’s got h�s
head full of Volta�re.” The old man had a spec�al d�sl�ke to Volta�re,
and the “fanat�c” D�derot, though he had not read a word of the�r
words; read�ng was not �n h�s l�ne. P�otr Andre�tch was not m�staken;
h�s son’s head for that matter was �ndeed full of both D�derot and
Volta�re, and not only of them alone, of Rousseau too, and Helvet�us,
and many other wr�ters of the same k�nd—but they were �n h�s head
only. The ret�red abbé and encycloped�st who had been Ivan
Petrov�tch’s tutor had taken pleasure �n pour�ng all the w�sdom of the
e�ghteenth century �nto h�s pup�l, and he was s�mply br�mm�ng over
w�th �t; �t was there �n h�m, but w�thout m�x�ng �n h�s blood, nor
penetrat�ng to h�s soul, nor shap�ng �tself �n any f�rm conv�ct�ons....
But, �ndeed, could one expect conv�ct�ons from a young man of f�fty
years ago, when even at the present day we have not succeeded �n
atta�n�ng them? The guests, too, who frequented h�s father’s house,
were oppressed by Ivan Petrov�tch’s presence; he regarded them
w�th loath�ng, they were afra�d of h�m; and w�th h�s s�ster Glaf�ra, who



was twelve years older than he, he could not get on at all. Th�s
Glaf�ra was a strange creature; she was ugly, crooked, and spare,
w�th severe, w�de-open eyes, and th�n compressed l�ps. In her face,
her vo�ce, and her qu�ck angular movements, she took after her
grandmother, the g�psy, Andre�’s w�fe. Obst�nate and fond of power,
she would not even hear of marr�age. The return of Ivan Petrov�tch
d�d not f�t �n w�th her plans; wh�le the Pr�ncess Kubensky kept h�m
w�th her, she had hoped to rece�ve at least half of her father’s estate;
�n her avar�ce, too, she was l�ke her grandmother. Bes�des, Glaf�ra
env�ed her brother, he was so well educated, spoke such good
French w�th a Par�s�an accent, wh�le she was scarcely able to
pronounce “bon jour” or “comment vous portez-vous.” To be sure,
her parents d�d not know any French, but that was no comfort to her.
Ivan Petrov�tch d�d not know what to do w�th h�mself for
wretchedness and ennu�; he had spent hardly a year �n the country,
but that year seemed to h�m as long as ten. The only consolat�on he
could f�nd was �n talk�ng to h�s mother, and he would s�t for whole
hours �n her low-p�tched rooms, l�sten�ng to the good woman’s
s�mple-hearted prattle, and eat�ng preserves. It so happened that
among Anna Pavlovna’s ma�ds there was one very pretty g�rl w�th
clear soft eyes and ref�ned features, Malanya by name, a modest
�ntell�gent creature. She took h�s fancy at f�rst s�ght, and he fell �n
love w�th her: he fell �n love w�th her t�m�d movements, her bashful
answers, her gentle vo�ce and gentle sm�le; every day she seemed
sweeter to h�m. And she became devoted to Ivan Petrov�tch w�th all
the strength of her soul, as none but Russ�an g�rls can be devoted—
and she gave herself to h�m. In the large household of a country
squ�re noth�ng can long be kept a secret; soon every one knew of the
love between the young master and Malanya; the goss�p even
reached the ears of P�otr Andre�tch h�mself. Under other
c�rcumstances, he would probably have pa�d no attent�on to a matter
of so l�ttle �mportance, but he had long had a grudge aga�nst h�s son,
and was del�ghted at an opportun�ty of hum�l�at�ng the town-bred w�t
and dandy. A storm of fuss and clamour was ra�sed; Malanya was
locked up �n the pantry, Ivan Petrov�tch was summoned �nto h�s
father’s presence. Anna Pavlovna too ran up at the hubbub. She
began try�ng to pac�fy her husband, but P�otr Andre�tch would hear



noth�ng. He pounced down l�ke a hawk on h�s son, reproached h�m
w�th �mmoral�ty, w�th godlessness, w�th hypocr�sy; he took the
opportun�ty to vent on h�m all the wrath aga�nst the Pr�ncess
Kubensky that had been s�mmer�ng w�th�n h�m, and lav�shed abus�ve
ep�thets upon h�m. At f�rst Ivan Petrov�tch was s�lent and held h�mself
�n, but when h�s father thought to f�t to threaten h�m w�th a shameful
pun�shment he could endure �t no longer. “Ah,” he thought, “the
fanat�c D�derot �s brought out aga�n, then I w�ll take the bull by the
horns, I w�ll aston�sh you all.” And thereupon w�th a calm and even
vo�ce, though quak�ng �nwardly �n every l�mb, Ivan Petrov�tch
declared to h�s father, that there was no need to reproach h�m w�th
�mmoral�ty; that though he d�d not �ntend to just�fy h�s fault he was
ready to make amends for �t, the more w�ll�ngly as he felt h�mself to
be super�or to every k�nd of prejud�ce—and �n fact—was ready to
marry Malanya. In utter�ng these words Ivan Petrov�tch d�d
undoubtedly atta�n h�s object; he so aston�shed P�otr Andre�tch that
the latter stood open-eyed, and was struck dumb for a moment; but
�nstantly he came to h�mself, and just as he was, �n a dress�ng-gown
bordered w�th squ�rrel fur and sl�ppers on h�s bare feet, he flew at
Ivan Petrov�tch w�th h�s f�sts. The latter, as though by des�gn, had
that morn�ng arranged h�s locks à la T�tus, and put on a new Engl�sh
coat of a blue colour, h�gh boots w�th l�ttle tassels and very t�ght
mod�sh bucksk�n breeches. Anna Pavlovna shr�eked w�th all her
m�ght and covered her face w�th her hands; but her son ran over the
whole house, dashed out �nto the courtyard, rushed �nto the k�tchen-
garden, �nto the pleasure-grounds, and flew across �nto the road,
and kept runn�ng w�thout look�ng round t�ll at last he ceased to hear
the heavy tramp of h�s father’s steps beh�nd h�m and h�s shouts,
jerked out w�th effort, “Stop you scoundrel!” he cr�ed, “stop! or I w�ll
curse you!” Ivan Petrov�tch took refuge w�th a ne�ghbour, a small
landowner, and P�otr Andre�tch returned home worn out and
persp�r�ng, and w�thout tak�ng breath, announced that he should
depr�ve h�s son of h�s bless�ng and �nher�tance, gave orders that all
h�s fool�sh books should be burnt, and that the g�rl Malanya should
be sent to a d�stant v�llage w�thout loss of t�me. Some k�nd-hearted
people found out Ivan Petrov�tch and let h�m know everyth�ng.
Hum�l�ated and dr�ven to fury, he vowed he would be revenged on



h�s father, and the same n�ght lay �n wa�t for the peasant’s cart �n
wh�ch Malanya was be�ng dr�ven away, carr�ed her off by force,
galloped off to the nearest town w�th her and marr�ed her. He was
suppl�ed w�th money by the ne�ghbour, a good-natured ret�red mar�ne
off�cer, a conf�rmed t�ppler, who took an �ntense del�ght �n every k�nd
of—as he expressed �t—romant�c story.

The next day Ivan Petrov�tch wrote an �ron�cally cold and pol�te
letter to P�otr Andre�tch, and set off to the v�llage where l�ved h�s
second cous�n, Dm�tr� Pestov, w�th h�s s�ster, already known to the
reader, Marfa T�mofyevna. He told them all, announced h�s �ntent�on
to go to Petersburg to try to obta�n a post there, and besought them,
at least for a t�me, to g�ve h�s w�fe a home. At the word “w�fe” he
shed tears, and �n sp�te of h�s c�ty breed�ng and ph�losophy he
bowed h�mself �n humble, suppl�cat�ng Russ�an fash�on at h�s
relat�ons’ feet, and even touched the ground w�th h�s forehead. The
Pestovs, k�nd-hearted and compass�onate people, read�ly agreed to
h�s request. He stayed w�th them for three weeks, secretly expect�ng
a reply from h�s father; but no reply came—and there was no chance
of a reply com�ng.

P�otr Andre�tch, on hear�ng of h�s son’s marr�age, took to h�s bed,
and forbade Ivan Petrov�tch’s name to be ment�oned before h�m; but
h�s mother, w�thout her husband’s knowledge, borrowed from the
rector, and sent 500 roubles and a l�ttle �mage to h�s w�fe. She was
afra�d to wr�te, but sent a message to Ivan Petrov�tch by a lean
peasant, who could walk f�fty m�les a day, that he was not to take �t
too much to heart; that, please God, all would be arranged, and h�s
father’s wrath would be turned to k�ndness; that she too would have
preferred a d�fferent daughter-�n-law, but that she sent Malanya
Sergyevna her motherly bless�ng. The lean peasant rece�ved a
rouble, asked perm�ss�on to see the new young m�stress, to whom
he happened to be godfather, k�ssed her hand and ran off at h�s best
speed.

And Ivan Petrov�tch set off to Petersburg w�th a l�ght heart. An
unknown future awa�ted h�m; poverty perhaps menaced h�m, but he
had broken away from the country l�fe he detested, and above all, he
had not been false to h�s teachers, he had actually put �nto pract�ce



the doctr�nes of Rousseau, D�derot, and la Déclarat�on des dro�ts de
l’homme. A sense of hav�ng done h�s duty, of tr�umph, and of pr�de
f�lled h�s soul; and �ndeed the separat�on from h�s w�fe d�d not greatly
affl�ct h�m; he would have been more perturbed by the necess�ty of
be�ng constantly w�th her. That deed was done, now he wanted to
set about do�ng someth�ng fresh. In Petersburg, contrary to h�s own
expectat�ons, he met w�th success; the Pr�ncess Kubensky, whom
Mons�eur Court�n had by that t�me deserted, but who was st�ll l�v�ng,
�n order to make up �n some way to her nephew for hav�ng wronged
h�m, gave h�m �ntroduct�ons to all her fr�ends, and presented h�m w�th
5000 roubles—almost all that rema�ned of her money—and a
Lepkovsky watch w�th h�s monogram enc�rcled by Cup�ds.

Three months had not passed before he obta�ned a pos�t�on �n a
Russ�an embassy to London, and �n the f�rst Engl�sh vessel that
sa�led (steamers were not even talked of then) he crossed the sea. A
few months later he rece�ved a letter from Pestov. The good-natured
landowner congratulated Ivan Petrov�tch on the b�rth of a son, who
had been born �nto the world �n the v�llage of Pokrovskoe on the 20th
of August, 1807, and named Fedor, �n honour of the holy martyr
Fedor Strat�lat. On account of her extreme weakness Malanya
Sergyevna added only a few l�nes; but those few l�nes were a
surpr�se, for Ivan Petrov�tch had not known that Marfa T�mofyevna
had taught h�s w�fe to read and wr�te. Ivan Petrov�tch d�d not long
abandon h�mself to the sweet emot�on of parental feel�ng; he was
danc�ng attendance on a notor�ous Phryne or La�s of the day
(class�cal names were st�ll �n vogue at that date); the Peace of T�ls�t
had only just been concluded and all the world was hurry�ng after
pleasure, �n a g�ddy wh�rl of d�ss�pat�on, and h�s head had been
turned by the black eyes of a bold beauty. He had very l�ttle money,
but he was lucky at cards, made many acqua�ntances, took part �n all
enterta�nments, �n a word, he was �n the sw�m.



Chapter IX

For a long t�me the old Lavretsky could not forg�ve h�s son for h�s
marr�age. If s�x months later Ivan Petrov�tch had come to h�m w�th a
pen�tent face and had thrown h�mself at h�s feet, he would, very
l�kely, have pardoned h�m, after g�v�ng h�m a pretty severe scold�ng,
and a tap w�th h�s st�ck by way of �nt�m�dat�ng h�m, but Ivan
Petrov�tch went on l�v�ng abroad and apparently d�d not care a straw.
“Be s�lent! I dare you to speak of �t,” P�otr Andre�tch sa�d to h�s w�fe
every t�me she ventured to try to �ncl�ne h�m to mercy. “The puppy, he
ought to thank God for ever that I have not la�d my curse upon h�m;
my father would have k�lled h�m, the worthless scamp, w�th h�s own
hands, and he would have done r�ght too.” At such terr�ble speeches
Anna Pavlovna could only cross herself secretly. As for Ivan
Petrov�tch’s w�fe, P�otr Andre�tch at f�rst would not even hear her
name, and �n answer to a letter of Pestov’s, �n wh�ch he ment�oned
h�s daughter-�n-law, he went so far as to send h�m word that he knew
noth�ng of any daughter-�n-law, and that �t was forb�dden by law to
harbour run-away wenches, a fact wh�ch he thought �t h�s duty to
rem�nd h�m of. But later on, he was softened by hear�ng of the b�rth
of a grandson, and he gave orders secretly that �nqu�r�es should be
made about the health of the mother, and sent her a l�ttle money,
also as though �t d�d not come from h�m. Fedya was not a year old
before Anna Pavlovna fell �ll w�th a fatal compla�nt. A few days before
her end, when she could no longer leave her bed, w�th t�m�d tears �n
her eyes, fast grow�ng d�m, she �nformed her husband �n the
presence of the pr�est that she wanted to see her daughter-�n-law
and b�d her farewell, and to g�ve her grand-ch�ld her bless�ng. The
heart-broken old man soothed her, and at once sent off h�s own
carr�age for h�s daughter-�n-law, for the f�rst t�me g�v�ng her the t�tle of
Malanya Sergyevna. Malanya came w�th her son and Marfa



T�mofyevna, who would not on any cons�derat�on allow her to go
alone, and was unw�ll�ng to expose her to any �nd�gn�ty. Half dead
w�th fr�ght, Malanya Sergyevna went �nto P�otr Andre�tch’s room. A
nurse followed, carry�ng Fedya. P�otr Andre�tch looked at her w�thout
speak�ng; she went up to k�ss h�s hand; her trembl�ng l�ps were only
just able to touch �t w�th a s�lent k�ss.

“Well, my upstart lady,” he brought out at last, “how do you do? let
us go to the m�stress.”

He got up and bent over Fedya: the baby sm�led and held out h�s
l�ttle wh�te hands to h�m. Th�s changed the old man’s mood.

“Ah,” he sa�d, “poor l�ttle one, you were plead�ng for your father; I
w�ll not abandon you, l�ttle b�rd.”

D�rectly Malanya Sergyevna entered Anna Pavlovna’s bedroom,
she fell on her knees near the door. Anna Pavlovna beckoned her to
come to her beds�de, embraced her, and blessed her son; then
turn�ng a face contorted by cruel suffer�ng to her husband she made
an effort to speak.

“I know, I know, what you want to ask,” sa�d P�otr Andre�tch; “don’t
fret yourself, she shall stay w�th us, and I w�ll forg�ve Vanka for her
sake.”

W�th an effort Anna Pavlovna took her husband’s hand and
pressed �t to her l�ps. The same even�ng she breathed her last.

P�otr Andre�tch kept h�s word. He �nformed h�s son that for the
sake of h�s mother’s dy�ng hours, and for the sake of the l�ttle Fedor,
he sent h�m h�s bless�ng and was keep�ng Malanya Sergyevna �n h�s
house. Two rooms on the ground floor were devoted to her; he
presented her to h�s most honoured guests, the one-eyed br�gad�er
Skurch�n, and h�s w�fe, and bestowed on her two wa�t�ng-ma�ds and
a page for errands. Marfa T�mofyevna took leave of her; she
detested Glaf�ra, and �n the course of one day had fallen out w�th her
three t�mes.

It was a pa�nful and embarrass�ng pos�t�on at f�rst for poor
Malanya, but, after a wh�le, she learnt to bear �t, and grew used to
her father-�n-law. He, too, grew accustomed to her, and even fond of
her, though he scarcely ever spoke to her, and a certa�n �nvoluntary



contempt was percept�ble even �n h�s s�gns of affect�on to her.
Malanya Sergyevna had most to put up w�th from her s�ster-�n-law.
Even dur�ng her mother’s l�fet�me, Glaf�ra had succeeded by degrees
�n gett�ng the whole household �nto her hands; every one from her
father downwards, subm�tted to her rule; not a p�ece of sugar was
g�ven out w�thout her sanct�on; she would rather have d�ed than
shared her author�ty w�th another m�stress—and w�th such a
m�stress! Her brother’s marr�age had �ncensed her even more than
P�otr Andre�tch; she set herself to g�ve the upstart a lesson, and
Malanya Sergyevna from the very f�rst hour was her slave. And,
�ndeed, how was she to contend aga�nst the masterful, haughty
Glaf�ra, subm�ss�ve, constantly bew�ldered, t�m�d, and weak �n health
as she was? Not a day passed w�thout Glaf�ra rem�nd�ng her of her
former pos�t�on, and commend�ng her for not forgett�ng herself.
Malanya Sergyevna could have reconc�led herself read�ly to these
rem�n�scences and commendat�ons, however they m�ght be—but
Fedya was taken away from her, that was what crushed her. On the
pretext that she was not capable of undertak�ng h�s educat�on, she
was scarcely allowed to see h�m; Glaf�ra set herself to that task; the
ch�ld was put absolutely under her control. Malanya Sergyevna
began, �n her d�stress, to beseech Ivan Petrov�tch, �n her letters, to
return home soon. P�otr Andre�tch h�mself wanted to see h�s son, but
Ivan Petrov�tch d�d noth�ng but wr�te. He thanked h�s father on h�s
w�fe’s account, and for the money sent h�m, prom�sed to return
qu�ckly—and d�d not come. The year 1812 at last summoned h�m
home from abroad. When they met aga�n, after s�x years’ absence,
the father embraced h�s son, and not by a s�ngle word made allus�on
to the�r former d�fferences; �t was not a t�me for that now, all Russ�a
was r�s�ng up aga�nst the enemy, and both of them felt that they had
Russ�an blood �n the�r ve�ns. P�otr Andre�tch equ�pped a whole
reg�ment of volunteers at h�s own expense. But the war came to an
end, the danger was over; Ivan Petrov�tch began to be bored aga�n,
and aga�n he felt drawn away to the d�stance, to the world �n wh�ch
he had grown up, and where he felt h�mself at home. Malanya
Sergyevna could not keep h�m; she meant too l�ttle to h�m. Even her
fondest hopes came to noth�ng; her husband cons�dered that �t was
much more su�table to �ntrust Fedya’s educat�on to Glaf�ra. Ivan



Petrov�tch’s poor w�fe could not bear th�s blow, she could not bear a
second separat�on; �n a few days, w�thout a murmur, she qu�etly
passed away. All her l�fe she had never been able to oppose
anyth�ng, and she d�d not struggle aga�nst her �llness. When she
could no longer speak, when the shadows of death were already on
her face, her features expressed, as of old, bew�ldered res�gnat�on
and constant, uncompla�n�ng meekness; w�th the same dumb
subm�ss�veness she looked at Glaf�ra, and just as Anna Pavlovna
k�ssed her husband’s hand on her deathbed, she k�ssed Glaf�ra’s,
commend�ng to her, to Glaf�ra, her only son. So ended the earthly
ex�stence of th�s good and gentle creature, torn, God knows why, l�ke
an uprooted tree from �ts natural so�l and at once thrown down w�th
�ts roots �n the a�r; she had faded and passed away leav�ng no trace,
and no one mourned for her. Malanya Sergyevna’s ma�ds p�t�ed her,
and so d�d even P�otr Andre�tch. The old man m�ssed her s�lent
presence. “Forg�ve me... farewell, my meek one!” he wh�spered, as
he took leave of her the last t�me �n church. He wept as he threw a
handful of earth �n the grave.

He d�d not surv�ve her long, not more than f�ve years. In the w�nter
of the year 1819, he d�ed peacefully �n Moscow, where he had
moved w�th Glaf�ra and h�s grandson, and left �nstruct�ons that he
should be bur�ed bes�de Anna Pavlovna and “Malasha.” Ivan
Petrov�tch was then �n Par�s amus�ng h�mself; he had ret�red from
serv�ce soon after 1815. When he heard of h�s father’s death he
dec�ded to return to Russ�a. It was necessary to make arrangements
for the management of the property. Fedya, accord�ng to Glaf�ra’s
letter, had reached h�s twelfth year, and the t�me had come to set
about h�s educat�on �n earnest.



Chapter X

Ivan Petrov�tch returned to Russ�a an Angloman�ac. H�s short-
cropped ha�r, h�s starched sh�rt-front, h�s long-sk�rted pea-green
overcoat w�th �ts mult�tude of capes, the sour express�on of h�s face,
someth�ng abrupt and at the same t�me �nd�fferent �n h�s behav�our,
h�s way of speak�ng through h�s teeth, h�s sudden wooden laugh, the
absence of sm�les, h�s exclus�vely pol�t�cal or pol�t�c-econom�cal
conversat�on, h�s pass�on for roast beef and port w�ne—everyth�ng
about h�m breathed, so to speak, of Great Br�ta�n. But, marvelous to
relate, wh�le he had been transformed �nto an Angloman�ac, Ivan
Petrov�tch had at the same t�me become a patr�ot, at least he called
h�mself a patr�ot, though he knew Russ�a l�ttle, had not reta�ned a
s�ngle Russ�an hab�t, and expressed h�mself �n Russ�an rather
queerly; �n ord�nary conversat�on, h�s language was sp�r�tless and
�nan�mate and constantly �nterspersed w�th Gall�c�sms.

Ivan Petrov�tch brought w�th h�m a few schemes �n manuscr�pt,
relat�ng to the adm�n�strat�on and reform of the government; he was
much d�spleased w�th everyth�ng he saw; the lack of system
espec�ally aroused h�s spleen. On h�s meet�ng w�th h�s s�ster, at the
f�rst word he announced to her that he was determ�ned to �ntroduce
rad�cal reforms, that henceforth everyth�ng to do w�th h�m would be
on a d�fferent system. Glaf�ra Petrovna made no reply to Ivan
Petrov�tch; she only ground her teeth and thought: “Where am I to
take refuge?” After she was back �n the country, however, w�th her
brother and nephew, her fears were soon set at rest. In the house,
certa�nly, some changes were made; �dlers and dependants met w�th
summary d�sm�ssal; among them two old women were made to
suffer, one bl�nd, another broken down by paralys�s; and also a
decrep�t major of the days of Cather�ne, who, on account of h�s really



abnormal appet�te, was fed on noth�ng but black bread and lent�ls.
The order went forth not to adm�t the guests of former days; they
were replaced by a d�stant ne�ghbour, a certa�n fa�r-ha�red,
scrofulous baron, a very well educated and very stup�d man. New
furn�ture was brought from Moscow; sp�ttoons were �ntroduced, and
bells and wash�ng-stands; and breakfast began to be served �n a
d�fferent way; fore�gn w�nes replaced vodka and syrups; the servants
were put �nto new l�very; a motto was added to the fam�ly arms: �n
recto v�rtus.... In real�ty, Glaf�ra’s power suffered no d�m�nut�on; the
g�v�ng out and buy�ng of stores st�ll depended on her. The Alsat�an
steward, brought from abroad, tr�ed to f�ght �t out w�th her and lost h�s
place, �n sp�te of the master’s protect�on. As for the management of
the house, and the adm�n�strat�on of the estate, Glaf�ra Petrovna had
undertaken these dut�es also; �n sp�te of Ivan Petrov�tch’s �ntent�on,
—more than once expressed—to breathe new l�fe �nto th�s chaos,
everyth�ng rema�ned as before; only the rent was �n some places
ra�sed, the m�stress was more str�ct, and the peasants were
forb�dden to apply d�rect to Ivan Petrov�tch. The patr�ot had already a
great contempt for h�s fellow-countrymen. Ivan Petrov�tch’s system
was appl�ed �n �ts full force only to Fedya; h�s educat�on really
underwent a “rad�cal reformat�on;” h�s father devoted h�mself
exclus�vely to �t.



Chapter XI

Unt�l Ivan Petrov�tch’s return from abroad, Fedya was, as already
related, �n the hands of Glaf�ra Petrovna. He was not e�ght years old
when h�s mother d�ed; he d�d not see her every day, and loved her
pass�onately; the memory of her, of her pale and gentle face, of her
dejected looks and t�m�d caresses, was �mpr�nted on h�s heart for
ever; but he vaguely understood her pos�t�on �n the house; he felt
that between h�m and her there ex�sted a barr�er wh�ch she dared not
and could not break down. He was shy of h�s father, and, �ndeed,
Ivan Petrov�tch on h�s s�de never caressed h�m; h�s grandfather
somet�mes patted h�m on the head and gave h�m h�s hand to k�ss,
but he thought h�m and called h�m a l�ttle fool. After the death of
Malanya Sergyevna, h�s aunt f�nally got h�m under her control. Fedya
was afra�d of her: he was afra�d of her br�ght sharp eyes and her
harsh vo�ce; he dared not utter a sound �n her presence; often, when
he only moved a l�ttle �n h�s cha�r, she would h�ss out at once: “What
are you do�ng? s�t st�ll.” On Sundays, after mass, he was allowed to
play, that �s to say, he was g�ven a th�ck book, a myster�ous book, the
work of a certa�n Ma�mov�tch-Ambod�k, ent�tled “Symbols and
Emblems.” Th�s book was a medley of about a thousand mostly very
en�gmat�cal p�ctures, and as many en�gmat�cal �nterpretat�ons of
them �n f�ve languages. Cup�d—naked and very puffy �n the body—
played a lead�ng part �n these �llustrat�ons. In one of them, under the
head�ng, “Saffron and the Ra�nbow,” the �nterpretat�on appended
was: “Of th�s, the �nfluence �s vast;” oppos�te another, ent�tled “A
heron, fly�ng w�th a v�olet �n h�s beak,” stood the �nscr�pt�on: “To thee
they are all known.” “Cup�d and the bear l�ck�ng h�s fur” was
�nscr�bed, “L�ttle by l�ttle.” Fedya used to ponder over these p�ctures;
he knew them all to the m�nutest deta�ls; some of them, always the
same ones, used to set h�m dream�ng, and afforded h�m food for



med�tat�on; he knew no other amusements. When the t�me came to
teach h�m languages and mus�c, Glaf�ra Petrovna engaged, for next
to noth�ng, an old ma�d, a Swede, w�th eyes l�ke a hare’s, who spoke
French and German w�th m�stakes �n every alternate word, played
after a fash�on on the p�ano, and above all, salted cucumbers to a
perfect�on. In the soc�ety of th�s governess, h�s aunt, and the old
servant ma�d, Vass�lyevna, Fedya spent four whole years. Often he
would s�t �n the corner w�th h�s “Emblems”; he sat there endlessly;
there was a scent of geran�um �n the low p�tched room, the sol�tary
candle burnt d�m, the cr�cket ch�rped monotonously, as though �t
were weary, the l�ttle clock t�cked away hurr�edly on the wall, a
mouse scratched stealth�ly and gnawed at the wall-paper, and the
three old women, l�ke the Fates, sw�ftly and s�lently pl�ed the�r kn�tt�ng
needles, the shadows raced after the�r hands and qu�vered strangely
�n the half darkness, and strange, half dark �deas swarmed �n the
ch�ld’s bra�n. No one would have called Fedya an �nterest�ng ch�ld;
he was rather pale, but stout, clums�ly bu�lt and awkward—a
thorough peasant, as Glaf�ra Petrovna sa�d; the pallor would soon
have van�shed from h�s cheeks, �f he had been allowed oftener to be
�n the open a�r. He learnt fa�rly qu�ckly, though he was often lazy; he
never cr�ed, but at t�mes he was overtaken by a f�t of savage
obst�nacy; then no one could soften h�m. Fedya loved no one among
those around h�m.... Woe to the heart that has not loved �n youth!

Thus Ivan Petrov�tch found h�m, and w�thout loss of t�me he set to
work to apply h�s system to h�m.

“I want above all to make a man, un homme, of h�m,” he sa�d to
Glaf�ra Petrovna, “and not only a man, but a Spartan.” Ivan
Petrov�tch began carry�ng out h�s �ntent�ons by putt�ng h�s son �n a
Scotch k�lt; the twelve-year-old boy had to go about w�th bare knees
and a plume stuck �n h�s Scotch cap. The Swed�sh lady was
replaced by a young Sw�ss tutor, who was versed �n gymnast�cs to
perfect�on. Mus�c, as a pursu�t unworthy of a man, was d�scarded.
The natural sc�ences, �nternat�onal law, mathemat�cs, carpentry, after
Jean-Jacques Rousseau’s precept, and heraldry, to encourage
ch�valrous feel�ngs, were what the future “man” was to be occup�ed
w�th. He was waked at four o’clock �n the morn�ng, splashed at once
w�th cold water and set to runn�ng round a h�gh pole w�th a cord; he



had only one meal a day, cons�st�ng of a s�ngle d�sh; rode on
horseback; shot w�th a cross-bow; at every conven�ent opportun�ty
he was exerc�sed �n acqu�r�ng after h�s parent’s example f�rmness of
w�ll, and every even�ng he �nscr�bed �n a spec�al book an account of
the day and h�s �mpress�ons; and Ivan Petrov�tch on h�s s�de wrote
h�m �nstruct�ons �n French �n wh�ch he called h�m mon f�ls, and
addressed h�m as vous. In Russ�an Fedya called h�s father thou, but
d�d not dare to s�t down �n h�s presence. The “system” dazed the boy,
confused and cramped h�s �ntellect, but h�s health on the other hand
was benef�ted by the new manner of h�s l�fe; at f�rst he fell �nto a
fever but soon recovered and began to grow stout and strong. H�s
father was proud of h�m and called h�m �n h�s strange jargon “a ch�ld
of nature, my creat�on.” When Fedya had reached h�s s�xteenth year,
Ivan Petrov�tch thought �t h�s duty �n good t�me to �nst�l �nto h�m a
contempt for the female sex; and the young Spartan, w�th t�m�d�ty �n
h�s heart and the f�rst down on h�s l�p, full of sap and strength and
young blood, already tr�ed to seem �nd�fferent, cold, and rude.

Meanwh�le t�me was pass�ng. Ivan Petrov�tch spent the great part
of the year �n Lavr�ky (that was the name of the pr�nc�pal estate
�nher�ted from h�s ancestors). But �n the w�nter he used to go to
Moscow alone; there he stayed at a tavern, d�l�gently v�s�ted the club,
made speeches and developed h�s plans �n draw�ng-rooms, and �n
h�s behav�our was more than ever Angloman�ac, grumbl�ng and
pol�t�cal. But the year 1825 came and brought much sorrow. Int�mate
fr�ends and acqua�ntances of Ivan Petrov�tch underwent pa�nful
exper�ences. Ivan Petrov�tch made haste to w�thdraw �nto the country
and shut h�mself up �n h�s house. Another year passed by, and
suddenly Ivan Petrov�tch grew feeble, and a�l�ng; h�s health began to
break up. He, the free-th�nker, began to go to church and have
prayers put up for h�m; he, the European, began to s�t �n steam-
baths, to d�ne at two o’clock, to go to bed at n�ne, and to doze off to
the sound of the chatter of the old steward; he, the man of pol�t�cal
�deas, burnt all h�s schemes, all h�s correspondence, trembled before
the governor, and was uneasy at the s�gh of the pol�ce-capta�n; he,
the man of �ron w�ll, wh�mpered and compla�ned, when he had a
gumbo�l or when they gave h�m a plate of cold soup. Glaf�ra
Petrovna aga�n took control of everyth�ng �n the house; once more



the overseers, ba�l�ffs and s�mple peasants began to come to the
back sta�rs to speak to the “old w�tch,” as the servants called her.
The change �n Ivan Petrov�tch produced a powerful �mpress�on on
h�s son. He had now reached h�s n�neteenth year, and had begun to
reflect and to emanc�pate h�mself from the hand that pressed l�ke a
we�ght upon h�m. Even before th�s t�me he had observed a l�ttle
d�screpancy between h�s father’s words and deeds, between h�s
w�de l�beral theor�es and h�s harsh petty despot�sm; but he had not
expected such a complete breakdown. H�s conf�rmed ego�sm was
patent now �n everyth�ng. Young Lavretsky was gett�ng ready to go to
Moscow, to prepare for the un�vers�ty, when a new unexpected
calam�ty overtook Ivan Petrov�tch; he became bl�nd, and hopelessly
bl�nd, �n one day.

Hav�ng no conf�dence �n the sk�ll of Russ�an doctors, he began to
make efforts to obta�n perm�ss�on to go abroad. It was refused. Then
he took h�s son w�th h�m and for three whole years was wander�ng
about Russ�a, from one doctor to another, �ncessantly mov�ng from
one town to another, and dr�v�ng h�s phys�c�ans, h�s son, and h�s
servants to despa�r by h�s coward�ce and �mpat�ence. He returned to
Lavr�ky a perfect wreck, a tearful and capr�c�ous ch�ld. B�tter days
followed, every one had much to put up w�th from h�m. Ivan
Petrov�tch was only qu�et when he was d�n�ng; he had never been so
greedy and eaten so much; all the rest of the t�me he gave h�mself
and others no peace. He prayed, cursed h�s fate, abused h�mself,
abused pol�t�cs, h�s system, abused everyth�ng he had boasted of
and pr�ded h�mself upon, everyth�ng he had held up to h�s son as a
model; he declared that he bel�eved �n noth�ng and then began to
pray aga�n; he could not put up w�th one �nstant of sol�tude, and
expected h�s household to s�t by h�s cha�r cont�nually day and n�ght,
and enterta�n h�m w�th stor�es, wh�ch he constantly �nterrupted w�th
exclamat�ons, “You are for ever ly�ng,... a pack of nonsense!”

Glaf�ra Petrovna was spec�ally necessary to h�m; he absolutely
could not get on w�thout her—and to the end she always carr�ed out
every wh�m of the s�ck man, though somet�mes she could not br�ng
herself to answer at once for fear the sound of her vo�ce should
betray her �nward anger. Thus he l�ngered on for two years and d�ed
on the f�rst day of May, when he had been brought out on to the



balcony �nto the sun. “Glasha, Glashka! soup, soup, old foo——” h�s
halt�ng tongue muttered and before he had art�culated the last word,
�t was s�lent for ever. Glaf�ra Petrovna, who had only just taken the
cup of soup from the hands of the steward, stopped, looked at her
brother’s face, slowly made a large s�gn of the cross and turned
away �n s�lence; and h�s son, who happened to be there, also sa�d
noth�ng; he leaned on the ra�l�ng of the balcony and gazed a long
wh�le �nto the garden, all fragrant and green, and sh�n�ng �n the rays
of the golden sunsh�ne of spr�ng. He was twenty-three years old;
how terr�bly, how �mpercept�bly qu�ckly those twenty-three years had
passed by!... L�fe was open�ng before h�m.



Chapter XII

After bury�ng h�s father and �ntrust�ng to the unchanged Glaf�ra
Petrovna the management of h�s estate and super�ntendence of h�s
ba�l�ffs, young Lavretsky went to Moscow, wh�ther he felt drawn by a
vague but strong attract�on. He recogn�sed the defects of h�s
educat�on, and formed the resolut�on, as far as poss�ble, to rega�n
lost ground. In the last f�ve years he had read much and seen
someth�ng; he had many stray �deas �n h�s head; any professor m�ght
have env�ed some of h�s acqu�rements, but at the same t�me he d�d
not know much that every schoolboy would have learnt long ago.
Lavretsky was aware of h�s l�m�tat�ons; he was secretly consc�ous of
be�ng eccentr�c. The Angloman�ac had done h�s son an �ll turn; h�s
wh�ms�cal educat�on had produced �ts fru�ts. For long years he had
subm�tted unquest�on�ngly to h�s father; when at last he began to see
through h�m, the ev�l was already done, h�s hab�ts were deeply-
rooted. He could not get on w�th people; at twenty-three years old,
w�th an unquenchable th�rst for love �n h�s shy heart, he had never
yet dared to look one woman �n the face. W�th h�s �ntellect, clear and
sound, but somewhat heavy, w�th h�s tendenc�es to obst�nacy,
contemplat�on, and �ndolence he ought from h�s earl�est years to
have been thrown �nto the stream of l�fe, and he had been kept
�nstead �n art�f�c�al seclus�on. And now the mag�c c�rcle was broken,
but he cont�nued to rema�n w�th�n �t, pr�soned and pent up w�th�n
h�mself. It was r�d�culous at h�s age to put on a student’s dress, but
he was not afra�d of r�d�cule; h�s Spartan educat�on had at least the
good effect of develop�ng �n h�m a contempt for the op�n�on of others,
and he put on, w�thout embarrassment, the academ�cal un�form. He
entered the sect�on of phys�cs and mathemat�cs. Robust, rosy-
cheeked, bearded, and tac�turn, he produced a strange �mpress�on
on h�s compan�ons; they d�d not suspect that th�s austere man, who



came so punctually to the lectures �n a w�de v�llage sledge w�th a pa�r
of horses, was �nwardly almost a ch�ld. He appeared to them to be a
queer k�nd of pedant; they d�d not care for h�m, and made no
overtures to h�m, and he avo�ded them. Dur�ng the f�rst two years he
spent �n the un�vers�ty, he only made acqua�ntance w�th one student,
from whom he took lessons �n Lat�n. Th�s student M�halev�tch by
name, an enthus�ast and a poet, who loved Lavretsky s�ncerely, by
chance became the means of br�ng�ng about an �mportant change �n
h�s dest�ny.

One day at the theatre—Motchalov was then at the he�ght of h�s
fame and Lavretsky d�d not m�ss a s�ngle performance—he saw �n a
box �n the front t�er a young g�rl, and though no woman ever came
near h�s gr�m f�gure w�thout sett�ng h�s heart beat�ng, �t had never
beaten so v�olently before. The young g�rl sat mot�onless, lean�ng
w�th her elbows on the velvet of the box; the l�ght of youth and l�fe
played �n every feature of her dark, oval, lovely face; subtle
�ntell�gence was expressed �n the splend�d eyes wh�ch gazed softly
and attent�vely from under her f�ne brows, �n the sw�ft sm�le on her
express�ve l�ps, �n the very pose of her head, her hands, her neck.
She was exqu�s�tely dressed. Bes�de her sat a yellow and wr�nkled
woman of forty-f�ve, w�th a low neck, �n a black headdress, w�th a
toothless sm�le on her �ntently-preoccup�ed and empty face, and �n
the �nner recesses of the box was v�s�ble an elderly man �n a w�de
frock-coat and h�gh cravat, w�th an express�on of dull d�gn�ty and a
k�nd of �ngrat�at�ng d�strustfulness �n h�s l�ttle eyes, w�th dyed
moustache and wh�skers, a large mean�ngless forehead and
wr�nkled cheeks, by every s�gn a ret�red general. Lavretsky d�d not
take h�s eyes off the g�rl who had made such an �mpress�on on h�m;
suddenly the door of the box opened and M�halev�tch went �n. The
appearance of th�s man, almost h�s one acqua�ntance �n Moscow, �n
the soc�ety of the one g�rl who was absorb�ng h�s whole attent�on,
struck h�m as cur�ous and s�gn�f�cant. Cont�nu�ng to gaze �nto the
box, he observed that all the persons �n �t treated M�halev�tch as an
old fr�end. The performance on the stage ceased to �nterest
Lavretsky, even Motchalov, though he was that even�ng �n h�s “best
form,” d�d not produce the usual �mpress�on on h�m. At one very
pathet�c part, Lavretsky �nvoluntar�ly looked at h�s beauty: she was



bend�ng forward, her cheeks glow�ng under the �nfluence of h�s
pers�stent gaze, her eyes, wh�ch were f�xed on the stage, slowly
turned and rested on h�m. All n�ght he was haunted by those eyes.
The sk�llfully constructed barr�ers were broken down at last; he was
�n a sh�ver and a fever, and the next day he went to M�halev�tch.
From h�m he learnt that the name of the beauty was Varvara
Pavlovna Koroby�n; that the old people s�tt�ng w�th her �n the box
were her father and mother; and that he, M�halev�tch, had become
acqua�nted w�th them a year before, wh�le he was stay�ng at Count
N.’s, �n the pos�t�on of a tutor, near Moscow. The enthus�ast spoke �n
rapturous pra�se of Varvara Pavlovna. “My dear fellow,” he excla�med
w�th the �mpetuous r�ng �n h�s vo�ce pecul�ar to h�m, “that g�rl �s a
marvelous creature, a gen�us, an art�st �n the true sense of the word,
and she �s very good too.” Not�c�ng from Lavretsky’s �nqu�r�es the
�mpress�on Varvara Pavlovna had made on h�m, he h�mself proposed
to �ntroduce h�m to her, add�ng that he was l�ke one of the fam�ly w�th
them; that the general was not at all proud, and the mother was so
stup�d she could not say “Bo” to a goose. Lavretsky blushed,
muttered someth�ng un�ntell�g�ble, and ran away. For f�ve whole days
he was struggl�ng w�th h�s t�m�d�ty; on the s�xth day the young
Spartan got �nto a new un�form and placed h�mself at M�halev�tch’s
d�sposal. The latter be�ng h�s own valet, conf�ned h�mself to comb�ng
h�s ha�r—and both betook themselves to the Koroby�ns.



Chapter XIII

Varvara Pavlovna’s father, Pavel Petrov�tch Koroby�n, a ret�red
general-major, had spent h�s whole t�me on duty �n Petersburg. He
had had the reputat�on �n h�s youth of a good dancer and dr�ller.
Through poverty, he had served as adjutant to two or three generals
of no d�st�nct�on, and had marr�ed the daughter of one of them w�th a
dowry of twenty-f�ve thousand roubles. He mastered all the sc�ence
of m�l�tary d�sc�pl�ne and manoeuvres to the m�nutest n�cet�es, he
went on �n harness, t�ll at last, after twenty-f�ve years’ serv�ce, he
rece�ved the rank of a general and the command of a reg�ment. Then
he m�ght have relaxed h�s efforts and have qu�etly secured h�s
pecun�ary pos�t�on. Indeed th�s was what he reckoned upon do�ng,
but he managed th�ngs a l�ttle �ncaut�ously. He dev�sed a new
method of speculat�ng w�th publ�c funds—the method seemed an
excellent one �n �tself—but he neglected to br�be �n the r�ght place,
and was consequently �nformed aga�nst, and a more than
unpleasant, a d�sgraceful scandal followed. The general got out of
the affa�r somehow, but h�s career was ru�ned; he was adv�sed to
ret�re from act�ve duty. For two years he l�ngered on �n Petersburg,
hop�ng to drop �nto some snug berth �n the c�v�l serv�ce, but no such
snug berth came �n h�s way. H�s daughter had left school, h�s
expenses were �ncreas�ng every day. Res�gn�ng h�mself to h�s fate,
he dec�ded to remove to Moscow for the sake of the greater
cheapness of l�v�ng, and took a t�ny low-p�tched house �n the Old
Stables Road, w�th a coat of arms seven feet long on the roof, and
there began the l�fe of a ret�red general at Moscow on an �ncome of
2750 roubles a year. Moscow �s a hosp�table c�ty, ready to welcome
all stray comers, generals by preference. Pavel Petrov�tch’s heavy
f�gure, wh�ch was not qu�te devo�d of mart�al d�gn�ty, however, soon
began to be seen �n the best draw�ng-rooms �n Moscow. H�s bald



head w�th �ts tufts of dyed ha�r, and the so�led r�bbon of the Order of
St. Anne wh�ch he wore over a cravat of the colour of a raven’s w�ng,
began to be fam�l�ar to all the pale and l�stless young men who hang
morosely about the card-tables wh�le danc�ng �s go�ng on. Pavel
Petrov�tch knew how to ga�n a foot�ng �n soc�ety; he spoke l�ttle, but
from old hab�t, condescend�ngly—though, of course, not when he
was talk�ng to persons of a h�gher rank than h�s own. He played
cards carefully; ate moderately at home, but consumed enough for
s�x at part�es. Of h�s w�fe there �s scarcely anyth�ng to be sa�d. Her
name was Kall�opa Karlovna. There was always a tear �n her left
eye, on the strength of wh�ch Kall�opa Karlovna (she was, one must
add, of German extract�on) cons�dered herself a woman of great
sens�b�l�ty. She was always �n a state of nervous ag�tat�on, seemed
as though she were �ll-nour�shed, and wore a t�ght velvet dress, a
cap, and tarn�shed hollow bracelets. The only daughter of Pavel
Petrov�tch and Kall�opa Karlovna, Varvara Pavlovna, was only just
seventeen when she left the board�ng-school, �n wh�ch she had been
reckoned, �f not the prett�est, at least the cleverest pup�l and the best
mus�c�an, and where she had taken a decorat�on. She was not yet
n�neteen, when Lavretsky saw her for the f�rst t�me.



Chapter XIV

The young Spartan’s legs shook under h�m when M�halev�tch
conducted h�m �nto the rather shabb�ly furn�shed draw�ng-room of the
Koroby�ns, and presented h�m to them. But h�s overwhelm�ng feel�ng
of t�m�d�ty soon d�sappeared. In the general the good-nature �nnate �n
all Russ�ans was �ntens�f�ed by that spec�al k�nd of gen�al�ty wh�ch �s
pecul�ar to all people who have done someth�ng d�sgraceful; the
general’s lady was as �t were overlooked by every one; and as for
Varvara Pavlovna, she was so self-possessed and eas�ly cord�al that
every one at once felt at home �n her presence; bes�des, about all
her fasc�nat�ng person, her sm�l�ng eyes, her faultlessly slop�ng
shoulders and rosy-t�nged wh�te hands, her l�ght and yet langu�d
movements, the very sound of her vo�ce, slow and sweet, there was
an �mpalpable, subtle charm, l�ke a fa�nt perfume, voluptuous, tender,
soft, though st�ll modest, someth�ng wh�ch �s hard to translate �nto
words, but wh�ch moved and k�ndled—and t�m�d�ty was not the
fee�ng �t k�ndled. Lavretsky turned the conversat�on on the theater,
on the performance of the prev�ous day; she at once began herself
to d�scuss Motchalov, and d�d not conf�ne herself to s�ghs and
�nterject�ons only, but uttered a few true observat�ons full of fem�n�ne
�ns�ght �n regard to h�s act�ng. M�halev�tch spoke about mus�c; she
sat down w�thout ceremony to the p�ano, and very correctly played
some of Chop�n’s mazurkas, wh�ch were then just com�ng �nto
fash�on. D�nner-t�me came; Lavretsky would have gone away, but
they made h�m stay: at d�nner the general regaled h�m w�th excellent
Laf�tte, wh�ch the general’s lackey hurr�ed off �n a street-sledge to
Dupre’s to fetch. Late �n the even�ng Lavretsky returned home; for a
long wh�le he sat w�thout undress�ng, cover�ng h�s eyes w�th h�s
hands �n the stupefact�on of enchantment. It seemed to h�m that now
for the f�rst t�me he understood what made l�fe worth l�v�ng; all h�s



prev�ous assumpt�ons, all h�s plans, all that rubb�sh and nonsense
had van�shed �nto noth�ng at once; all h�s soul was absorbed �n one
feel�ng, �n one des�re—�n the des�re of happ�ness, of possess�on, of
love, the sweet love of a woman. From that day he began to go often
to the Koroby�ns. S�x months later he spoke to Varvara Pavlovna,
and offered her h�s hand. H�s offer was accepted; the general had
long before, almost on the eve of Lavretsky’s f�rst v�s�t, �nqu�red of
M�halev�tch how many serfs Lavretsky owned; and �ndeed Varvara
Pavlovna, who through the whole t�me of the young man’s courtsh�p,
and even at the very moment of h�s declarat�on, had preserved her
customary composure and clearness of m�nd—Varvara Pavlovna too
was very well aware that her su�tor was a wealthy man; and Kall�opa
Karlovna thought “me�ne Tochter macht e�ne schöne Part�e,” and
bought herself a new cap.



Chapter XV

And so h�s offer was accepted, but on certa�n cond�t�ons. In the
f�rst place, Lavretsky was at once to leave the un�vers�ty; who would
be marr�ed to a student, and what a strange �dea too—how could a
landowner, a r�ch man, at twenty-s�x, take lessons and be at school?
Secondly, Varvara Pavlovna took upon herself the labour of order�ng
and purchas�ng her trousseau and even choos�ng her present from
the br�degroom. She had much pract�cal sense, a great deal of taste,
and a very great love of comfort, together w�th a great faculty for
obta�n�ng �t for herself. Lavretsky was espec�ally struck by th�s faculty
when, �mmed�ately after the�r wedd�ng, he traveled alone w�th h�s
w�fe �n the comfortable carr�age, bought by her, to Lavr�ky. How
carefully everyth�ng w�th wh�ch he was surrounded had been thought
of, dev�sed and prov�ded beforehand by Varvara Pavlovna! What
charm�ng kn�ck-knacks appeared from var�ous snug corners, what
fasc�nat�ng to�let-cases and coffee-pots, and how del�ghtfully Varvara
Pavlovna herself made the coffee �n the morn�ng! Lavretsky,
however, was not at that t�me d�sposed to be observant; he was
bl�ssful, drunk w�th happ�ness; he gave h�mself up to �t l�ke a ch�ld.
Indeed he was as �nnocent as a ch�ld, th�s young Hercules. Not �n
va�n was the whole personal�ty of h�s young w�fe breath�ng w�th
fasc�nat�on; not �n va�n was her prom�se to the senses of a
myster�ous luxury of untold bl�ss; her fulf�llment was r�cher than her
prom�se. When she reached Lavr�ky �n the very he�ght of the
summer, she found the house dark and d�rty, the servants absurd
and old-fash�oned, but she d�d not th�nk �t necessary even to h�nt at
th�s to her husband. If she had proposed to establ�sh herself at
Lavr�ky, she would have changed everyth�ng �n �t, beg�nn�ng of
course w�th the house; but the �dea of stay�ng �n that out-of-the-way
corner of the steppes never entered her head for an �nstant; she



l�ved as �n a tent, good-temperedly putt�ng up w�th all �ts
�nconven�ences, and �ndulgently mak�ng merry over them. Marfa
T�mofyevna came to pay a v�s�t to her former charge; Varvara
Pavlovna l�ked her very much, but she d�d not l�ke Varvara Pavlovna.
The new m�stress d�d not get on w�th Glaf�ra Petrovna e�ther; she
would have left her �n peace, but old Koroby�n wanted to have a
hand �n the management of h�s son-�n-law’s affa�rs; to super�ntend
the property of such a near relat�ve, he sa�d, was not beneath the
d�gn�ty of even a general. One must add that Pavel Petrov�tch would
not have been above manag�ng the property even of a total stranger.
Varvara Pavlovna conducted her attack very sk�llfully, w�thout tak�ng
any step �n advance, apparently completely absorbed �n the bl�ss of
the honeymoon, �n the peaceful l�fe of the country, �n mus�c and
read�ng, she gradually worked Glaf�ra up to such a po�nt that she
rushed one morn�ng, l�ke one possessed, �nto Lavretsky’s study, and
throw�ng a bunch of keys on the table, she declared that she was not
equal to undertak�ng the management any longer, and d�d not want
to stop �n the place. Lavretsky, hav�ng been su�tably prepared
beforehand, at once agreed to her departure. Th�s Glaf�ra Petrovna
had not ant�c�pated. “Very well,” she sa�d, and her face darkened, “I
see that I am not wanted here! I know who �s dr�v�ng me out of the
home of my fathers. Only you mark my words, nephew; you w�ll
never make a home anywhere, you w�ll come to be a wanderer for
ever. That �s my last word to you.” The same day she went away to
her own l�ttle property, and �n a week General Koroby�n was there,
and w�th a pleasant melancholy �n h�s looks and movements he took
the super�ntendence of the whole property �nto h�s hands.

In the month of September, Varvara Pavlovna carr�ed her husband
off to Petersburg. She passed two w�nters �n Petersburg (for the
summer she went to stay at Tsarskoe Selo), �n a splend�d, l�ght,
art�st�cally-furn�shed flat; they made many acqua�ntances among the
m�ddle and even h�gher ranks of soc�ety; went out and enterta�ned a
great deal, and gave the most charm�ng dances and mus�cal
even�ngs. Varvara Pavlovna attracted guests as a f�re attracts moths.
Fedor Ivan�tch d�d not altogether l�ke such a fr�volous l�fe. H�s w�fe
adv�sed h�m to take some off�ce under government; but from old
assoc�at�on w�th h�s father, and also through h�s own �deas, he was



unw�ll�ng to enter government serv�ce, st�ll he rema�ned �n
Petersburg for Varvara Pavlovna’s pleasure. He soon d�scovered,
however, that no one h�ndered h�m from be�ng alone; that �t was not
for noth�ng that he had the qu�etest and most comfortable study �n all
Petersburg; that h�s tender w�fe was even ready to a�d h�m to be
alone; and from that t�me forth all went well. He aga�n appl�ed h�mself
to h�s own, as he cons�dered, unf�n�shed educat�on; he began aga�n
to read, and even began to learn Engl�sh. It was a strange s�ght to
see h�s powerful, broad-shouldered f�gure for ever bent over h�s
wr�t�ng table, h�s full-bearded ruddy face half bur�ed �n the pages of a
d�ct�onary or note-book. Every morn�ng he set to work, then had a
cap�tal d�nner (Varvara Pavlovna was unr�valed as a housekeeper),
and �n the even�ngs he entered an enchanted world of l�ght and
perfume, peopled by gay young faces, and the centre of th�s world
was also the careful housekeeper, h�s w�fe. She rejo�ced h�s heart by
the b�rth of a son, but the poor ch�ld d�d not l�ve long; �t d�ed �n the
spr�ng, and �n the summer, by the adv�ce of the doctors, Lavretsky
took h�s w�fe abroad to a water�ng-place. D�stract�on was essent�al
for her after such a trouble, and her health, too, requ�red a warm
cl�mate. The summer and autumn they spent �n Germany and
Sw�tzerland, and for the w�nter, as one would naturally expect, they
went to Par�s. In Par�s, Varvara Pavlovna bloomed l�ke a rose, and
was able to make herself a l�ttle nest as qu�ckly and cleverly as �n
Petersburg. She found very pretty apartments �n one of the qu�et but
fash�onable streets �n Par�s; she embro�dered her husband such a
dress�ng-gown as he had never worn before; engaged a coquett�sh
wa�t�ng ma�d, an excellent cook, and a smart footman, procured a
fasc�nat�ng carr�age, and an exqu�s�te p�ano. Before a week had
passed, she crossed the street, wore her shawl, opened her parasol,
and put on her gloves �n a manner equal to the most true-born
Par�s�an. And she soon drew round herself acqua�ntances. At f�rst,
only Russ�ans v�s�ted her, afterwards Frenchmen too, very
agreeable, pol�te, and unmarr�ed, w�th excellent manners and well-
sound�ng names; they all talked a great deal and very fast, bowed
eas�ly, gr�maced agreeably; the�r wh�te teeth flashed under the�r rosy
l�ps—and how they could sm�le! All of them brought the�r fr�ends, and
la belle Madame de Lavretsky was soon known from Chausée



d’Ant�n to Rue de L�lle. In those days—�t was �n 1836—there had not
yet ar�sen the tr�be of journal�sts and reporters who now swarm on all
s�des l�ke ants �n an ant-h�ll; but even then there was seen �n Varvara
Pavlovna’s salon a certa�n M. Jules, a gentleman of
unprepossess�ng exter�or, w�th a scandalous reputat�on, �nsolent and
mean, l�ke all duel�sts and men who have been beaten. Varvara
Pavlovna felt a great avers�on to th�s M. Jules, but she rece�ved h�m
because he wrote for var�ous journals, and was �ncessantly
ment�on�ng her, call�ng her at one t�me Madame de L——-tsk�, at
another Madame de ——-, cette grande dame russe s� d�st�nguée,
qu� demeure rue de P——- and tell�ng all the world, that �s, some
hundreds of readers who had noth�ng to do w�th Madame de L——-
tsk�, how charm�ng and del�ghtful th�s lady was; a true Frenchwoman
�n �ntell�gence (une vra�e frança�se par l’espr�t)—Frenchmen have no
h�gher pra�se than th�s—what an extraord�nary mus�c�an she was,
and how marvelously she waltzed (Varvara Pavlovna d�d �n fact waltz
so that she drew all her hearts to the hem of her l�ght fly�ng sk�rts)—
�n a word, he spread her fame through the world, and, whatever one
may say, that �s pleasant. Mademo�selle Mars had already left the
stage, and Mademo�selle Rachel had not yet made her appearance;
nevertheless, Varvara Pavlovna was ass�duous �n v�s�t�ng the
theatres. She went �nto raptures over Ital�an mus�c, yawned
decorously at the Coméd�e França�se, and wept at the act�ng of
Madame Dorval �n some ultra romant�c melodrama; and a great th�ng
—L�szt played tw�ce �n her salon, and was so k�nd, so s�mple—�t was
charm�ng! In such agreeable sensat�ons was spent the w�nter, at the
end of wh�ch Varvara Pavlovna was even presented at court. Fedor
Ivan�tch, for h�s part, was not bored, though h�s l�fe, at t�mes,
we�ghed rather heav�ly on h�m—because �t was empty. He read the
papers, l�stened to the lectures at the Sorbonne and the College de
France, followed the debates �n the Chambers, and set to work on a
translat�on of a well-known sc�ent�f�c treat�se on �rr�gat�on. “I am not
wast�ng my t�me,” he thought, “�t �s all of use; but next w�nter I must,
w�thout fa�l, return to Russ�a and set to work.” It �s d�ff�cult to say
whether he had any clear �dea of prec�sely what th�s work would
cons�st of; and there �s no tell�ng whether he would have succeeded



�n go�ng to Russ�a �n the w�nter; �n the meant�me, he was go�ng w�th
h�s w�fe to Baden.. An unexpected �nc�dent broke up all h�s plans.



Chapter XVI

Happen�ng to go one day �n Varvara Pavlovna’s absence �nto her
boudo�r, Lavretsky saw on the floor a carefully folded l�ttle paper. He
mechan�cally p�cked �t up, unfolded �t, and read the follow�ng note,
wr�tten �n French:

“Sweet angel Betsy (I never can make up my m�nd to call you
Barbe or Varvara), I wa�ted �n va�n for you at the corner of the
boulevard; come to our l�ttle room at half-past one to-morrow. Your
stout good-natured husband (ton gros bonhomme de mar�) �s usually
bur�ed �n h�s books at that t�me; we w�ll s�ng once more the song of
your poet Pousk�ne (de votre poète Pousk�ne) that you taught me:
‘Old husband, cruel husband!’ A thousand k�sses on your l�ttle hands
and feet. I awa�t you.

“Ernest.”
Lavretsky d�d not at once understand what he had read; he read �t

a second t�me, and h�s head began to sw�m, the ground began to
sway under h�s feet l�ke the deck of a sh�p �n a roll�ng sea. He began
to cry out and gasp and weep all at the same �nstant.

He was utterly overwhelmed. He had so bl�ndly bel�eved �n h�s
w�fe; the poss�b�l�ty of decept�on, of treason, had never presented
�tself to h�s m�nd. Th�s Ernest, h�s w�fe’s lover, was a fa�r-ha�red pretty
boy of three-and-twenty, w�th a l�ttle turned-up nose and ref�ned l�ttle
moustaches, almost the most �ns�gn�f�cant of all her acqua�ntances.
A few m�nutes passed, half an hour passed, Lavretsky st�ll stood,
crush�ng the fatal note �n h�s hands, and gaz�ng senselessly at the
floor; across a k�nd of tempest of darkness pale shapes hovered
about h�m; h�s heart was numb w�th angu�sh; he seemed to be
fall�ng, fall�ng—and a bottomless abyss was open�ng at h�s feet. A
fam�l�ar l�ght rustle of a s�lk dress roused h�m from h�s numbness;



Varvara Pavlovna �n her hat and shawl was return�ng �n haste from
her walk. Lavretsky trembled all over and rushed away; he felt that at
that �nstant he was capable of tear�ng her to p�eces, beat�ng her to
death, as a peasant m�ght do, strangl�ng her w�th h�s own hands.
Varvara Pavlovna �n amazement tr�ed to stop h�m; he could only
wh�sper, “Betsy,”—and ran out of the house.

Lavretsky took a cab and ordered the man to dr�ve h�m out of
town. All the rest of the day and the whole n�ght he wandered about,
constantly stopp�ng short and wr�ng�ng h�s hands, at one moment he
was mad, and the next he was ready to laugh, was even merry after
a fash�on. By the morn�ng he grew calm through exhaust�on, and
went �nto a wretched tavern �n the outsk�rts, asked for a room and
sat down on a cha�r before the w�ndow. He was overtaken by a f�t of
convuls�ve yawn�ng. He could scarcely stand upr�ght, h�s whole body
was worn out, and he d�d not even feel fat�gue, though fat�gue began
to do �ts work; he sat and gazed and comprehended noth�ng; he d�d
not understand what had happened to h�m, why he found h�mself
alone, w�th h�s l�mbs st�ff, w�th a taste of b�tterness �n h�s mouth, w�th
a load on h�s heart, �n an empty unfam�l�ar room; he d�d not
understand what had �mpelled her, h�s Varya, to g�ve herself to th�s
Frenchman, and how, know�ng herself unfa�thful, she could go on
be�ng just as calm, just as affect�onate, as conf�dent�al w�th h�m as
before! “I cannot understand �t!” h�s parched l�ps wh�spered. “Who
can guarantee now that even �n Petersburg”... And he d�d not f�n�sh
the quest�on, and yawned aga�n, sh�ver�ng and shak�ng all over.
Memor�es—br�ght and gloomy—fretted h�m al�ke; suddenly �t crossed
h�s m�nd how some days before she had sat down to the p�ano and
sung before h�m and Ernest the song, “Old husband, cruel husband!”
He recalled the express�on of her face, the strange l�ght �n her eyes,
and the colour on her cheeks—and he got up from h�s seat, he
would have l�ked to go to them, to tell them: “You were wrong to play
your tr�cks on me; my great-grandfather used to hang the peasants
up by the�r r�bs, and my grandfather was h�mself a peasant,” and to
k�ll them both. Then all at once �t seemed to h�m as �f all that was
happen�ng was a dream, scarcely even a dream, but some k�nd of
fool�sh joke; that he need only shake h�mself and look round... He
looked round, and l�ke a hawk clutch�ng �ts captured prey, angu�sh



gnawed deeper and deeper �nto h�s heart. To complete �t all
Lavretsky had been hop�ng �n a few months to be a father.... The
past, the future, h�s whole l�fe was po�soned. He went back at last to
Par�s, stopped at an hotel and sent M. Ernest’s note to Varvara
Pavlovna w�th the follow�ng letter:—

“The enclosed scrap of paper w�ll expla�n everyth�ng to you. Let
me tell you by the way, that I was surpr�sed at you; you, who are
always so careful, to leave such valuable papers ly�ng about.” (Poor
Lavretsky had spent hours prepar�ng and gloat�ng over th�s phrase.)
“I cannot see you aga�n; I �mag�ne that you, too, would hardly des�re
an �nterv�ew w�th me. I am ass�gn�ng you 15,000 francs a year; I
cannot g�ve more. Send your address to the off�ce of the estate. Do
what you please; l�ve where you please. I w�sh you happ�ness. No
answer �s needed.”

Lavretsky wrote to h�s w�fe that he needed no answer... but he
wa�ted, he th�rsted for a reply, for an explanat�on of th�s �ncred�ble,
�nconce�vable th�ng. Varvara Pavlovna wrote h�m the same day a
long letter �n French. It put the f�n�sh�ng touch; h�s last doubts
van�shed,—and he began to feel ashamed that he had st�ll had any
doubt left. Varvara Pavlovna d�d not attempt to defend herself; her
only des�re was to see h�m, she besought h�m not to condemn her
�rrevocably. The letter was cold and constra�ned, though here and
there traces of tears were v�s�ble. Lavretsky sm�led b�tterly, and sent
word by the messenger that �t was all r�ght. Three days later he was
no longer �n Par�s; but he d�d not go to Russ�a, but to Italy. He d�d not
know h�mself why he f�xed upon Italy; he d�d not really care where he
went—so long as �t was not home. He sent �nstruct�ons to h�s
steward on the subject of h�s w�fe’s allowance, and at the same t�me
told h�m to take all control of h�s property out of General Koroby�n’s
hands at once, w�thout wa�t�ng for h�m to draw up an account, and to
make arrangements for h�s Excellency’s departure from Lavr�ky; he
could p�cture v�v�dly the confus�on, the va�n a�rs of self-�mportance of
the d�spossessed general, and �n the m�dst of all h�s sorrow, he felt a
k�nd of sp�teful sat�sfact�on. At the same t�me he asked Glaf�ra
Petrovna by letter to return to Lavr�ky, and drew up a deed
author�s�ng her to take possess�on; Glaf�ra Petrovna d�d not return to
Lavr�ky, and pr�nted �n the newspapers that the deed was cancelled,



wh�ch was perfectly unnecessary on her part. Lavretsky kept out of
s�ght �n a small Ital�an town, but for a long t�me he could not help
follow�ng h�s w�fe’s movements. From the newspapers he learned
that she had gone from Par�s to Baden as she had arranged; her
name soon appeared �n an art�cle wr�tten by the same M. Jules. In
th�s art�cle there was a k�nd of sympathet�c condolence apparent
under the hab�tual playfulness; there was a deep sense of d�sgust �n
the soul of Fedor Ivan�tch as he read th�s art�cle. Afterwards he
learned that a daughter had been born to h�m; two months later he
rece�ved a not�f�cat�on from h�s steward that Varvara Pavlovna had
asked for the f�rst quarter’s allowance. Then worse and worse
rumors began to reach h�m; at last, a trag�c-com�c story was reported
w�th acclamat�ons �n all the papers. H�s w�fe played an unenv�able
part �n �t. It was the f�n�sh�ng stroke; Varvara Pavlovna had become a
“notor�ety.”

Lavretsky ceased to follow her movements; but he could not
qu�ckly ga�n mastery over h�mself. Somet�mes he was overcome by
such a long�ng for h�s w�fe that he would have g�ven up everyth�ng,
he thought, even, perhaps... could have forg�ven her, only to hear
her caress�ng vo�ce aga�n, to feel aga�n her hand �n h�s. T�me,
however, d�d not pass �n va�n. He was not born to be a v�ct�m; h�s
healthy nature reasserted �ts r�ghts. Much became clear to h�m; even
the blow that had fallen on h�m no longer seemed to h�m to have
been qu�te unforeseen; he understood h�s w�fe,—we can only fully
understand those who are near to us, when we are separated from
them. He could take up h�s �nterests, could work aga�n, though w�th
noth�ng l�ke h�s former zeal; scept�c�sm, half-formed already by the
exper�ences of h�s l�fe, and by h�s educat�on, took complete
possess�on of h�s heart. He became �nd�fferent to everyth�ng. Four
years passed by, and he felt h�mself strong enough to return to h�s
country, to meet h�s own people. W�thout stopp�ng at Petersburg or
at Moscow he came to the town of O——-, where we parted from
h�m, and wh�ther we w�ll now ask the �ndulgent reader to return w�th
us.



Chapter XVII

The morn�ng after the day we have descr�bed, at ten o’clock,
Lavretsky was mount�ng the steps of the Kal�t�ns’ house. He was met
by L�sa com�ng out �n her hat and gloves.

“Where are you go�ng?” he asked her.
“To serv�ce. It �s Sunday.”
“Why do you go to church?”
L�sa looked at h�m �n s�lent amazement.
“I beg your pardon,” sa�d Lavretsky; “I—I d�d not mean to say that;

I have come to say good-bye to you, I am start�ng for my v�llage �n an
hour.”

“Is �t far from here?” asked L�sa.
“Twenty m�les.”
Lenotchka made her appearance �n the doorway, escorted by a

ma�d.
“M�nd you don’t forget us,” observed L�sa, and went down the

steps.
“And don’t you forget me. And l�sten,” he added, “you are go�ng to

church; wh�le you are there, pray for me, too.”
L�sa stopped short and turned round to h�m: “Certa�nly,” she sa�d,

look�ng h�m stra�ght �n the face, “I w�ll pray for you too. Come,
Lenotchka.”

In the draw�ng-room Lavretsky found Marya Dm�tr�evna alone. She
was redolent of eau de Cologne and m�nt. She had, as she sa�d, a
headache, and had passed a restless n�ght. She rece�ved h�m w�th
her usual langu�d grac�ousness and gradually fell �nto conversat�on.



“Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch �s really a del�ghtful young man, don’t you
th�nk so?” she asked h�m.

“What Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch?”
“Pansh�n to be sure, who was here yesterday. He took a

tremendous fancy to you; I w�ll tell you a secret, mon cher cous�n, he
�s s�mply crazy about my L�sa. Well, he �s of good fam�ly, has a
cap�tal pos�t�on �n the serv�ce, and a clever fellow, a kammer-yunker,
and �f �t �s God’s w�ll, I for my part, as a mother, shall be well pleased.
My respons�b�l�ty of course �s �mmense; the happ�ness of ch�ldren
depends, no doubt, on parts; st�ll I may say, up t�ll now, for better or
for worse I have done everyth�ng, I alone have been everywhere w�th
them, that �s to say, I have educated my ch�ldren and taught them
everyth�ng myself. Now, �ndeed, I have wr�tten for a French
governess from Madame Boluce.”

Marya Dm�tr�evna launched �nto a descr�pt�on of her cares and
anx�et�es and maternal sent�ments. Lavretsky l�stened �n s�lence,
turn�ng h�s hat �n h�s hands. H�s cold, weary glance embarrassed the
goss�p�ng lady.

“And do you l�ke L�sa?” she asked.
“L�saveta M�halovna �s an excellent g�rl,” repl�ed Lavretsky, and he

got up, took h�s leave, and went off to Marfa T�mofyevna. Marya
Dm�tr�evna looked after h�m �n h�gh d�spleasure, and thought, “What
a dolt, a regular peasant! Well, now I understand why h�s w�fe could
not rema�n fa�thful to h�m.”

Marfa T�mofyevna was s�tt�ng �n her room, surrounded by her l�ttle
court. It cons�sted of f�ve creatures almost equally near to her heart;
a b�g-cropped, learned bullf�nch, wh�ch she had taken a fancy to
because he had lost h�s accompl�shments of wh�stl�ng and draw�ng
water; a very t�m�d and peaceable l�ttle dog, Roska; an �ll-tempered
cat, Matross; a dark-faced, ag�le l�ttle g�rl n�ne years old, w�th b�g
eyes and a sharp nose, call Shurotchka; and an elderly woman of
f�fty-f�ve, �n a wh�te cap and a c�nnamon-coloured abbrev�ated jacket,
over a dark sk�rt, by name, Nastasya Karpovna Ogarkov. Shurotchka
was an orphan of the tradesman class. Marfa T�mofyevna had taken
her to her heart l�ke Roska, from compass�on; she had found the l�ttle
dog and the l�ttle g�rl too �n the street; both were th�n and hungry,



both were be�ng drenched by the autumn ra�n; no one came �n
search of Roska, and Shurotchka was g�ven up to Marfa T�mofyevna
w�th pos�t�ve eagerness by her uncle, a drunken shoemaker, who d�d
not get enough to eat h�mself, and d�d not feed h�s n�ece, but beat
her over the head w�th h�s last. W�th Nastasya Karpovna, Marfa
T�mofyevna had made acqua�ntance on a p�lgr�mage at a monastery;
she had gone up to her at the church (Marfa T�mofyevna took a
fancy to her because �n her own words she sa�d her prayers so
prett�ly) and had addressed her and �nv�ted her to a cup of tea. From
that day she never parted from her.

Nastasya Karpovna was a woman of the most cheerful and gentle
d�spos�t�on, a w�dow w�thout ch�ldren, of a poor noble fam�ly; she had
a round grey head, soft wh�te hands, a soft face w�th large m�ld
features, and a rather absurd turned-up nose; she stood �n awe of
Marfa T�mofyevna, and the latter was very fond of her, though she
laughed at her suscept�b�l�ty. She had a soft place �n her heart for
every young man, and could not help blush�ng l�ke a g�rl at the most
�nnocent joke. Her whole fortune cons�sted of only 1200 roubles; she
l�ved at Marfa T�mofyevna’s expense, but on an equal foot�ng w�th
her: Marfa T�mofyevna would not have put up w�th any serv�l�ty.

“Ah! Fedya,” she began, d�rectly she saw h�m, “last n�ght you d�d
not see my fam�ly, you must adm�re them, we are all here together
for tea; th�s �s our second, hol�day tea. You can make fr�ends w�th
them all; only Shurotchka won’t let you, and the cat w�ll scratch. Are
you start�ng to-day?”

“Yes.” Lavretsky sat down on a low seat, “I have just sa�d good-
bye to Marya Dm�tr�evna. I saw L�saveta M�halovna too.”

“Call her L�sa, my dear fellow. M�halovna �ndeed to you! But s�t
st�ll, or you w�ll break Shurotchka’s l�ttle cha�r.”

“She has gone to church,” cont�nued Lavretsky. “Is she rel�g�ous?”
“Yes, Fedya, very much so. More than you and I, Fedya.”
“Aren’t you rel�g�ous then?” l�sped Nastasya Karpovna. “To-day,

you have not been to the early serv�ce, but you are go�ng to the late.”
“No, not at all; you w�ll go alone; I have grown too lazy, my dear,”

rel�ed Marfa T�mofyevna. “Already I am �ndulg�ng myself w�th tea.”



She addressed Nastasya Karpovna �n the s�ngular, though she
treated her as an equal. She was not a Pestov for noth�ng: three
Pestovs had been on the death-l�st of Ivan the Terr�ble, Marfa
T�mofyevna was well aware of the fact.

“Tell me please,” began Lavretsky aga�n, “Marya Dm�tr�evna has
just been talk�ng to me about th�s—what’s h�s name? Pansh�n. What
sort of a man �s he?”

“What a chatterbox she �s, Lord save us!” muttered Marfa
T�mofyevna. “She told you, I suppose, as a secret that he has turned
up as a su�tor. She m�ght have wh�spered �t to her pr�est’s son; no,
he’s not good enough for her, �t seems. And so far there’s noth�ng to
tell, thank God, but already she’s goss�p�ng about �t.”

“Why thank God?” asked Lavretsky.
“Because I don’t l�ke the f�ne young gentleman; and so what �s

there to be glad of �n �t?”
“You don’t l�ke h�m?”
“No, he can’t fasc�nate every one. He must be sat�sf�ed w�th

Nastasya Karpovna’s be�ng �n love w�th h�m.”
The poor w�dow was utterly d�smayed.
“How can you, Marfa T�mofyevna? you’ve no consc�ence!” she

cr�ed, and a cr�mson flush �nstantly overspread her face and neck.
“And he knows, to be sure, the rogue,” Marfa T�mofyevna

�nterrupted her, “he knows how to capt�vate her; he made her a
present of a snuff-box. Fedya, ask her for a p�nch of snuff; you w�ll
see what a splend�d snuff-box �t �s; on the l�d a hussar on horseback.
You’d better not try to defend yourself, my dear.”

Nastasya Karpovna could only fl�ng up her hands.
“Well, but L�sa,” �nqu�red Lavretsky, “�s she �nd�fferent to h�m?”
“She seems to l�ke h�m, but there, God knows! The heart of

another, you know, �s a dark forest, and a g�rl’s more than any.
Shurotchka’s heart, for �nstance—I defy you to understand �t! What
makes her h�de herself and not come out ever s�nce you came �n?”

Shurotchka choked w�th suppressed laughter and sk�pped out of
the room. Lavretsky rose from h�s place.



“Yes,” he sa�d �n an uncerta�n vo�ce, “there �s no dec�pher�ng a
g�rl’s heart.”

He began to say good-bye.
“Well, shall we see you aga�n soon?” �nqu�red Marfa T�mofyevna.
“Very l�kely, aunt: �t’s not far off, you know.”
“Yes, to be sure you are go�ng to Vass�lyevskoe. You don’t care to

stay at Lavr�ky: well, that’s your own affa�r, only m�nd you go and say
a prayer at our mother’s grave, and our grandmother’s too wh�le you
are there. Out there �n fore�gn parts you have p�cked up all k�nds of
�deas, but who knows? Perhaps even �n the�r graves they w�ll feel
that you have come to them. And, Fedya, don’t forget to have a
serv�ce sung too for Glaf�ra Petrovna; here’s a s�lver rouble for you.
Take �t, take �t, I want to pay for a serv�ce for her. I had no love for
her �n her l�fet�me, but all the same there’s no deny�ng she was a g�rl
of character. She was a clever creature; and a good fr�end to you.
And now go and God be w�th you, before I weary you.”

And Marfa T�mofyevna embraced her nephew.
“And L�sa’s not go�ng to marry Pansh�n; don’t you trouble yourself;

that’s not the sort of husband she deserves.”
“Oh, I’m not troubl�ng myself,” answered Lavretsky, and went

away.



Chapter XVIII

Four days later, he set off for home. H�s coach rolled qu�ckly along
the soft cross-road. There had been no ra�n for a fortn�ght; a f�ne m�lk
m�st was d�ffused �n the a�r and hung over the d�stant woods; a smell
of burn�ng came from �t. A mult�tude of dark�sh clouds w�th blurred
edges were creep�ng across the pale blue sky; a fa�rly strong breeze
blew a dry and steady gale, w�thout d�spell�ng the heat. Lean�ng back
w�th h�s head on the cush�on and h�s arms crossed on h�s breast,
Lavretsky watched the furrowed f�elds unfold�ng l�ke a fan before
h�m, the w�llow bushes as they slowly came �nto s�ght, and the dull
ravens and rooks, who looked s�delong w�th stup�d susp�c�on at the
approach�ng carr�age, the long d�tches, overgrown w�th mugwort,
wormwood, and mounta�n ash; and as he watched the fresh fert�le
w�lderness and sol�tude of th�s steppe country, the greenness, the
long slopes, and valleys w�th stunted oak bushes, the grey v�llages,
and scant b�rch trees,—the whole Russ�an landscape, so long
unseen by h�m, st�rred emot�on at once pleasant, sweet and almost
pa�nful �n h�s heart, and he felt we�ghed down by a k�nd of pleasant
oppress�on. Slowly h�s thoughts wandered; the�r outl�nes were as
vague and �nd�st�nct as the outl�nes of the clouds wh�ch seemed to
be wander�ng at random overhead. He remembered h�s ch�ldhood,
h�s mother; he remembered her death, how they had carr�ed h�m �n
to her, and how, clasp�ng h�s head to her bosom, she had begun to
wa�l over h�m, then had glanced at Glaf�ra Petrovna—and checked
herself. He remembered h�s father, at f�rst v�gorous, d�scontented
w�th everyth�ng, w�th str�dent vo�ce; and later, bl�nd, tearful, w�th
unkempt grey beard; he remembered how one day after dr�nk�ng a
glass too much at d�nner, and sp�ll�ng the gravy over h�s napk�n, he
began to relate h�s conquests, grow�ng red �n the face, and w�nk�ng
w�th h�s s�ghtless eyes; he remembered Varvara Pavlovna,—and



�nvoluntar�ly shuddered, as a man shudders from a sudden �nternal
pa�n, and shook h�s head. Then h�s thoughts came to a stop at L�sa.

“There,” he thought, “�s a new creature, only just enter�ng on l�fe. A
n�ce g�rl, what w�ll become of her? She �s good-look�ng too. A pale,
fresh face, mouth and eyes so ser�ous, and an honest �nnocent
express�on. It �s a p�ty she seems a l�ttle enthus�ast�c. A good f�gure,
and she moves so l�ghtly, and a soft vo�ce. I l�ke the way she stops
suddenly, l�stens attent�vely, w�thout a sm�le, then grows thoughtful
and shakes back her ha�r. I fancy, too, that Pansh�n �s not good
enough for her. What’s am�ss w�th h�m, though? And bes�des, what
bus�ness have I to wonder about �t? She w�ll go along the same road
as all the rest. I had better go to sleep.” And Lavretsky closed h�s
eyes.

He could not sleep, but he sank �nto the drowsy numbness of a
journey. Images of the past rose slowly as before, floated �n h�s soul,
m�xed and tangled up w�th other fanc�es. Lavretsky, for some
unknown reason, began to th�nk about Robert Peel,... about French
h�story—of how he would ga�n a battle, �f he were a general; he
fanc�ed the shots and the cr�es .... H�s head sl�pped on one s�de, he
opened h�s eyes. The same f�elds, the same steppe scenery; the
pol�shed shoes of the trace-horses flashed alternately through the
dr�v�ng dust; the coachman’s sh�rt, yellow w�th red gussets, was
puffed out by the w�nd.... “A n�ce home-com�ng!” glanced through
Lavretsky’s bra�n; and he cr�ed, “Get on!” wrapped h�mself �n h�s
cloak and pressed close �nto the cush�on. The carr�age jolted;
Lavretsky sat up and opened h�s eyes w�de. On the slope before h�m
stretched a small hamlet; a l�ttle to the r�ght could be seen an anc�ent
manor house of small s�ze, w�th closed shutters and a w�nd�ng fl�ght
of steps; nettles, green and th�ck as hemp, grew over the w�de
courtyard from the very gates; �n �t stood a storehouse bu�lt of oak,
st�ll strong. Th�s was Vass�lyevskoe.

The coachman drove to the gates and drew up; Lavretsky’s groom
stood up on the box and as though �n preparat�on for jump�ng down,
shouted, “Hey!” There was a sleepy, muffled sound of bark�ng, but
not even a dog made �ts appearance; the groom aga�n made ready
for a jump, and aga�n shouted “Hey!” The feeble bark�ng was



repeated, and an �nstant after a man from some unseen quarter ran
�nto the courtyard, dressed �n a nankeen coat, h�s head as wh�te as
snow; he stared at the coach, shad�ng h�s eyes from the sun; all at
once he slapped h�s th�ghs w�th both hands, ran to and fro a l�ttle,
then rushed to open the gates. The coach drove �nto the yard,
crush�ng the nettles w�th the wheels, and drew up at the steps. The
wh�te-headed man, who seemed very alert, was already stand�ng on
the bottom step, h�s legs bent and w�de apart, he unfastened the
apron of the carr�age, hold�ng back the strap w�th a jerk and a�d�ng
h�s master to al�ght; he k�ssed h�s hand.

“How do you do, how do you do, brother?” began Lavretsky. “Your
name’s Anton, I th�nk? You are st�ll al�ve, then?” The old man bowed
w�thout speak�ng, and ran off for the keys. Wh�le he went, the
coachman sat mot�onless, s�tt�ng s�deways and star�ng at the closed
door, but Lavretsky’s groom stood as he had leaped down �n a
p�cturesque pose w�th one arm thrown back on the box. The old man
brought the keys, and, qu�te needlessly, tw�st�ng about l�ke a snake,
w�th h�s elbows ra�sed h�gh, he opened the door, stood on one s�de,
and aga�n bowed to the earth.

“So here I am at home, here I am back aga�n,” thought Lavretsky,
as he walked �nto the d�m�nut�ve passage, wh�le one after another
the shutters were be�ng opened w�th much creak�ng and knock�ng,
and the l�ght of day poured �nto the deserted rooms.



Chapter XIX

The small manor-house to wh�ch Lavretsky had come and �n wh�ch
two years before Glaf�ra Petrovna had breathed her last, had been
bu�lt �n the preced�ng century of sol�d p�ne-wood; �t looked anc�ent,
but �t was st�ll strong enough to stand another f�fty years or more.
Lavretsky made the tour of all the rooms, and to the great
d�scomf�ture of the aged langu�d fl�es, settled under the l�ntels and
covered w�th wh�te dust, he ordered the w�ndows to be opened
everywhere; they had not been opened ever s�nce the death of
Glaf�ra Petrovna. Everyth�ng �n the house had rema�ned as �t was;
the th�n-legged wh�te m�n�ature couches �n the draw�ng-room,
covered w�th glossy grey stuff, threadbare and r�ckety, v�v�dly
suggested the days of Cather�ne; �n the draw�ng-room, too, stood the
m�stress’s favour�te arm-cha�r, w�th h�gh stra�ght back, aga�nst wh�ch
she never leaned even �n her old age. On the pr�nc�pal wall hung a
very old portra�t of Fedor’s great-grandfather, Andrey Lavretsky; the
dark yellow face was scarcely d�st�ngu�shable from the warped and
blackened background; the small cruel eyes looked gr�mly out from
beneath the eyel�ds, wh�ch dropped as �f they were swollen; h�s black
unpowdered ha�r rose br�stl�ng above h�s heavy �ndented brow. In the
corner of the portra�t hung a wreath of dusty �mmortelles. “Glaf�ra
Petrovna herself was pleased to make �t,” Anton announced. In the
bedroom stood a narrow bedstead, under a canopy of old-fash�oned
and very good str�ped mater�al; a heap of faded cush�ons and a th�n
qu�lted counterpane lay on the bed, and at the head hung a p�cture
of the Presentat�on �n the Temple of the Holy Mother of God; �t was
the very p�cture wh�ch the old ma�d, dy�ng alone and forgotten by
every one, had for the last t�me pressed to her ch�ll�ng l�ps. A l�ttle
to�let table of �nla�d wood, w�th brass f�tt�ngs and a warped look�ng-
glass �n a tarn�shed frame stood �n the w�ndow. Next to the bedroom



was the l�ttle �kon room w�th bare walls and a heavy case of holy
�mages �n the corner; on the floor lay a threadbare rug spotted w�th
wax; Glaf�ra Petrovna used to pray bow�ng to the ground upon �t.
Anton went away w�th Lavretsky’s groom to unlock the stable and
coach-house; to replace h�m appeared an old woman of about the
same age, w�th a handkerch�ef t�ed round to her very eyebrows; her
head shook, and her eyes were d�m, but they expressed zeal, the
hab�t of years of subm�ss�ve serv�ce, and at the same t�me a k�nd of
respectful comm�serat�on. She k�ssed Lavretsky’s hand and stood
st�ll �n the doorway awa�t�ng h�s orders. He pos�t�vely could not
recollect her name and d�d not even remember whether he had ever
seen her. Her name, �t appeared, was Apraxya; forty years before,
Glaf�ra Petrovna had put her out of the master’s house and ordered
that she should be a poultry woman. She sa�d l�ttle, however; she
seemed to have lost her senses from old age, and could only gaze at
h�m obsequ�ously. Bes�des these two old creatures and three pot-
bell�ed ch�ldren �n long smocks, Anton’s great-grandch�ldren, there
was also l�v�ng �n the manor-house a one-armed peasant, who was
exempted from serv�tude; he muttered l�ke a woodcock and was of
no use for anyth�ng. Not much more useful was the decrep�t dog who
had saluted Lavretsky’s return by �ts bark�ng; he had been for ten
years fastened up by a heavy cha�n, purchased at Glaf�ra Petrovna’s
command, and was scarcely able to move and drag the we�ght of �t.
Hav�ng looked over the house, Lavretsky went �nto the garden and
was very much pleased w�th �t. It was all overgrown w�th h�gh grass,
and burdock, and gooseberry and raspberry bushes, but there was
plenty of shade, and many old l�me-trees, wh�ch were remarkable for
the�r �mmense s�ze and the pecul�ar growth of the�r branches; they
had been planted too close and at some t�me or other—a hundred
years before—they had been lopped. At the end of the garden was a
small clear pool bordered w�th h�gh redd�sh rushes. The traces of
human l�fe very qu�ckly pass away; Glaf�ra Petrovna’s estate had not
had t�me to become qu�te w�ld, but already �t seemed plunged �n that
qu�et slumber �n wh�ch everyth�ng reposes on earth where there �s
not the �nfect�on of man’s restlessness. Fedor Ivan�tch walked also
through the v�llage; the peasant-women stared at h�m from the
doorways of the�r huts, the�r cheeks rest�ng on the�r hands; the



peasants saluted h�m from a d�stance, the ch�ldren ran out, and the
dogs barked �nd�fferently. At last he began to feel hungry; but he d�d
not expect h�s servants and h�s cook t�ll the even�ng; the waggons of
prov�s�ons from Lavr�ky had not come yet, and he had to have
recourse to Anton. Anton arranged matters at once; he caught,
k�lled, and plucked an old hen; Apraxya gave �t a long rubb�ng and
clean�ng, and washed �t l�ke l�nen before putt�ng �t �nto the stew-pan;
when, at last, �t was cooked Anton la�d the cloth and set the table,
plac�ng bes�de the kn�fe and fork a three-legged salt-cellar of
tarn�shed plate and a cut decanter w�th a round glass stopper and a
narrow neck; then he announced to Lavretsky �n a s�ng-song vo�ce
that the meal was ready, and took h�s stand beh�nd h�s cha�r, w�th a
napk�n tw�sted round h�s r�ght f�ghts, and d�ffus�ng about h�m a
pecul�ar strong anc�ent odour, l�ke the scent of a cypress-tree.
Lavretsky tr�ed the soup, and took out the hen; �ts sk�n was all
covered w�th large bl�sters; a tough tendon ran up each leg; the meat
had a flavour of wood and soda. When he had f�n�shed d�nner,
Lavretsky sa�d that he would dr�nk a cup of tea, �f—“I w�ll br�ng �t th�s
m�nute,” the old man �nterrupted. And he kept h�s word. A p�nch of
tea was hunted up, tw�sted �n a screw of red paper; a small but very
f�ery and loudly-h�ss�ng samovar was found, and sugar too �n small
lumps, wh�ch looked as �f they were thaw�ng. Lavretsky drank tea out
of a large cup; he remembered th�s cup from ch�ldhood; there were
play�ng-cards dep�cted upon �t, only v�s�tors used to dr�nk out of �t—
and here was he dr�nk�ng out �f l�ke a v�s�tor. In the even�ng h�s
servants came; Lavretsky d�d not care to sleep �n h�s aunt’s bed; he
d�rected them put h�m up a bed �n the d�n�ng-room. After
ext�ngu�sh�ng h�s candle he stared for a long t�me about h�m and fell
�nto cheerless reflect�on; he exper�enced that feel�ng wh�ch every
man knows whose lot �t �s to pass the n�ght �n a place long
un�nhab�ted; �t seemed to h�m that the darkness surround�ng h�m on
all s�des could not be accustomed to the new �nhab�tant, the very
walls of the house seemed amazed. At last he s�ghed, drew up the
counterpane round h�m and fell asleep. Anton rema�ned up after all
the rest of the household; he was wh�sper�ng a long wh�le w�th
Apraxya, he s�ghed �n an undertone, and tw�ce he crossed h�mself;
they had ne�ther of them expected that the�r master would settle



among them at Vass�lyevskoe when he had not far off such a
splend�d estate w�th such a cap�tally bu�lt house; they d�d not suspect
that the very house was hateful to Lavretsky; �t st�rred pa�nful
memor�es w�th�n h�m. Hav�ng goss�ped to h�s heart’s content, Anton
took a st�ck and struck the n�ght watchman’s board, wh�ch had hung
s�lent for so many years, and la�d down to sleep �n the courtyard w�th
no cover�ng on h�s wh�te head. The May n�ght was m�ld and soft, and
the old man slept sweetly.



Chapter XX

The next day Lavretsky got up rather early, had a talk w�th the
v�llage ba�l�ff, v�s�ted the thresh�ng-floor, ordered the cha�n to be
taken off the yard dog, who only barked a l�ttle but d�d not even come
out of h�s kennel, and return�ng home, sank �nto a k�nd of peaceful
torpor, wh�ch he d�d not shake off the whole day.

“Here I am at the very bottom of the r�ver,” he sa�d to h�mself more
than once. He sat at the w�ndow w�thout st�rr�ng, and, as �t were,
l�stened to the current of the qu�et l�fe surround�ng h�m, to the few
sounds of the country sol�tude. Someth�ng from beh�nd the nettles
ch�rps w�th a shr�ll, shr�ll l�ttle note; a gnat seems to answer �t. Now �t
has ceased, but st�ll the gnat keeps up �ts sharp wh�rr; across the
pleasant, pers�stent, fretful buzz of the fl�es sounds the hum of a b�g
bee, constantly knock�ng �ts head aga�nst the ce�l�ng; a cock crows �n
the street, hoarsely prolong�ng the last note; there �s the rattle of a
cart; �n the v�llage a gate �s creak�ng. Then the jarr�ng vo�ce of a
peasant woman, “What?” “Hey, you are my l�ttle sweetheart,” cr�es
Anton to the l�ttle two-year-old g�rl he �s dandl�ng �n h�s arms. “Fetch
the kvas,” repeats the same woman’s vo�ce, and all at once there
follows a deathly s�lence; noth�ng rattles, noth�ng �s mov�ng; the w�nd
�s not st�rr�ng a leaf; w�thout a sound the swallows fly one after
another over the earth, and sadness we�ghs on the heart from the�r
no�seless fl�ght. “Here I am at the very bottom of the r�ver,” thought
Lavretsky aga�n. “And always, at all t�mes l�fe here �s qu�et,
unhast�ng,” he thought; “whoever comes w�th�n �ts c�rcle must subm�t;
here there �s noth�ng to ag�tate, noth�ng to harass; one can only get
on here by mak�ng one’s way slowly, as the ploughman cuts the
furrow w�th h�s plough. And what v�gour, what health abound �n th�s
�nact�ve place! Here under the w�ndow the sturdy burdock creeps out



of the th�ck grass; above �t the lovage tra�ls �ts ju�cy stalks and the
V�rg�n’s tears fl�ng st�ll h�gher the�r p�nk tendr�ls; and yonder further �n
the f�elds �s the s�lky rye, and the oats are already �n ear, and every
leaf on every tree, every grass on �ts stalk �s spread to �ts fullest
w�dth. In the love of a woman my best years have gone by,”
Lavretsky went on th�nk�ng, “let me be sobered by the sameness of
l�fe here, let me be soothed and made ready, so that I may learn to
do my duty w�thout haste.” And aga�n he fell to l�sten�ng to the
s�lence, expect�ng noth�ng—and at the same t�me constantly
expect�ng someth�ng; the s�lence enfolded h�m on all s�des, the sun
moved calmly �n the peaceful blue sky, and the clouds sa�led calmly
across �t; they seemed to know why and wh�ther they were sa�l�ng. At
th�s same t�me �n other places on the earth there �s the seeth�ng, the
bustle, the clash of l�fe; l�fe here sl�pped by no�seless, as water over
marshy grass; and even t�ll even�ng Lavretsky could not tear h�mself
from the contemplat�on of th�s l�fe as �t passed and gl�ded by; sorrow
for the past was melt�ng �n h�s soul l�ke snow �n spr�ng, and strange
to say, never had the feel�ng of home been so deep and strong
w�th�n h�m.



Chapter XXI

In the course of a fortn�ght, Fedor Ivan�tch had brought Glaf�ra
Petrovna’s l�ttle house �nto order and had cleared the court-yard and
the garden. From Lavr�ky comfortable furn�ture was sent h�m; from
the town, w�ne, books, and papers; horses made the�r appearance �n
the stable; �n br�ef Fedor Ivan�tch prov�ded h�mself w�th everyth�ng
necessary and began to l�ve—not prec�sely after the manner of a
country landowner, nor prec�sely after the manner of a herm�t. H�s
days passed monotonously; but he was not bored though he saw no
one; he set d�l�gently and attent�vely to work at farm�ng h�s estate,
rode about the ne�ghbourhood and d�d some read�ng. He read l�ttle,
however; he found �t pleasanter to l�sten to the tales of old Anton.
Lavretsky usually sat at the w�ndow w�th a p�pe and a cup of cold
tea. Anton stood at the door, h�s hands crossed beh�nd h�m, and
began upon h�s slow, del�berate stor�es of old t�mes, of those
fabulous t�mes when oats and rye were not sold by measure, but �n
great sacks, at two or three farth�ngs a sack; when there were
�mpassable forests, v�rg�n steppes stretch�ng on every s�de, even
close to the town. “And now,” compla�ned the old man, whose
e�ght�eth year had passed, “there has been so much clear�ng, so
much plough�ng everywhere, there’s nowhere you may dr�ve now.”
Anton used to tell many stor�es, too, of h�s m�stress, Glaf�ra
Petrovna; how prudent and sav�ng she was; how a certa�n
gentleman, a young ne�ghbour, had pa�d her court, and used to r�de
over to see her, and how she was even pleased to put on her best
cap, w�th r�bbons of salmon colour, and her yellow gown of tru-tru
lévant�ne for h�m; but how, later on, she had been angry w�th the
gentleman ne�ghbour for h�s unseemly �nqu�ry, “What, madam, pray,
m�ght be your fortune?” and had bade them refuse h�m the house;
and how �t was then that she had g�ven d�rect�ons that, after her



decease, everyth�ng to the last rag should pass to Fedor Ivan�tch.
And, �ndeed, Lavretsky found all h�s aunt’s household goods �ntact,
not except�ng the best cap w�th r�bbons of salmon colour, and the
yellow gown of tru-tru lévant�ne. Of old papers and �nterest�ng
documents, upon wh�ch Lavretsky had reckoned, there seemed no
trace, except one old book, �n wh�ch h�s grandfather, P�otr Andre�tch,
had �nscr�bed �n one place, “Celebrat�on �n the c�ty of Sa�nt
Petersburg of the peace, concluded w�th the Turk�sh emp�re by h�s
Excellency Pr�nce Alexander Alexandrov�tch Prozorovsky;” �n
another place a rec�pe for a pectoral decoct�on w�th the comment,
“Th�s rec�pe was g�ven to the general’s lady, Prascovya Federovna
Solt�kov, by the ch�ef pr�est of the Church of the L�fe-g�v�ng Tr�n�ty,
Fedor Avksentyev�tch:” �n another, a p�ece of pol�t�cal news of th�s
k�nd: “Somewhat less talk of the French t�gers;” and next th�s entry:
“In the Moscow Gazette an announcement of the death of Mr.
Sen�or-Major M�hal Petrov�tch Kol�tchev. Is not th�s the son of P�otr
Vass�lyev�tch Kol�tchev? Lavretsky found also some old calendars
and dream-books, and the myster�ous work of Ambod�k; many were
the memor�es st�rred by the well-known; but long-forgotten Symbols
and Emblems. In Glaf�ra Petrovna’s l�ttle dress�ng-table, Lavretsky
found a small packet, t�ed up w�th black r�bbon, sealed w�th black
seal�ng wax, and thrust away �n the very farthest corner of the
drawer. In the parcel there lay face to face a portra�t, �n pastel, of h�s
father �n h�s youth, w�th effem�nate curls stray�ng over h�s brow, w�th
almond-shaped langu�d eyes and parted l�ps, and a portra�t, almost
effaced, of a pale woman �n a wh�te dress w�th a wh�te rose �n her
hand—h�s mother. Of herself, Glaf�ra Petrovna had never allowed a
portra�t to be taken. “I, myself, l�ttle father, Fedor Ivan�tch,” Anton
used to tell Lavretsky, “though I d�d not then l�ve �n the master’s
house, st�ll I can remember your great-grandfather, Andrey
Afanasyev�tch, see�ng that I had come to my e�ghteenth year when
he d�ed. Once I met h�m �n the garden and my knees were knock�ng
w�th fr�ght �ndeed; however, he d�d noth�ng, only asked me my name,
and sent me to h�s room for h�s pocket-handkerch�ef. He was a
gentleman—how shall I tell you—he d�dn’t look on any one as better
than h�mself. For your great-grandfather had, I do assure you, a
mag�c amulet; a monk from Mount Athos made h�m a present of th�s



amulet. And he told h�m, th�s monk d�d, “It’s for your k�ndness, Boyar,
I g�ve you th�s; wear �t, and you need not fear judgment.” Well, but
there, l�ttle father, we know what those t�mes were l�ke; what the
master fanc�ed do�ng, that he d�d. Somet�mes, �f even some
gentleman saw f�t to cross h�m �n anyth�ng, he would just stare at h�m
and say, “You sw�m �n shallow water;” that was h�s favour�te say�ng.
And he l�ved, your great-grandfather of blessed memory, �n a small
log-house; and what goods he left beh�nd h�m, what s�lver, and
stores of all k�nds! All the storehouses were full and overflow�ng. He
was a manager. That very decanter, that you were pleased to
adm�re, was h�s; he used to dr�nk brandy out of �t. But there was your
grandfather, P�otr Andre�tch, bu�lt h�mself a palace of stone, but he
never grew r�ch; everyth�ng w�th h�m went badly, and he l�ved worse
than h�s father by far, and he got no pleasure from �t for h�mself, but
spent all h�s money, and now there �s noth�ng to remember h�m by—
not a s�lver spoon has come down from h�m, and we have Glaf�ra
Petrovna’s management to thank for all that �s saved.

“But �s �t true,” Lavretsky �nterrupted h�m, “they called her the old
w�tch?”

“What sort of people called her so, I should l�ke to know!” repl�ed
Anton w�th an a�r of d�spleasure.

“And l�ttle father,” the old man one day found courage to ask, “what
about our m�stress, where �s she pleased to f�x her res�dence?”

“I am separated from my w�fe,” Lavretsky answered w�th an effort,
“please do not ask quest�ons about her.”

“Yes, s�r,” repl�ed the old man mournfully.
After three weeks had passed by, Lavretsky rode �nto O——- to

the Kal�t�ns, and spent an even�ng w�th them. Lemm was there;
Lavretsky took a great l�k�ng to h�m. Although thanks to h�s father, he
played no �nstrument, he was pass�onately fond of mus�c, real
class�cal mus�c. Pansh�n was not at the Kal�t�ns’ that even�ng. The
governor had sent h�m off to some place out of the town. L�sa played
alone and very correct; Lemm woke up, got exc�ted, tw�sted a p�ece
of paper �nto a roll, and conducted. Marya Dm�tr�evna laughed at
f�rst, as she looked at h�m, later on she went off to bed; �n her own
words, Beethoven was too ag�tat�ng for her nerves. At m�dn�ght



Lavretsky accompan�ed Lemm to h�s lodg�ng and stopped there w�th
h�m t�ll three o’clock �n the morn�ng. Lemm talked a great deal; h�s
bent f�gure grew erect, h�s eyes opened w�de and flashed f�re; h�s
ha�r even stood up on h�s forehead. It was so long s�nce any one had
shown h�m any sympathy, and Lavretsky was obv�ously �nterested �n
h�m, he was ply�ng h�m w�th sympathet�c and attent�ve quest�ons.
Th�s touched the old man; he ended by show�ng the v�s�tor h�s mus�c,
played and even sang �n a faded vo�ce some extracts from h�s
works, among others the whole of Sch�ller’s ballad, Fr�dol�n, set by
h�m to mus�c. Lavretsky adm�red �t, made h�m repeat some
passages, and at part�ng, �nv�ted h�m to stay a few days w�th h�m.
Lemm, as he accompan�ed h�m as far as the street, agreed at once,
and warmly pressed h�s hand; but when he was left stand�ng alone �n
the fresh, damp a�r, �n the just dawn�ng sunr�se, he looked round h�m,
shuddered, shrank �nto h�mself, and crept up to h�s l�ttle room, w�th a
gu�lty a�r. “Ich b�n wohl n�cht klug” (I must be out of my senses), he
muttered, as he lay down �n h�s hard short bed. He tr�ed to say that
he was �ll, a few days later, when Lavretsky drove over to fetch h�m
�n an open carr�age; but Fedor Ivan�tch went up �nto h�s room and
managed to persuade h�m. What produced the most powerful effect
upon Lemm was the c�rcumstance that Lavretsky had ordered a
p�ano from town to be sent �nto the country expressly for h�m.

They set off together to the Kal�t�ns’ and spent the even�ng w�th
them, but not so pleasantly as on the last occas�on. Pansh�n was
there, he talked a great deal about h�s exped�t�on, and very
amus�ngly m�m�cked and descr�bed the country gentry he had seen;
Lavretsky laughed, but Lemm would not come out of h�s corner, and
sat s�lent, sl�ghtly tremulous all over l�ke a sp�der, look�ng dull and
sullen, and he only rev�ved when Lavretsky began to take leave.
Even when he was s�tt�ng �n the carr�age, the old man was st�ll shy
and constra�ned; but the warm soft a�r, the l�ght breeze, and the l�ght
shadows, the scent of the grass and the b�rch-buds, the peaceful
l�ght of the starl�t, moonless n�ght, the pleasant tramp and snort of
the horses—all the w�tchery of the roads�de, the spr�ng and the n�ght,
sank �nto the poor German’s soul, and he was h�mself the f�rst to
beg�n a conversat�on w�th Lavretsky.



Chapter XXII

He began talk�ng about mus�c, about L�sa, then of mus�c aga�n. He
seemed to enunc�ate h�s words more slowly when he spoke of L�sa.
Lavretsky turned the conversat�on on h�s compos�t�ons, and half �n
jest, offered to wr�te h�m a l�bretto.

“H’m, a l�bretto!” repl�ed Lemm; “no, that �s not �n my l�ne; I have
not now the l�vel�ness, the play of the �mag�nat�on, wh�ch �s needed
for an opera; I have lost too much of my power... But �f I were st�ll
able to do someth�ng,—I should be content w�th a song; of course, I
should l�ke to have beaut�ful words...”

He ceased speak�ng, and sat a long wh�le mot�onless, h�s eyes
l�fted to the heavens.

“For �nstance,” he sa�d at last, “someth�ng �n th�s way: ‘Ye stars, ye
pure stars!’”

Lavretsky turned h�s face sl�ghtly towards h�m and began to look at
h�m.

“‘Ye stars, pure stars,’” repeated Lemm... “‘You look down upon
the r�ghteous and gu�lty al�ke.. but only the pure �n heart,’—or
someth�ng of that k�nd—‘comprehend you’—that �s, no—‘love you.’
But I am not a poet. I’m not equal to �t! Someth�ng for that k�nd,
though, someth�ng lofty.”

Lemm pushed h�s hat on to the back of h�s head; �n the d�m tw�l�ght
of the clear n�ght h�s face looked paler and younger.

“‘And you too,’” he cont�nued, h�s vo�ce gradually s�nk�ng, “‘ye
know who loves, who can love, because, pure ones, ye alone can
comfort’... No, that’s not �t at all! I am not a poet,” he sa�d, “but
someth�ng of that sort.”

“I am sorry I am not a poet,” observed Lavretsky.



“Va�n dreams!” repl�ed Lemm, and he bur�ed h�mself �n the corner
of the carr�age. He closed h�s eyes as though he were d�spos�ng
h�mself to sleep.

A few �nstants passed... Lavretsky l�stened... “‘Stars, pure stars,
love,’” muttered the old man.

“Love,” Lavretsky repeated to h�mself. He sank �nto thought—and
h�s heart grew heavy.

“That �s beaut�ful mus�c you have set to Fr�dol�n, Chr�stopher
Fedor�tch,” he sa�d aloud, “but what do you suppose, d�d that Fr�dol�n
do, after the Count had presented h�m to h�s w�fe... became her
lover, eh?”

“You th�nk so,” repl�ed Lemm, “probably because exper�ence,”—he
stopped suddenly and turned away �n confus�on. Lavretsky laughed
constra�nedly, and also turned away and began gaz�ng at the road.

The stars had begun to grow paler and the sky had turned grey
when the carr�age drove up to the steps of the l�ttle house �n
Vass�lyevskoe. Lavretsky conducted h�s guest to the room prepared
for h�m, returned to h�s study and sat down before the w�ndow. In the
garden a n�ght�ngale was s�ng�ng �ts last song before dawn,
Lavretsky remember that a n�ght�ngale had sung �n the garden at the
Kal�t�ns’; he remembered, too, the soft st�r �n L�sa’s eyes, as at �ts
f�rst notes, they turned towards the dark w�ndow. He began to th�nk
of her, and h�s heart was calm aga�n. “Pure ma�den,” he murmured
half-aloud: “pure stars,” he added w�th a sm�le, and went peacefully
to bed.

But Lemm sat a long wh�le on h�s bed, a mus�c-book on h�s knees.
He felt as though sweet, unheard melody was haunt�ng h�m; already
he was all aglow and ast�r, already he felt the languor and sweetness
of �ts presence.. but he could not reach �t.

“Ne�ther poet nor mus�c�an!” he muttered at last... And h�s t�red
head sank wear�ly on to the p�llows.



Chapter XXIII

The next morn�ng the master of the house and h�s guest drank tea
�n the garden under an old t�me-tree.

“Master!” sa�d Lavretsky among other th�ngs, “you w�ll soon have
to compose a tr�umphal cantata.”

“On what occas�on?”
“For the nupt�als of Mr. Pansh�n and L�sa. D�d you not�ce what

attent�on he pa�d her yesterday? It seems as though th�ngs were �n a
fa�r way w�th them already.”

“That w�ll never be!” cr�ed Lemm.
“Why?”
“Because �t �s �mposs�ble. Though, �ndeed,” he added after a short

pause, “everyth�ng �s poss�ble �n th�s world. Espec�ally here among
you �n Russ�a.”

“We w�ll leave Russ�a out of the quest�on for a t�me; but what do
you f�nd am�ss �n th�s match?”

“Everyth�ng �s am�ss, everyth�ng. L�saveta M�halovna �s a g�rl of
h�gh pr�nc�ples, ser�ous, of lofty feel�ngs, and he... he �s a d�lettante,
�n a word.”

“But suppose she loves h�m”
Lemm got up from the bench.
“No, she does not love h�m, that �s to say, she �s very pure �n heart,

and does not know herself what �t means... love. Madame von Kal�t�n
tells her that he �s a f�ne young man, and she obeys Madame von
Kal�t�n because she �s st�ll qu�te a ch�ld, though she �s n�neteen; she
says her prayers �n the morn�ng and �n the even�ng—and that �s very



well; but she does not love h�m. She can only love what �s beaut�ful,
and he �s not, that �s, h�s soul �s not beaut�ful.”

Lemm uttered th�s whole speech coherently, and w�th f�re, walk�ng
w�th l�ttle steps to and fro before the tea-table, and runn�ng h�s eyes
over the ground.

“Dearest maestro!” cr�ed Lavretsky suddenly, “�t str�kes me you are
�n love w�th cous�n yourself.”

Lemm stopped short all at once.
“I beg you,” he began �n an uncerta�n vo�ce, “do not make fun of

me l�ke that. I am not crazy; I look towards the dark grave, not
towards a rosy future.”

Lavretsky felt sorry for the old man; he begged h�s pardon. After
morn�ng tea, Lemm played h�m h�s cantata, and after d�nner, at
Lavretsky’s �n�t�at�ve, there was aga�n talk of L�sa. Lavretsky l�stened
to h�m w�th attent�on and cur�os�ty.

“What do you say, Chr�stopher Fedor�tch,” he sa�d at last, “you see
everyth�ng here seems �n good order now, and the garden �s �n full
bloom, couldn’t we �nv�te her over here for a day w�th her mother and
my old aunt... eh? Would you l�ke �t?”

Lemm bent h�s head over h�s plate.
“Inv�te her,” he murmured, scarcely aud�bly.
“But Pansh�n �sn’t wanted?”
“No, he �sn’t wanted,” rejo�ned the old man w�th an almost ch�ld-

l�ke sm�le.
Two days later Fedor Ivan�tch set off to the town to see the

Kal�t�ns.



Chapter XXIV

He found them all at home, but he d�d not at once d�sclose h�s plan
to them; he wanted to d�scuss �t f�rst w�th L�sa alone. Fortune
favoured h�m; they were left alone �n the draw�ng-room. They had
some talk; she had had t�me by now to grow used to h�m—and she
was not shy as a rule w�th any one. He l�stened to her, watched her,
and mentally repeated Lemm’s words, and agreed w�th them. It
somet�mes happens that two people who are acqua�nted, but not on
�nt�mate terms w�th one another, all of sudden grow rap�dly more
�nt�mate �n a few m�nutes, and the consc�ousness of th�s greater
�nt�macy �s at once expressed �n the�r eyes, �n the�r soft and
affect�onate sm�les, and �n the�r very gestures. Th�s was exactly what
came to pass w�th Lavretsky and L�sa. “So he �s l�ke that,” was her
thought, as she turned a fr�endly glance on h�m; “so you are l�ke
that,” he too was th�nk�ng. And so he was not very much surpr�sed
when she �nformed h�m, not w�thout a l�ttle falter�ng, however, that
she had long w�shed to say someth�ng to h�m, but she was afra�d of
offend�ng h�m.

“Don’t be afra�d; tell me,” he repl�ed, and stood st�ll before her.
L�sa ra�sed her clear eyes to h�m.
“You are so good,” she began, and at the same t�me, she thought:

“Yes, I am sure he �s good”... “you w�ll forg�ve me, I ought not dare to
speak of �t to you... but—how could you... why d�d you separate from
your w�fe?”

Lavretsky shuddered: he looked at L�sa, and sat down near her.
“My ch�ld,” he began, “I beg you, do not touch upon that wound;

your hands are tender, but �t w�ll hurt me all the same.”



“I know,” L�sa went on, as though she d�d not hear h�m, “she has
been to blame towards you. I don’t want to defend her; but what God
has jo�ned, how can you put asunder?”

“Our conv�ct�ons on that subject are too d�fferent, L�saveta
M�halovna,” Lavretsky observed, rather sharply; “we cannot
understand one another.”

L�sa grew paler: her whole frame was trembl�ng sl�ghtly; but she
was not s�lenced.

“You must forg�ve,” she murmured softly, “�f you w�sh to be
forg�ven.”

“Forg�ve!” broke �n Lavretsky. “Ought you not f�rst to know whom
you are �nterced�ng for? Forg�ve that woman, take her back �nto my
home, that empty, heartless creature! And who told you she wants to
return to me? She �s perfectly contented w�th her pos�t�on, I can
assure you... But what a subject to d�scuss here! Her name ought
never to be uttered by you. You are too pure, you are not capable of
understand�ng such a creature.”

“Why abuse her?” L�sa art�culated w�th an effort. The trembl�ng of
her hands was percept�ble now. “You left her yourself, Fedor
Ivan�tch.”

“But I tell you,” retorted Lavretsky w�th an �nvoluntary outburst of
�mpat�ence, “you don’t know what that woman �s!”

“Then why d�d you marry her?” wh�spered L�sa, and her eyes fell.
Lavretsky got up qu�ckly from h�s seat.
“Why d�d I marry her? I was young and �nexper�enced; I was

dece�ved, I was carr�ed away by a beaut�ful exter�or. I knew no
women. I knew noth�ng. God grant you may make a happ�er
marr�age! but let me tell you, you can be sure of noth�ng.”

“I too m�ght be unhappy,” sa�d L�sa (her vo�ce had begun to be
unsteady), “but then I ought to subm�t, I don’t know how to say �t; but
�f we do not subm�t”—

Lavretsky clenched h�s hands and stamped w�th h�s foot.
“Don’t be angry, forg�ve me,” L�sa faltered hurr�edly.



At that �nstant Marya Dm�tr�evna came �n. L�sa got up and was
go�ng away.

“Stop a m�nute,” Lavretsky cr�ed after her unexpectedly. “I have a
great favour to beg of your mother and you; to pay me a v�s�t �n my
new abode. You know, I have had a p�ano sent over; Lemm �s
stay�ng w�th me; the l�lac �s �n flower now; you w�ll get a breath of
country a�r, and you can return the same day—w�ll you consent?”
L�sa looked towards her mother; Marya Dm�tr�evna was assum�ng an
express�on of suffer�ng; but Lavretsky d�d not g�ve her t�me to open
her mouth; he at once k�ssed both her hands. Marya Dm�tr�evna,
who was always suscept�ble to demonstrat�ons of feel�ng, and d�d
not at all ant�c�pate such effus�vements from the “dolt,” was melted
and gave her consent. Wh�le she was del�berat�ng wh�ch day to f�x,
Lavretsky went up to L�sa, and, st�ll greatly moved, wh�spered to her
as�de: “Thank you, you are a good g�rl; I was to blame.” And her pale
face glowed w�th a br�ght, shy sm�le; her eyes sm�led too—up to that
�nstant she had been afra�d she had offended h�m.

“Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch can come w�th us?” �nqu�red Marya
Dm�tr�evna.

“Yes,” repl�ed Lavretsky, “but would �t not be better to be just a
fam�ly party?”

“Well, you know, �t seems,” began Marya Dm�tr�evna. “But as you
please,” she added.

It was dec�ded to take Lenotchka and Shurotchka. Marfa
T�mofyevna refused to jo�n �n the exped�t�on.

“It �s hard for me, my darl�ng,” she sa�d, “to g�ve my old bones a
shak�ng; and to be sure there’s nowhere for me to sleep at your
place: bes�des, I can’t sleep �n a strange bed. Let the young folks go
frol�ck�ng.”

Lavretsky d�d not succeed �n be�ng alone aga�n w�th L�sa; but he
looked at her �n such a way that she felt her heart at rest, and a l�ttle
ashamed, and sorry for h�m. He pressed her hand warmly at part�ng;
left alone, she fell to mus�ng.



Chapter XXV

When Lavretsky reached home, he was met at the door of the
draw�ng-room by a tall, th�n man, �n a thread-bare blue coat, w�th a
wr�nkled, but l�vely face, w�th d�sheveled grey wh�skers, a long
stra�ght nose, and small f�ery eyes. Th�s was M�halev�tch, who had
been h�s fr�end at the un�vers�ty. Lavretsky d�d not at f�rst recogn�se
h�m, but embraced h�m warmly d�rectly he told h�s name.

They had not met s�nce the�r Moscow days. Torrents of
exclamat�ons and quest�ons followed; long-bur�ed recollect�ons were
brought to l�ght. Hurr�edly smok�ng p�pe after p�pe, toss�ng off tea at a
gulp, and gest�culat�ng w�th h�s long hands, M�halev�tch related h�s
adventures to Lavretsky; there was noth�ng very �nsp�r�t�ng �n them,
he could not boast of success �n h�s undertak�ngs—but he was
constantly laugh�ng a hoarse, nervous laugh. A month prev�ously he
had rece�ved a pos�t�on �n the pr�vate count�ng-house of a sp�r�t-tax
contractor, two hundred and f�fty m�les from the town of O——-, and
hear�ng of Lavretsky returned from abroad he had turned out of h�s
way so as to see h�s old fr�end. M�halev�tch talked as �mpetuously as
�n h�s youth; made as much no�se and was as effervescent as of old.
Lavretsky was about to acqua�nt h�m w�th h�s new pos�t�on, but
M�halev�tch �nterrupted h�m, mutter�ng hurr�edly, “I have heard, my
dear fellow, I have heard—who could have ant�c�pated �t?” and at
once turned the conversat�on upon general subjects.

“I must set off to-morrow, my dear fellow,” he observed; “to-day �f
you w�ll excuse �t, we w�ll s�t up late. I want above all to know what
you are l�ke, what are your v�ews and conv�ct�ons, what you have
become, what l�fe has taught you.” (M�halev�tch st�ll preserved the
phraseology of 1830.) “As for me, I have changed �n much; the
waves of l�fe have broken over my breast—who was �t sa�d that?—



though �n what �s �mportant, essent�al I have not changed; I bel�eve
as of old �n the good, the true: but I do not only bel�eve—I have fa�th
now, yes, I have fa�th, fa�th. L�sten, you know I wr�te verses; there �s
no poetry �n them, but there �s truth. I w�ll read you aloud my last
poem; I have expressed my truest conv�ct�ons �n �t. L�sten.”
M�halev�tch fell to read�ng h�s poem: �t was rather long, and ended
w�th the follow�ng l�nes:

“I gave myself to new feel�ngs w�th all my heart,
And my soul became as a ch�ld’s!
And I have burnt all I adored
And now adore all that I burnt.”

As he uttered the two last l�nes, M�halev�tch all but shed tears; a
sl�ght spasm—the s�gn of deep emot�on—passed over h�s w�de
mouth, h�s ugly face l�ghted up. Lavretsky l�stened, and l�stened to
h�m—and the sp�r�t of antagon�sm was aroused �n h�m; he was
�rr�tated by the ever-ready enthus�asm of the Moscow student,
perpetually at bo�l�ng-po�nt. Before a quarter of an hour had elapsed
a heated argument had broken out between them, one of these
endless arguments, of wh�ch only Russ�ans are capable. After a
separat�on of many years spent �n two d�fferent worlds, w�th no clear
understand�ng of the other’s �deas or even of the�r own, catch�ng at
words and reply�ng only �n words, they d�sputed about the most
abstract subjects, and they d�sputed as though �t were a matter of l�fe
and death for both: they shouted and voc�ferated so that every one �n
the house was startled, and poor Lemm, who had locked h�mself up
�n h�s room d�rectly after M�halev�tch arr�ved, was bew�ldered, and
began even to feel vaguely alarmed.

“What are you after all? a pess�m�st?” cr�ed M�halev�tch at one
o’clock �n the n�ght.

“Are pess�m�sts usually l�ke th�s?” repl�ed Lavretsky. “They are
usually all pale and s�ckly—would you l�ke me to l�ft you w�th one
hand?”

“Well, �f you are not a pess�m�st you are a scepteec, that’s st�ll
worse.” M�halev�tch’s talk had a strong flavour of h�s mother-country,
L�ttle Russ�a. “And what r�ght have you to be a scepteec? You have



had �ll-luck �n l�fe, let us adm�t; that was not your fault; you were born
w�th a pass�onate lov�ng heart, and you were unnaturally kept out of
the soc�ety of women: the f�rst woman you came across was bound
to dece�ve you.”

“She dece�ved you too,” observed Lavretsky gr�mly.
“Granted, granted; I was the tool of dest�ny �n �t—what nonsense I

talk, though—there �s no such th�ng as dest�ny; �t �s an old hab�t of
express�ng th�ngs �nexactly. But what does that prove?”

“It proves th�s, that they d�storted me from my ch�ldhood.”
“Well, �t’s for you to stra�ghten yourself! What’s the good of be�ng a

man, a male an�mal? And however that may be, �s �t poss�ble, �s �t
perm�ss�ble, to reduce a personal, so to speak, fact to a general law,
to an �nfall�ble pr�nc�ple?”

“How a pr�nc�ple?” �nterrupted Lavretsky; “I don’t adm�t—”
“No, �t �s your pr�nc�ple, your pr�nc�ple,” M�halev�tch �nterrupted �n

h�s turn.
“You are an ego�st, that’s what �t �s!” he was thunder�ng an hour

later: “you wanted personal happ�ness, you wanted enjoyment �n l�fe,
you wanted to l�ve only for yourself.”

“What do you mean by personal happ�ness?”
“And everyth�ng dece�ved you; everyth�ng crumbled away under

your feet.”
“What do you mean by personal happ�ness, I ask you?”
“And �t was bound to crumble away. E�ther you sought support

where �t could not be found, or you bu�lt your house on sh�ft�ng
sands, or—”

“Speak more pla�nly, or I can’t understand you.”
“Or—you may laugh �f you l�ke—or you had no fa�th, no warmth of

heart; �ntellect, noth�ng but one farth�ng’s worth of �ntellect... you are
s�mply a p�t�ful, ant�quated Volta�rean, that’s what you are!”

“I’m a Volta�rean?”
“Yes, l�ke your father, and you yourself do not suspect �t.”
“After that,” excla�med Lavretsky, “I have the r�ght to call you a

fanat�c.”



“Alas!” repl�ed M�halev�tch w�th a contr�te a�r, “I have not so far
deserved such an exalted t�tle, unhapp�ly.”

“I have found out now what to call you,” cr�ed the same
M�halev�tch, at three o’clock �n the morn�ng. “You are not a scept�c,
nor a pess�m�st, nor a Volta�rean, you are a loafer, and you are a
v�c�ous loafer, a consc�ous loafer, not a s�mple loafer. S�mple loafers
l�e on the stove and do noth�ng because they don’t know how to do
anyth�ng; they don’t th�nk about anyth�ng e�ther, but you are a man of
�deas—and yet you l�e on the stove; you could do someth�ng—and
you do noth�ng; you l�e �dle w�th a full stomach and look down from
above and say, ‘It’s best to l�e �dle l�ke th�s, because whatever people
do, �s all rubb�sh, lead�ng to noth�ng.’”

“And from what do you �nfer that I l�e �dle?” Lavretsky protested
stoutly. “Why do you attr�bute such �deas to me?”

“And, bes�des that, you are all, all the tr�be of you,” cont�nued
M�halev�tch, “cult�vated loafers. You know wh�ch leg the German
l�mps on, you know what’s am�ss w�th the Engl�sh and the French,
and your p�t�ful culture goes to make �t worse, your shameful
�dleness, your abom�nable �nact�v�ty �s just�f�ed by �t. Some are even
proud of �t: ‘I’m such a clever fellow,’ they say, ‘I do noth�ng, wh�le
these fools are �n a fuss.’ Yes! and there are f�ne gentlemen among
us—though I don’t say th�s as to you—who reduce the�r whole l�fe to
a k�nd of stupor of boredom, get used to �t, l�ve �n �t, l�ke—l�ke a
mushroom �n wh�te sauce,” M�halev�tch added hast�ly, and he
laughed at h�s own compar�son. “Oh! th�s stupor of boredom �s the
ru�n of Russ�ans. Ours �s the age for work, and the s�cken�ng
loafer”...

“But what �s all th�s abuse about?” Lavretsky clamoured �n h�s turn.
“Work—do�ng—you’d better say what �s to be done, �nstead of
abus�ng me, Desmosthenes of Poltava!”

“There, what a th�ng to ask! I can’t tell you that brother; that every
one ought to know for h�mself,” retorted the Desmosthenes �ron�cally.
“A landowner, a nobleman, and not know what to do? You have no
fa�th, or else you would know; no fa�th—and no �ntu�t�on.”

“Let me at least have t�me to breathe; you don’t let me have t�me
to look round,” Lavretsky besought h�m.



“Not a m�nute, nor a second!” retorted M�halev�tch w�th an
�mper�ous wave of the hand. “Not one second: death does not delay,
and l�fe ought not to delay.”

“And what a t�me, what a place for men to th�nk of loaf�ng!” he
cr�ed at four o’clock, �n a vo�ce, however, wh�ch showed s�gns of
sleep�ness; “among us! now! �n Russ�a where every separate
�nd�v�dual has a duty rest�ng upon h�m, a solemn respons�b�l�ty to
God, to the people, to h�mself. We are sleep�ng, and the t�me �s
sl�pp�ng away; we are sleep�ng.”....

“Perm�t me to observe,” remarked Lavretsky, “that we are not
sleep�ng at present but rather prevent�ng others from sleep�ng. We
are stra�n�ng our throats l�ke the cocks—l�sten! there �s one crow�ng
for the th�rd t�me.”

Th�s sally made M�halev�tch laugh, and calmed h�m down. “Good-
bye t�ll to-morrow,” he sa�d w�th a sm�le, and thrust h�s p�pe �nto h�s
pouch.

“T�ll to-morrow,” repeated Lavretsky. But the fr�ends talked for
more than an hour longer. The�r vo�ces were no longer ra�sed,
however, and the�r talk was qu�et, sad, fr�endly talk.

M�halev�tch set off the next day, �n sp�te of all Lavretsky’s efforts to
keep h�m. Fedor Ivan�tch d�d not succeed �n persuad�ng h�m to
rema�n; but he talked to h�m to h�s heart’s content. M�halev�tch, �t
appeared, had not a penny to bless h�mself w�th. Lavretsky had
not�ced w�th pa�n the even�ng before all the tokens and hab�ts of
years of poverty; h�s boots were shabby, a button was off on the
back of h�s coat, on h�s arr�val, he had not even thought of ask�ng to
wash, and at supper he ate l�ke a shark, tear�ng h�s meat �n h�s
f�ngers, and crunch�ng the bones w�th h�s strong black teeth. It
appeared, too, that he had made noth�ng out of h�s employment, that
he now rested all h�s hopes on the contractor who was tak�ng h�m
solely �n order to have an “educated man” �n h�s off�ce.

For all that M�halev�tch was not d�scouraged, but as �deal�st or
cyn�c, l�ved on a crust of bread, s�ncerely rejo�c�ng or gr�ev�ng over
the dest�n�es of human�ty, and h�s own vocat�on, and troubl�ng
h�mself very l�ttle as to how to escape dy�ng of hunger. M�halev�tch
was not marr�ed: but had been �n love t�mes beyond number, and



had wr�tten poems to all the objects of h�s adorat�on; he sang w�th
espec�al fervour the pra�ses of a myster�ous black-tressed “noble
Pol�sh lady.” There were rumours, �t �s true, that th�s “noble Pol�sh
lady” was a s�mple Jewess, very well known to a good many cavalry
off�cers—but, after all, what do you th�nk—does �t really make any
d�fference?

W�th Lemm, M�halev�tch d�d not get on; h�s no�sy talk and brusque
manners scared the German, who was unused to such behav�our.
One poor dev�l detects another by �nst�nct at once, but �n old age he
rarely gets on w�th h�m, and that �s hardly aston�sh�ng, he has
noth�ng to share w�th h�m, not even hopes.

Before sett�ng off, M�halev�tch had another long d�scuss�on w�th
Lavretsky, foretold h�s ru�n, �f he d�d not see the error of h�s ways,
exhorted h�m to devote h�mself ser�ously to the welfare of h�s
peasants, and po�nted to h�mself as an example, say�ng that he had
been pur�f�ed �n the furnace of suffer�ng; and �n the same breath
called h�mself several t�mes a happy man, compar�ng h�mself w�th
the fowl of the a�r and the l�ly of the f�eld.

“A black l�ly, any way,” observed Lavretsky.
“Ah, brother, don’t be a snob!” retorted M�halev�tch, good-

naturedly, “but thank God rather there �s a pure plebe�an blood �n
your ve�ns too. But I see that you want some pure, heavenly creature
to draw you out of your apathy.”

“Thanks, brother,” remarked Lavretsky. “I have had qu�te enough
of those heavenly creatures.”

“S�lence, ceeneec!” cr�ed M�halev�tch.
“Cyn�c,” Lavretsky corrected h�m.
“Ceeneec, just so,” repeated M�halev�tch unabashed.
Even when he had taken h�s seat �n the carr�age, to wh�ch h�s flat,

yellow, strangely l�ght trunk was carr�ed, he st�ll talked; muffled �n a
k�nd of Span�sh cloak w�th a collar, brown w�th age, and a clasp of
two l�on’s paws; he went on develop�ng h�s v�ews on the dest�ny of
Russ�an, and wav�ng h�s swarthy hand �n the a�r, as though he were
sow�ng the seeds of her future prosper�ty. The horses started at last.



“Remember my three last words,” he cr�ed, thrust�ng h�s whole
body out of the carr�age and balanc�ng so, “Rel�g�on, progress,
human�ty!... Farewell.”

H�s head, w�th a forag�ng cap pulled down over h�s eyes,
d�sappeared. Lavretsky was left stand�ng alone on the steps, and he
gazed stead�ly �nto the d�stance along the road t�ll the carr�age
d�sappeared out of s�ght. “Perhaps he �s r�ght, after all,” he thought
as he went back �nto the house; “perhaps I am a loafer.” Many of
M�halev�tch’s words had sunk �rres�st�bly �nto h�s heart, though he
had d�sputed and d�sagreed w�th h�m. If a man only has a good
heart, no one can res�st h�m.



Chapter XXVI

Two days later, Marya Dm�tr�evna v�s�ted Vass�lyevskoe accord�ng
to her prom�se, w�th all her young people. The l�ttle g�rls ran at once
�nto the garden, wh�le Marya Dm�tr�evna langu�dly walked through
the rooms and langu�dly adm�red everyth�ng. She regarded her v�s�t
to Lavretsky as a s�gn of great condescens�on, almost as a deed of
char�ty. She sm�led grac�ously when Anton and Apraxya k�ssed her
hand �n the old-fash�oned house-servants’ style; and �n a weak vo�ce,
speak�ng through her nose, asked for some tea. To the great
vexat�on of Anton, who had put on kn�tted wh�te gloves for the
purpose, tea was not handed to the grand lady v�s�tor by h�m, but by
Lavretsky’s h�red valet, who �n the old man’s words, had not a not�on
of what was proper. To make up for th�s, Anton resumed h�s r�ghts at
d�nner: he took up a f�rm pos�t�on beh�nd Marya Dm�tr�evna’s cha�r;
and he would not surrender h�s post to any one. The appearance of
guests after so long an �nterval at Vass�lyevskoe fluttered and
del�ghted the old man. It was a pleasure to h�m to see that h�s master
was acqua�nted w�th such f�ne gentlefolk. He was not, however, the
only one who was fluttered that day; Lemm, too, was �n ag�tat�on. He
had put on a rather short snuff-coloured coat w�th a swallow-ta�l, and
t�ed h�s neck handkerch�ef st�ffly, and he kept �ncessantly cough�ng
and mak�ng way for people w�th a cord�al and affable a�r. Lavretsky
not�ced w�th pleasure that h�s relat�ons w�th L�sa were becom�ng
more �nt�mate; she had held out her hand to h�m affect�onately
d�rectly she came �n. After d�nner Lemm drew out of h�s coat-ta�l
pocket, �nto wh�ch he had cont�nually been fumbl�ng, a small roll of
mus�c-paper and compress�ng h�s l�ps he la�d �t w�thout speak�ng on
the p�anoforte. It was a song composed by h�m the even�ng before,
to some old-fash�oned German words, �n wh�ch ment�on was made
of the stars. L�sa sat down at once to the p�ano and played at s�ght



the song.... Alas! the mus�c turned out to be compl�cated and
pa�nfully stra�ned; �t was clear that the composer had str�ven to
express someth�ng pass�onate and deep, but noth�ng had come of �t;
the effort had rema�ned an effort. Lavretsky and L�sa both felt th�s,
and Lemm understood �t. W�thout utter�ng a s�ngle word, he put h�s
song back �nto h�s pocket, and �n reply to L�sa’s proposal to play �t
aga�n, he only shook h�s head and sa�d s�gn�f�cantly: “Now—
enough!” and shr�nk�ng �nto h�mself he turned away.

Towards even�ng the whole party went out to f�sh. In the pond
beh�nd the garden there were plenty of carp and groundl�ngs. Marya
Dm�tr�evna was put �n an arm-cha�r near the banks, �n the shade,
w�th a rug under her feet and the best l�ne was g�ven to her. Anton as
an old exper�enced angler offered her h�s serv�ces. He zealously put
on the worms, and clapped h�s hand on them, spat on them and
even threw �n the l�ne w�th a graceful forward sw�ng of h�s whole
body. Marya Dm�tr�evna spoke of h�m the same day to Fedor Ivan�tch
�n the follow�ng phrase, �n board�ng-school French: “Il n’y a plus
ma�ntenant de ces gens comme ça, comme autrefo�s.” Lemm w�th
the two l�ttle g�rls went off further to the dam of the pond; Lavretsky
took up h�s pos�t�on near L�sa. The f�sh were cont�nually b�t�ng, the
carp were constantly flash�ng �n the a�r w�th golden and s�lvery s�des
as they were drawn �n; the cr�es of pleasure of the l�ttle g�rls were
�ncessant, even Marya Dm�tr�evna uttered a l�ttle fem�n�ne shr�ek on
two occas�ons. The fewest f�sh were caught by Lavretsky and L�sa;
probably th�s was because they pa�d less attent�on than the others to
the angl�ng, and allowed the�r floats to sw�m back r�ght up to the
bank. The h�gh redd�sh reeds rustled qu�etly around, the st�ll water
shone qu�etly before them, and qu�etly too they talked together. L�sa
was stand�ng on a small raft; Lavretsky sat on the �ncl�ned trunk of a
w�llow; L�sa wore a wh�te gown, t�ed round the wa�st w�th a broad
r�bbon, also wh�te; her straw hat was hang�ng on one hand, and �n
the other w�th some effort she held up the crooked rod. Lavretsky
gazed at her pure, somewhat severe prof�le, at her ha�r drawn back
beh�nd her ears, at her soft cheeks, wh�ch glowed l�ke a l�ttle ch�ld’s,
and thought, “Oh, how sweet you are, bend�ng over my pond!” L�sa
d�d not turn to h�m, but looked at the water, half frown�ng, to keep the



sun out of her eyes, half sm�l�ng. The shade of the l�me-tree near fell
upon both.

“Do you know,” began Lavretsky, “I have been th�nk�ng over our
last conversat�on a great deal, and have come to the conclus�on that
you are exceed�ngly good.”

“That was not at all my �ntent�on �n——-” L�sa was beg�nn�ng to
reply, and she was overcome w�th embarrassment.

“You are good,” repeated Lavretsky. “I am a rough fellow, but I feel
that every one must love you. There’s Lemm for �nstance; he �s
s�mply �n love w�th you.”

L�sa’s brows d�d not exactly frown, they contracted sl�ghtly; �t
always happened w�th her when she heard someth�ng d�sagreeable
to her.

“I was very sorry for h�m to-day,” Lavretsky added, “w�th h�s
unsuccessful song. To be young and to fa�l �s bearable; but to be old
and not be successful �s hard to bear. And how mort�fy�ng �t �s to feel
that one’s forces are desert�ng one! It �s hard for an old man to bear
such blows!... Be careful, you have a b�te.... They say,” added
Lavretsky after a short pause, “that Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch has wr�tten a
very pretty song.”

“Yes,” repl�ed L�sa, “�t �s only a tr�fle, but not bad.”
“And what do you th�nk,” �nqu�red Lavretsky; “�s he a good

mus�c�an?”
“I th�nk he has great talent for mus�c; but so far he has not worked

at �t, as he should.”
“Ah! And �s he a good sort of man?”
L�sa laughed and glanced qu�ckly at Fedor Ivan�tch.
“What a queer quest�on!” she excla�med, draw�ng up her l�ne and

throw�ng �t �n aga�n further off.
“Why �s �t queer? I ask you about h�m, as one who has only lately

come here, as a relat�on.”
“A relat�on?”
“Yes. I am, �t seems, a sort of uncle of yours?”



“Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch has a good heart,” sa�d L�sa, “and he �s clever;
maman l�kes h�m very much.”

“And do you l�ke h�m?”
“He �s n�ce; why should I not l�ke h�m?”
“Ah!” Lavretsky uttered and ceased speak�ng. A half-mournful,

half-�ron�cal express�on passed over h�s face. H�s steadfast gaze
embarrassed L�sa, but he went on sm�l�ng.—“Well, God grant them
happ�ness!” he muttered at last, as though to h�mself, and turned
away h�s head.

L�sa flushed.
“You are m�staken, Fedor Ivan�tch,” she sa�d: “you are wrong �n

th�nk�ng .... But don’t you l�ke Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch?” she asked
suddenly.

“No, I don’t.”
“Why?”
“I th�nk he has no heart.”
The sm�le left L�sa’s face.
“It �s your hab�t to judge people severely,” she observed after a

long s�lence.
“I don’t th�nk �t �s. What r�ght have I to judge others severely, do

you suppose, when I must ask for �ndulgence myself? Or have you
forgotten that I am a laugh�ng stock to everyone, who �s not too
�nd�fferent even to scoff?... By the way,” he added, “d�d you keep
your prom�se?”

“What prom�se?”
“D�d you pray for me?”
“Yes, I prayed for you, and I pray for you every day. But please do

not speak l�ghtly of that.”
Lavretsky began to assure L�sa that the �dea of do�ng so had never

entered h�s head, that he had the deepest reverence for every
conv�ct�on; then he went off �nto a d�scourse upon rel�g�on, �ts
s�gn�f�cance �n the h�story of mank�nd, the s�gn�f�cance of Chr�st�an�ty.

“One must be a Chr�st�an,” observed L�sa, not w�thout some effort,
“not so as to know the d�v�ne... and the... earthly, but because every



man has to d�e.”
Lavretsky ra�sed h�s eyes �n �nvoluntary aston�shment upon L�sa

and met her gaze.
“What a strange say�ng you have just uttered!” he sa�d.
“It �s not my say�ng,” she repl�ed.
“Not yours.... But what made you speak of death?”
“I don’t know. I often th�nk of �t.”
“Often?”
“Yes.”
“One would not suppose so, look�ng at you now; you have such a

br�ght, happy face, you are sm�l�ng.”
“Yes, I am very happy just now,” repl�ed L�sa s�mply.
Lavretsky would have l�ked to se�ze both her hands, and press

them warmly.
“L�sa, L�sa!” cr�ed Marya Dm�tr�evna, “do come here, and look what

a f�ne carp I have caught.”
“In a m�nute, maman,” repl�ed L�sa, and went towards her, but

Lavretsky rema�ned s�tt�ng on h�s w�llow. “I talk to her just as �f l�fe
were not over for me,” he thought. As she went away, L�sa hung her
hat on a tw�g; w�th strange, almost tender emot�on, Lavretsky looked
at the hat, and �ts long rather crumpled r�bbons. L�sa soon came
back to h�m, and aga�n took her stand on the platform.

“What makes you th�nk Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch has no heart?” she
asked a few m�nutes later.

“I have told you already that I may be m�staken; t�me w�ll show,
however.”

L�sa grew thoughtful. Lavretsky began to tell her about h�s da�ly l�fe
at Vass�lyevskoe, about M�halev�tch, and about Anton; he felt a need
to talk to L�sa, to share w�th her everyth�ng that was pass�ng �n h�s
heart; she l�stened so sweetly, so attent�vely; her few repl�es and
observat�ons seemed to h�m so s�mple and so �ntell�gent. He even
told her so.

L�sa was surpr�sed.



“Really?” she sa�d; “I thought that I was l�ke my ma�d, Nastya; I
had no words of my own. She sa�d one day to her sweetheart: ‘You
must be dull w�th me; you always talk so f�nely to me, and I have no
words of my own.’”

“And thank God for �t!” thought Lavretsky.



Chapter XXVII

Meanwh�le the even�ng had come on, Marya Dm�tr�evna
expressed a des�re to return home, and the l�ttle g�rls were w�th
d�ff�culty torn away from the pond, and made ready. Lavretsky
declared that he would escort h�s guests half-way, and ordered h�s
horse to be saddled. As he was hand�ng Marya Dm�tr�evna �nto the
coach, he bethought h�mself of Lemm; but the old man could
nowhere be found. He had d�sappeared d�rectly after the angl�ng was
over. Anton, w�th an energy remarkable for h�s years, slammed the
doors, and called sharply, “Go on, coachman!” The coach started.
Marya Dm�tr�evna and L�sa were seated �n the back seat; the
ch�ldren and the�r ma�d �n the front. The even�ng was warm and st�ll,
and the w�ndows were open on both s�des. Lavretsky trotted near the
coach on the s�de of L�sa, w�th h�s arm lean�ng on the door—he had
thrown the re�gns on the neck of h�s smoothly-pac�ng horse—and
now and then he exchanged a few words w�th the young g�rl. The
glow of sunset was d�sappear�ng; n�ght came on, but the a�r seemed
to grow even warmer. Marya Dm�tr�evna was soon slumber�ng, the
l�ttle g�rls and the ma�d fell asleep also. The coach rolled sw�ftly and
smoothly along; L�sa was bend�ng forward, she felt happy; the r�s�ng
moon l�ghted up her face, the fragrant n�ght on breeze breathed on
her eyes and cheeks. Her hand rested on the coach door near
Lavretsky’s hand. And he was happy; borne along �n the st�ll warmth
of the n�ght, never tak�ng h�s eyes off the good young face, l�sten�ng
to the young vo�ce that was melod�ous even �n a wh�sper, as �t spoke
of s�mple, good th�ngs, he d�d not even not�ce that he had gone more
than half-way. He d�d not want to wake Marya Dm�tr�evna, he l�ghtly
pressed L�sa’s hand and sa�d, “I th�nk we are fr�ends now, aren’t
we?” She nodded, he stopped h�s horse, and the coach rolled away,
l�ghtly sway�ng and osc�llat�ng up and down; Lavretsky turned



homeward at a walk�ng pace. The w�tchery of the summer n�ght
enfolded h�m; all around h�m seemed suddenly so strange—and at
the same t�me so long known; so sweetly fam�l�ar. Everywhere near
and afar—and one could see �n to the far d�stance, though the eye
could not make out clearly much of what was seen—all was at
peace; youthful, blossom�ng l�fe seemed expressed �n th�s deep
peace. Lavretsky’s horse stepped out bravely, sway�ng evenly to
r�ght and left; �ts great black shadow moved along bes�de �t. There
was someth�ng strangely sweet �n the tramp of �ts hoofs, a strange
charm �n the r�ng�ng cry of the qua�ls. The stars were lost �n a br�ght
m�st; the moon, not yet at the full, shone w�th steady br�ll�ance; �ts
l�ght was shot �n an azure stream over the sky, and fell �n patches of
smoky gold on the th�n clouds as they dr�fted near. The freshness of
the a�r drew a sl�ght mo�sture �nto the eyes, sweetly folded all the
l�mbs, and flowed freely �nto the lungs. Lavretsky rejo�ced �n �t, and
was glad at h�s own rejo�c�ng. “Come, we are st�ll al�ve,” he thought;
“we have not been altogether destroyed by”—he d�d not say—by
whom or by what. Then he fell to th�nk�ng of L�sa, that she could
hardly love Pansh�n, that �f he had met her under d�fferent
c�rcumstances—God knows what m�ght have come of �t; that he
understood Lemm, though L�sa had no words of “her own;” but that,
he thought, was not true; she had words of her own. “Don’t speak
l�ght of that,” came back to Lavretsky’s m�nd. He rode a long way
w�th h�s head bent �n thought, then draw�ng h�mself up, he slowly
repeated aloud:

“And I have burnt all I adored,
And now I adore all that I burnt.”

Then he gave h�s horse a sw�tch w�th the wh�p, and galloped all
the way home.

D�smount�ng from h�s horse, he looked round for the last t�me w�th
an �nvoluntary sm�le of grat�tude. N�ght, st�ll, k�ndly n�ght stretched
over h�lls and valleys; from afar, out of �ts fragrant depths—God
knows whence—whether from the heavens or the earth—rose a soft,
gentle warmth. Lavretsky sent a last greet�ng to L�sa, and ran up the
steps.



The next day passed rather dully. Ra�n was fall�ng from early
morn�ng; Lemm wore a scowl, and kept more and more t�ghtly
compress�ng h�s l�ps, as though he had taken an oath never to open
them aga�n. When he went to h�s room, Lavretsky took up to bed
w�th h�m a whole bundle of French newspapers, wh�ch had been
ly�ng for more than fortn�ght on h�s table unopened. He began
�nd�fferently to tear open the wrapp�ngs, and glanced hast�ly over the
columns of the newspapers—�n wh�ch, however, there was noth�ng
new. He was just about to throw them down—and all at once he
leaped out of bed as �f he had been stung. In an art�cle �n one of the
papers, M. Jules, w�th whom we are already fam�l�ar, commun�cated
to h�s readers a “mournful �ntell�gence, that charm�ng, fasc�nat�ng
Moscow lady,” he wrote, “one of the queens of fash�on, who adorned
Par�s�an salons, Madame de Lavretsky, had d�ed almost suddenly,
and th�s �ntell�gence, unhapp�ly only too well-founded, had only just
reached h�m, M. Jules. He was,” so he cont�nued, “he m�ght say a
fr�end of the deceased.”

Lavretsky dressed, went out �nto the garden, and t�ll morn�ng he
walked up and down the same path.



Chapter XXVIII

The next morn�ng, over the�r tea, Lemm asked Lavretsky to let h�m
have the horses to return to town. “It’s t�me for me to set to work, that
�s, to my lessons,” observed the old man. “Bes�des, I am only
wast�ng t�me here.” Lavretsky d�d not reply at once; he seemed
abstracted. “Very good,” he sa�d at last; “I w�ll come w�th you myself.”
Una�ded by the servants, Lemm, groan�ng and wrathful, packed h�s
small box and tore up and burnt a few sheets of mus�c-paper. The
horses were harnessed. As he came out of h�s own room, Lavretsky
put the paper he had read last n�ght �n h�s pocket. Dur�ng the whole
course of the journey both Lemm and Lavretsky spoke l�ttle to one
another; each was occup�ed w�th h�s own thoughts, and each was
glad not to be d�sturbed by the other; and they parted rather coolly;
wh�ch �s often the way, however, w�th fr�ends �n Russ�a. Lavretsky
conducted the old man to h�s l�ttle house; the latter got out, took h�s
trunk and w�thout hold�ng out h�s hand to h�s fr�end (he was hold�ng
h�s trunk �n both arms before h�s breast), w�thout even look�ng at h�m,
he sa�d to h�m �n Russ�an, “good-bye!” “Good-bye,” repeated
Lavretsky, and bade the coachman dr�ve to h�s lodg�ng. He had
taken rooms �n the town of O——-... After wr�t�ng a few letters and
hast�ly d�n�ng, Lavretsky went to the Kal�t�ns’. In the�r draw�ng-room
he found only Pansh�n, who �nformed h�m that Marya Dm�tr�evna
would be �n d�rectly, and at once, w�th charm�ng cord�al�ty, entered
�nto conversat�on w�th h�m. Unt�l that day, Pansh�n had always
treated Lavretsky, not exactly haught�ly, but at least
condescend�ngly; but L�sa, �n descr�b�ng her exped�t�on of the
prev�ous day to Pansh�n, had spoken of Lavretsky as an excellent
and clever man, that was enough; he felt bound to make a conquest
of an “excellent man.” Pansh�n began w�th compl�ments to Lavretsky,
w�th a descr�pt�on of the rapture �n wh�ch, accord�ng to h�m, the



whole fam�ly of Marya Dm�tr�evna spoke of Vass�lyevskoe; and then,
accord�ng to h�s custom, pass�ng neatly to h�mself, began to talk
about h�s pursu�ts, and h�s v�ews on l�fe, the world and government
serv�ce; uttered a sentence or two upon the future of Russ�a, and the
duty of rulers to keep a str�ct hand over the country; and at th�s po�nt
laughed l�ght-heartedly at h�s own expense, and added that among
other th�ngs he had been �ntrusted �n Petersburg w�th the duty de
poplar�ser l’�dée du cadastre. He spoke somewhat at length, pass�ng
over all d�ff�cult�es w�th careless self-conf�dence, and play�ng w�th the
we�ght�est adm�n�strat�ve and pol�t�cal quest�ons, as a juggler plays
w�th balls. The express�ons: “That’s what I would do �f I were �n the
government;” “you as a man of �ntell�gence, w�ll agree w�th me at
once,” were constantly on h�s l�ps. Lavretsky l�stened coldly to
Pansh�n’s chatter; he d�d not l�ke th�s handsome, clever, eas�ly-
elegant young man, w�th h�s br�ght sm�le, affable vo�ce, and
�nqu�s�t�ve eyes. Pansh�n, w�th the qu�ck �ns�ght �nto the feel�ngs of
others, wh�ch was pecul�ar to h�m, soon guessed that he was not
g�v�ng h�s compan�on any spec�al sat�sfact�on, and made a plaus�ble
excuse to go away, �nwardly dec�d�ng that Lavretsky m�ght be an
“excellent man,” but he was unattract�ve, a�gr�, and, en somme,
rather absurd. Marya Dm�tr�evna made her appearance escorted by
Gedeonovsky, then Marfa T�mofyevna and L�sa came �n; and after
them the other members of the household; and then the mus�cal
amateur, Madame Byelen�ts�n, arr�ved, a l�ttle th�nn�sh lady, w�th a
langu�d, pretty, almost ch�ld�sh l�ttle face, wear�ng a rust�ng dress, a
str�ped fan, and heavy gold bracelets. Her husband was w�th her, a
fat red-faced man, w�th large hands and feet, wh�te eye-lashes, and
an �mmovable sm�le on h�s th�ck l�ps; h�s w�fe never spoke to h�m �n
company, but at home, �n moments of tenderness, she used to call
h�m her l�ttle suck�ng-p�g. Pansh�n returned; the rooms were very full
of people and no�se. Such a crowd was not to Lavretsky’s taste; and
he was part�cularly �rr�tated by Madame Byelen�ts�n, who kept star�ng
at h�m through her eye-glasses. He would have gone away at once
but for L�sa; he wanted to say a few words to her alone, but for a
long t�me he could not get a favourable opportun�ty, and had to
content h�mself w�th follow�ng her �n secret del�ght w�th h�s eyes;
never had her face seemed sweeter and more noble to h�m. She



ga�ned much from be�ng near Madame Byelen�ts�n. The latter was
for ever f�dget�ng �n her cha�r, shrugg�ng her narrow shoulders, g�v�ng
l�ttle g�rl�sh g�ggles, and screw�ng up her eyes and then open�ng
them w�de; L�sa sat qu�etly, looked d�rectly at every one and d�d not
laugh at all. Madame Kal�t�n sat down to a game of cards w�th Marfa
T�mofyevna, Madame Byelen�ts�n, and Gedeonovsky, who played
very slowly, and constantly made m�stakes, frown�ng and w�p�ng h�s
face w�th h�s handkerch�ef. Pansh�n assumed a melancholy a�r, and
expressed h�mself �n br�ef, pregnant, and gloomy phrases, played
the part, �n fact, of the unapprec�ated gen�us, but �n sp�te of the
entreat�es of Madame Byelen�ts�n, who was very coquett�sh w�th h�m,
he would not consent to s�ng h�s song; he felt Lavretsky’s presence a
constra�nt. Fedor Ivan�tch also spoke l�ttle; the pecul�ar express�on of
h�s face struck L�sa d�rectly he came �nto the room; she felt at once
that he had someth�ng to tell her, and though she could not herself
have sa�d why, she was afra�d to quest�on h�m. At last, as she was
go�ng �nto the next room to pour out tea, she �nvoluntar�ly turned her
head �n h�s d�rect�on. He at once went after her.

“What �s the matter?” she sa�d, sett�ng the teapot on the samovar.
“Why, have you not�ced anyth�ng?” he asked.
“You are not the same to-day as I have always seen you before.”
Lavretsky bent over the table.
“I wanted,” he began, “to tell you a p�ece of news, but now �t �s

�mposs�ble. However, you can read what �s marked w�th penc�l �n that
art�cle,” he added, hand�ng her the paper he had brought w�th h�m.
“Let me ask you to keep �t a secret; I w�ll come to-morrow morn�ng.”

L�sa was greatly bew�ldered. Pansh�n appeared �n the doorway.
She put the newspaper �n her pocket.

“Have you read Obermann, L�saveta M�halovna?” Pansh�n asked
her pens�vely.

L�sa made h�m a reply �n pass�ng, and went out of the room and
up-sta�rs. Lavretsky went back to the draw�ng-room and drew near
the card-table. Marfa T�mofyevna, fl�ng�ng back the r�bbons of her
cap and flush�ng w�th annoyance, began to compla�n of her partner,
Gedeonovsky, who �n her words, could not play a b�t.



“Card-play�ng, you see,” she sa�d, “�s not so easy as talk�ng
scandal.”

The latter cont�nued to bl�nk and w�pe h�s face. L�sa came �nto the
draw�ng-room and sat down �n a corner; Lavretsky looked at her, she
looked at h�m, and both felt the pos�t�on �nsufferable. He read
perplex�ty and a k�nd of secret reproachfulness �n her face. He could
not talk to her as he would have l�ked to do; to rema�n �n the same
room w�th her, a guest among other guests, was too pa�nful; he
dec�ded to go away. As he took leave of her, he managed to repeat
that he would come to-morrow, and added that he trusted �n her
fr�endsh�p.

“Come,” she answered w�th the same perplex�ty on her face.
Pansh�n br�ghtened up at Lavretsky’s departure: he began to g�ve

adv�ce to Gedeonovsky, pa�d �ron�cal attent�ons to Madame
Byelen�ts�n, and at last sang h�s song. But w�th L�sa he st�ll spoke
and looked as before, �mpress�vely and rather mournfully.

Aga�n Lavretsky d�d not sleep all n�ght. He was not sad, he was
not ag�tated, he was qu�te clam; but he could not sleep. He d�d not
even remember the past; he s�mply looked at h�s l�fe; h�s heart beat
slowly and evenly; the hours gl�ded by; he d�d not even th�nk of
sleep. Only at t�mes the thought flashed through h�s bra�n: “But �t �s
not true, �t �s all nonsense,” and he stood st�ll, bowed h�s head and
aga�n began to ponder on the l�fe before h�m.



Chapter XXIX

Marya Dm�tr�evna d�d not g�ve Lavretsky an over-cord�al welcome
when he made h�s appearance the follow�ng day. “Upon my word,
he’s always �n and out,” she thought. She d�d not much care for h�m,
and Pansh�n, under whose �nfluence she was, had been very artful
and d�sparag�ng �n h�s pra�ses of h�m the even�ng before. And as she
d�d not regard h�m as a v�s�tor, and d�d not cons�der �t necessary to
enterta�n a relat�on, almost one of the fam�ly, �t came to pass that �n
less than half-an hour’s t�me he found h�mself walk�ng �n an avenue
�n the grounds w�th L�sa. Lenotchka and Shurotchka were runn�ng
about a few paces from them �n the flower-garden.

L�sa was as calm as usual but more than usually pale. She took
out of her pocket and held out to Lavretsky the sheet of the
newspaper folded up small.

“That �s terr�ble!” she sa�d.
Lavretsky made no reply.
“But perhaps �t �s not true, though,” added L�sa.
“That �s why I asked you not to speak of �t to any one.”
L�sa walked on a l�ttle.
“Tell me,” she began: “you are not gr�eved? not at all?”
“I do not know myself what I feel,” repl�ed Lavretsky.
“But you loved her once?”
“Yes.”
“Very much?”
“Yes.”
“So you are not gr�eved at her death?”
“She was dead to me long ago.”



“It �s s�nful to say that. Do not be angry w�th me. You call me your
fr�end: a fr�end may say everyth�ng. To me �t �s really terr�ble....
Yesterday there was an ev�l look �n your face.... Do you remember
not long ago how you abused her, and she, perhaps, at that very
t�me was dead? It �s terr�ble. It has been sent to you as a
pun�shment.”

Lavretsky sm�led b�tterly.
“Do you th�nk so? At least, I am now free.”
L�sa gave a sl�ght shudder.
“Stop, do not talk l�ke that. Of what use �s your freedom to you?

You ought not to be th�nk�ng of that now, but of forg�veness.”
“I forgave her long ago,” Lavretsky �nterposed w�th a gesture of the

hand.
“No, that �s not �t,” repl�ed L�sa, flush�ng. “You d�d not understand

me. You ought to be seek�ng to be forg�ven.”
“To be forg�ven by whom?”
“By whom? God. Who can forg�ve us, but God?”
Lavretsky se�zed her hand.
“Ah, L�saveta M�halovna, bel�eve me,” he cr�ed, “I have been

pun�shed enough as �t �s. I have exp�ated everyth�ng already, bel�eve
me.”

“That you cannot know,” L�sa murmured �n an undertone. “You
have forgotten—not long ago, when you were talk�ng to me—you
were not ready to forg�ve her.”

She walked �n s�lence along the avenue.
“And what about your daughter?” L�sa asked, suddenly stopp�ng

short.
Lavretsky started.
“Oh, don’t be uneasy! I have already sent letters �n all d�rect�ons.

The future of my daughter, as you call—as you say—�s assured. Do
not be uneasy.”

L�sa sm�led mournfully.



“But you are r�ght,” cont�nued Lavretsky, “what can I do w�th my
freedom? What good �s �t to me?”

“When d�d you get that paper?” sa�d L�sa, w�thout reply�ng to h�s
quest�on.

“The day after your v�s�t.”
“And �s �t poss�ble you d�d not even shed tears?”
“No. I was thunderstruck; but where were tears to come from?

Should I weep over the past? but �t �s utterly ext�nct for me! Her very
fault d�d not destroy my happ�ness, but only showed me that �t had
never been at all. What �s there to weep over now? Though �ndeed,
who knows? I m�ght, perhaps, have been more gr�eved �f I had got
th�s news a fortn�ght sooner.”

“A fortn�ght?” repeated L�sa. “But what has happened then �n the
last fortn�ght?”

Lavretsky made no answer, and suddenly L�sa flushed even more
than before.

“Yes, yes, you guess why,” Lavretsky cr�ed suddenly, “�n the
course of th�s fortn�ght I have come to know the value of a pure
woman’s heart, and my past seems further from me than ever.”

L�sa was confused, and went gently �nto the flower-garden towards
Lenotchka and Shurotchka.

“But I am glad I showed you that newspaper,” sa�d Lavretsky,
walk�ng after her; “already I have grown used to h�d�ng noth�ng from
you, and I hope you w�ll repay me w�th the same conf�dence.”

“Do you expect �t?” sa�d L�sa, stand�ng st�ll. “In that case I ought—
but no! It �s �mposs�ble.”

“What �s �t? Tell me, tell me.”
“Really, I bel�eve I ought not—after all, though,” added L�sa,

turn�ng to Lavretsky w�th a sm�le, “what’s the good of half
conf�dence? Do you know I rece�ved a letter today?”

“From Pansh�n?”
“Yes. How d�d you know?”
“He asks for your hand?”



“Yes,” repl�ed L�sa, look�ng Lavretsky stra�ght �n the face w�th a
ser�ous express�on.

Lavretsky on h�s s�de looked ser�ously at L�sa.
“Well, and what answer have you g�ven h�m?” he managed to say

at last.
“I don’t know what answer to g�ve,” repl�ed L�sa, lett�ng her clasped

hands fall.
“How �s that? Do you love h�m, then?”
“Yes, I l�ke h�m; he seems a n�ce man.”
“You sa�d the very same th�ng, and �n the very same words, three

days ago. I want to know do you love h�m w�th that �ntense
pass�onate feel�ng wh�ch we usually call love?”

“As you understand �t—no.”
“You’re not �n love w�th h�m?”
“No. But �s that necessary?”
“What do you mean?”
“Mamma l�kes h�m,” cont�nued L�sa, “he �s k�nd; I have noth�ng

aga�nst h�m.”
“You hes�tate, however.”
“Yes—and perhaps—you, your words are the cause of �t. Do you

remember what you sa�d three days ago? But that �s weakness.”
“O my ch�ld!” cr�ed Lavretsky suddenly, and h�s vo�ce was shak�ng,

“don’t cheat yourself w�th soph�str�es, don’t call weakness the cry of
your heart, wh�ch �s not ready to g�ve �tself w�thout love. Do not take
on yourself such a fearful respons�b�l�ty to th�s man, whom you don’t
love, though you are ready to belong to h�m.”

“I’m obey�ng, I take noth�ng on myself,” L�sa was murmur�ng.
“Obey your heart; only that w�ll tell you the truth,” Lavretsky

�nterrupted her. “Exper�ence, prudence, all that �s dust and ashes! Do
not depr�ve yourself of the best, of the sole happ�ness on earth.”

“Do you say that, Fedor Ivan�tch? You yourself marr�ed for love,
and were you happy?”

Lavretsky threw up h�s arms.



“Ah, don’t talk about me! You can’t even understand all that a
young, �nexper�enced, badly brought-up boy may m�stake for love!
Indeed though, after all, why should I be unfa�r to myself? I told you
just now that I had not had happ�ness. No! I was not happy!”

“It seems to me, Fedor Ivan�tch,” L�sa murmured �n a low vo�ce—
when she d�d not agree w�th the person whom she was talk�ng, she
always dropped her vo�ce; and now too she was deeply moved
—“happ�ness on earth does not depend on ourselves.”

“On ourselves, ourselves, bel�eve me” (he se�zed both her hands;
L�sa grew pale and almost w�th terror but st�ll steadfastly looked at
h�m): “�f only we do not ru�n our l�ves. For some people marr�age for
love may be unhapp�ness; but not for you, w�th your calm
temperament, and your clear soul; I beseech you, do not marry
w�thout love, from a sense of duty, self-sacr�f�ce, or anyth�ng.... That
�s �nf�del�ty, that �s mercenary, and worse st�ll. Bel�eve me,—I have
the r�ght to say so; I have pa�d dearly for the r�ght. And �f your God
—.”

At that �nstant Lavretsky not�ced that Lenotchka and Shurotchka
were stand�ng near L�sa, and star�ng �n dumb amazement at h�m. He
dropped L�sa’s hands, say�ng hurr�edly, “I beg your pardon,” and
turned away towards the house.

“One th�ng only I beg of you,” he added, return�ng aga�n to L�sa;
“don’t dec�de at once, wa�t a l�ttle, th�nk of what I have sa�d to you.
Even �f you don’t bel�eve me, even �f you d�d dec�de on a marr�age of
prudence—even �n that case you mustn’t marry Pansh�n. He can’t be
your husband. You w�ll prom�se me not to be �n a hurry, won’t you?”

L�sa tr�ed to answer Lavretsky, but she d�d not utter a word—not
because she was resolved to “be �n a hurry,” but because her heart
was beat�ng too v�olently and a feel�ng, ak�n to terror, stopped her
breath.



Chapter XXX

As he was com�ng away from the Kal�t�ns, Lavretsky met Pansh�n;
they bowed coldly to one another. Lavretsky went to h�s lodg�ngs,
and locked h�mself �n. He was exper�enc�ng emot�ons such as he
had hardly ever exper�enced before. How long ago was �t s�nce he
had thought h�mself �n a state of peaceful petr�fact�on? How long was
�t s�nce he had felt as he had expressed h�mself at the very bottom of
the r�ver? What had changed h�s pos�t�on? What had brought h�m out
of h�s sol�tude? The most ord�nary, �nev�table, though always
unexpected event, death? Yes; but he was not th�nk�ng so much of
h�s w�fe’s death and h�s own freedom, as of th�s quest�on—what
answer would L�sa g�ve Pansh�n? He felt that �n the course of the last
three days, he had come to look at her w�th d�fferent eyes; he
remembered how after return�ng home when he thought of her �n the
s�lence of the n�ght, he had sa�d to h�mself, “�f only!”... That “�f only”—
�n wh�ch he had referred to the past, to the �mposs�ble had come to
pass, though not as he had �mag�ned �t,—but h�s freedom alone was
l�ttle. “She w�ll obey her mother,” he thought, “she w�ll marry Pansh�n;
but even �f she refuses h�m, won’t �t be just the same as far as I am
concerned?” Go�ng up to the look�ng-glass he m�nutely scrut�n�sed
h�s own face and shrugged h�s shoulders.

The day passed qu�ckly by �n these med�tat�ons; and even�ng
came. Lavretsky went to the Kal�t�ns’. He walked qu�ckly, but h�s
pace slackened as he drew near the house. Before the steps was
stand�ng Pansh�n’s l�ght carr�age. “Come,” though Lavretsky, “I w�ll
not be an ego�st”—and he went �nto the house. He met w�th no one
w�th�n-doors, and there was no sound �n the draw�ng-room; he
opened the door and saw Marya Dm�tr�evna play�ng p�cquet w�th
Pansh�n. Pansh�n bowed to h�m w�thout speak�ng, but the lady of the



house cr�ed, “Well, th�s �s unexpected!” and sl�ghtly frowned.
Lavretsky sat down near her, and began to look at her cards.

“Do you know how to play p�cquet?” she asked h�m w�th a k�nd of
h�dden vexat�on, and then declared that she had thrown away a
wrong card.

Pansh�n counted n�nety, and began calmly and urbanely tak�ng
tr�cks w�th a severe and d�gn�f�ed express�on of face. So �t bef�ts
d�plomat�sts to play; th�s was no doubt how he played �n Petersburg
w�th some �nfluent�al d�gn�tary, whom he w�shed to �mpress w�th a
favourable op�n�on of h�s sol�d�ty and matur�ty. “A hundred and one, a
hundred and two, hearts, a hundred and three,” sounded h�s vo�ce �n
measured tones, and Lavretsky could not dec�de whether �t had a
r�ng of reproach or of self-sat�sfact�on.

“Can I see Marfa T�mofyevna?” he �nqu�red, observ�ng that
Pansh�n was sett�ng to work to shuffle the cards w�th st�ll more
d�gn�ty. There was not a trace of the art�st to be detected �n h�m now.

“I th�nk you can. She �s at home, up-sta�rs,” repl�ed Marya
Dm�tr�evna; “�nqu�re for her.”

Lavretsky went up-sta�rs. He found Marfa T�mofyevna also at
cards; she was play�ng old ma�d w�th Nastasya Karpovna. Roska
barked at h�m; but both the old lad�es welcomed h�m cord�ally. Marfa
T�mofyevna espec�ally seemed �n excellent sp�r�ts.

“Ah! Fedya!” she began, “pray s�t down, my dear. We are just
f�n�sh�ng our game. Would you l�ke some preserve? Shurotchka,
br�ng h�m a pot of strawberry. You don’t want any? Well, s�t there;
only you mustn’t smoke; I can’t bear your tobacco, and �t makes
Matross sneeze.”

Lavretsky made haste to assure her that he had not the least
des�re to smoke.

“Have you been down-sta�rs?” the old lady cont�nued. “Whom d�d
you see there? Is Pansh�n st�ll on v�ew? D�d you see L�sa? No? She
was mean�ng to come up here. And here she �s: speak of angels—”

L�sa came �nto the room, and she flushed when she saw
Lavretsky.

“I came �n for a m�nute, Marfa T�mofyevna,” she was beg�nn�ng.



“Why for a m�nute?” �nterposed the old lady. “Why are you always
�n such a hurry, you young people? You see I have a v�s�tor; talk to
h�m a l�ttle, and enterta�n h�m.”

L�sa sat down on the edge of a cha�r; she ra�sed her eyes to
Lavretsky—and felt that �t was �mposs�ble not to let h�m know how
her �nterv�ew w�th Pansh�n had ended. But how was she to do �t?
She felt both awkward and ashamed. She had not long known h�m,
th�s man who rarely went to church, and took h�s w�fe’s death so
calmly—and here was she, conf�d�ng al her secrets to h�m.... It was
true he took an �nterest �n her; she herself trusted h�m and felt drawn
to h�m; but all the same, she was ashamed, as though a stranger
had been �nto her pure, ma�den bower.

Marfa T�mofyevna came to her ass�stance.
“Well, �f you won’t enterta�n h�m,” sa�d Marfa T�mofyevna, “who

w�ll, poor fellow? I am too old for h�m, he �s too clever for me, and for
Nastasya Karpovna he’s too old, �t’s only the qu�te young men she
w�ll look at.”

“How can I enterta�n Fedor Ivan�tch?” sa�d L�sa. “If he l�kes, had I
not better play h�m someth�ng on the p�ano?” she added �rresolutely.

“Cap�tal; you’re my clever g�rl,” rejo�ned Marfa T�mofyevna. “Step
down-sta�rs, my dears; when you have f�n�shed, come back: I have
been made old ma�d, I don’t l�ke �t, I want to have my revenge.”

L�sa got up. Lavretsky went after her. As she went down the
sta�rcase, L�sa stopped.

“They say truly,” she began, “that people’s hearts are full of
contrad�ct�ons. Your example ought to fr�ghten me, to make me
d�strust marr�age for love; but I—”

“You have refused h�m?” �nterrupted Lavretsky.
“No; but I have not consented e�ther. I told h�m everyth�ng,

everyth�ng I felt, and asked h�m to wa�t a l�ttle. Are you pleased w�th
me?” she added w�th a sw�ft sm�le—and w�th a l�ght touch of her
hand on the ban�ster she ran down the sta�rs.

“What shall I play to you?” she asked, open�ng the p�ano.
“What you l�ke,” answered Lavretsky as he sat down so that he

could look at her.



L�sa began to play, and for a long wh�le she d�d not l�ft her eyes
from her f�ngers. She glanced at last at Lavretsky, and stopped short;
h�s face seemed strange and beaut�ful to her.

“What �s the matter w�th you?” she asked.
“Noth�ng,” he repl�ed; “I’m very happy; I’m glad of you, I’m glad to

see you—go on.”
“It seems to me,” sa�d L�sa a few moments later, “that �f he had

really loved me, he would not have wr�tten that letter; he must have
felt that I could not g�ve h�m an answer now.”

“That �s of no consequence,” observed Lavretsky, “what �s
�mportant �s that you don’t love h�m.”

“Stop, how can we talk l�ke th�s? I keep th�nk�ng of you dead w�fe,
and you fr�ghten me.”

“Don’t you th�nk, Voldemar, that L�seta plays charm�ngly?” Marya
Dm�tr�evna was say�ng at that moment to Pansh�n.

“Yes,” answered Pansh�n, “very charm�ngly.”
Marya Dm�tr�evna looked tenderly at her young partner, but the

latter assumed a st�ll more �mportant and care-worn a�r and called
fourteen k�ngs.



Chapter XXXI

Lavretsky was not a young man; he could not long delude h�mself
as to the nature of the feel�ng �nsp�red �n h�m by L�sa; he was brought
on that day to the f�nal conv�ct�on that he loved her. Th�s conv�ct�on
d�d not g�ve h�m ay great pleasure. “Have I really noth�ng better to
do,” he thought, “at th�rty-f�ve than to put my soul �nto a woman’s
keep�ng aga�n? But L�sa �s not l�ke her; she would not demand
degrad�ng sacr�f�ces from me: she would not tempt me away from my
dut�es; she would herself �nc�te me to hard honest work, and we
would walk hand �n hand towards a noble a�m. Yes,” he concluded
h�s reflect�ons, “that’s all very f�ne, but the worst of �t �s that she does
not �n the least w�sh to walk hand �n hand w�th me. She meant �t
when she sa�d that I fr�ghtened her. But she doesn’t love Pansh�n
e�ther—a poor consolat�on!”

Lavretsky went back to Vass�lyevskoe, but he could not get
through four days there—so dull �t seemed to h�m. He was also �n
agon�es of suspense; the news announced by M. Jules requ�red
conf�rmat�on, and he had rece�ved no letters of any k�nd. He returned
to the town and spent an even�ng at the Kal�t�ns’. He could eas�ly see
that Marya Dm�tr�evna had to been set aga�nst h�m; but he
succeeded �n soften�ng her a l�ttle, by los�ng f�fteen roubles to her at
p�cquet, and he spent nearly half an hour almost alone w�th L�sa �n
sp�te of the fact that her mother had adv�sed her the prev�ous
even�ng not to be too �nt�mate w�th a man qu� a un s� grand r�d�cule.
He found a change �n her; she had become, as �t were, more
thoughtful. She reproached h�m for h�s absence and asked h�m
would he not go on the morrow to mass? (The next day was
Sunday.)



“Do go,” she sa�d before he had t�me to answer, “we w�ll pray
together for the repose of her soul.” Then she added that she d�d not
know how to act—she d�d not know whether she had the r�ght to
make Pansh�n wa�t any longer for her dec�s�on.

“Why so?” �nqu�red Lavretsky.
“Because,” she sa�d, “I beg�n now to suspect what that dec�s�on

w�ll be.”
She declared that her head ached and went to her own room up-

sta�rs, hes�tat�ngly hold�ng out the t�ps of her f�ngers to Lavretsky.
The next day Lavretsky went to mass. L�sa was already �n the

church when he came �n. She not�ced h�m though she d�d not turn
round towards h�m. She prayed fervently, her eyes were full of a
calm l�ght, calmly she bowed her head and l�fted �t aga�n. He felt that
she was pray�ng for h�m too, and h�s heart was f�lled w�th a
marvelous tenderness. He was happy and a l�ttle ashamed. The
people reverently stand�ng, the homely faces, the harmon�ous
s�ng�ng, the scent of �ncense, the long slant�ng gleams of l�ght from
the w�ndows, the very darkness of the walls and arched roofs, all
went to h�s heart. For long he had not been to church, for long he
had not turned to God: even now he uttered no words of prayer—he
d�d not even pray w�thout words—but, at least, for a moment �n all
h�s m�nd, �f not �n h�s body, he bowed down and meekly humbled
h�mself to earth. He remembered how, �n h�s ch�ldhood, he had
always prayed �n church unt�l he had felt, as �t were, a cool touch on
h�s brow; that, he used to th�nk then, �s the guard�an angel rece�v�ng
me, lay�ng on me the seal of grace. He glanced at L�sa. “You brought
me here,” he thought, “touch me, touch my soul.” She was st�ll
pray�ng calmly; her face seemed to h�m full of joy, and he was
softened anew: he prayed for another soul, peace; for h�s own,
forg�veness.

They met �n the porch; she greeted h�m w�th glad and grac�ous
ser�ousness. The sun br�ghtly l�ghted up the young grass �n the
church-yard, and the str�ped dresses and kerch�efs of the women;
the bells of the churches near were t�nkl�ng overhead; and the crows
were caw�ng about the hedges. Lavretsky stood w�th uncovered
head, a sm�le on h�s l�ps; the l�ght breeze l�fted h�s ha�r, and the



r�bbons of L�sa’s hat. He put L�sa and Lenotchka who was w�th her
�nto the�r carr�age, d�v�ded all h�s money among the poor, and
peacefully sauntered home.



Chapter XXXII

Pa�nful days followed for Fedor Ivan�tch. He found h�mself �n a
cont�nual fever. Every morn�ng he made for the post, and tore open
letters and papers �n ag�tat�on, and nowhere d�d he f�nd anyth�ng
wh�ch could conf�rm or d�sprove the fateful rumour. Somet�mes he
was d�sgust�ng to h�mself. “What am I about,” he thought, “wa�t�ng,
l�ke a vulture for blood, for certa�n news of my w�fe’s death?” He went
to the Kal�t�ns every day, but th�ngs had grown no eas�er for h�m
there; the lady of the house was obv�ously sulky w�th h�m, and
rece�ved h�m very condescend�ngly. Pansh�n treated h�m w�th
exaggerated pol�teness; Lemm had entrenched h�mself �n h�s
m�santhropy and hardly bowed to h�m, and, worst of all, L�sa seemed
to avo�d h�m. When she happened to be left alone w�th h�m, �nstead
of her former candour there was v�s�ble embarrassment on her part,
she d�d not know what to say to h�m, and he, too, felt confused. In
the space of a few days L�sa had become qu�te d�fferent from what
she was as he knew her: �n her movements, her vo�ce, her very
laugh a secret tremor, an unevenness never there before was
apparent. Marya Dm�tr�evna, l�ke a true ego�st, suspected noth�ng;
but Marfa T�mofyevna began to keep a watch over her favour�te.
Lavretsky more than once reproached h�mself for hav�ng shown L�sa
the newspaper he had rece�ved; he could not but be consc�ous that
�n h�s sp�r�tual cond�t�on there was someth�ng revolt�ng to a pure
nature. He �mag�ned also that the change �n L�sa was the result of
her �nward confl�cts, her doubts as to what answer to g�ve Pansh�n.

One day she brought h�m a book, a novel of Walter Scott’s, wh�ch
she had herself asked h�m for.

“Have you read �t?” he sa�d.



“No; I can’t br�ng myself to read just now,” she answered, and was
about to go away.

“Stop a m�nute, �t �s so long s�nce I have been alone w�th you. You
seem to be afra�d of me.”

“Yes.”
“Why so, pray?”
“I don’t know.”
Lavretsky was s�lent.
“Tell me,” he began, “you haven’t yet dec�ded?”
“What do you mean?” she sa�d, not ra�s�ng her eyes.
“You understand me.”
L�sa flushed cr�mson all at once.
“Don’t ask me about anyth�ng!” she broke out hotly. “I know

noth�ng; I don’t know myself.” And �nstantly she was gone.
The follow�ng day Lavretsky arr�ved at the Kal�t�ns’ after d�nner and

found there all the preparat�ons for an even�ng serv�ce. In the corner
of the d�n�ng-room on a square table covered w�th a clean cloth were
already arranged, lean�ng up aga�nst the wall, the small holy p�ctures
�n old frames, set w�th tarn�shed jewels. The old servant �n a grey
coat and shoes was mov�ng no�selessly and w�thout haste all about
the room; he set two wax-candles �n the sl�m candlest�cks before the
holy p�ctures, crossed h�mself, bowed, and slowly went out. The
unl�ghted draw�ng-room was empty. Lavretsky went �nto the d�n�ng-
room and asked �f �t was some one’s name-day.

In a wh�sper they told h�m no, but that the even�ng serv�ce had
been arranged at the des�re of L�saveta M�halovna and Marfa
T�mofyevna; that �t had been �ntended to �nv�te a wonder-work�ng
�mage, but that the latter had gone th�rty versts away to v�s�t a s�ck
man. Soon the pr�est arr�ved w�th the deacons; he was a man no
longer young, w�th a large bald head; he coughed loudly �n the hall:
the lad�es at once f�led slowly out of the boudo�r, and went up to
rece�ve h�s bless�ng; Lavretsky bowed to them �n s�lence; and �n
s�lence they bowed to h�m. The pr�est stood st�ll for a l�ttle wh�le,
coughed once aga�n, and asked �n a bass undertone—



“You w�sh me to beg�n?”
“Pray beg�n father,” repl�ed Marya Dm�tr�evna.
He began to put on h�s robes; a deacon �n a surpl�ce asked

obsequ�ously for a hot ember; there was a scent of �ncense. The
ma�ds and men-servants came out from the hall and rema�ned
huddled close together before the door. Roska, who never came
down from up-sta�rs, suddenly ran �nto the d�n�ng-room; they began
to chase her out; she was scared, doubled back �nto the room and
sat down; a footman p�cked her up and carr�ed her away.

The even�ng serv�ce began. Lavretsky squeezed h�mself �nto a
corner; h�s emot�ons were strange, almost sad; he could not h�mself
make out clearly what he was feel�ng. Marya Dm�tr�evna stood �n
front of all, before the cha�rs; she crossed herself w�th langu�d
carelessness, l�ke a grand lady, and f�rst looked about her, then
suddenly l�fted her eyes to the ce�l�ng; she was bored. Marfa
T�mofyevna looked worr�ed; Nastasya Karpovna bowed down to the
ground and got up w�th a k�nd of d�screet, subdued rustle; L�sa
rema�ned stand�ng �n her place mot�onless; from the concentrated
express�on of her face �t could be seen that she was pray�ng
steadfastly and fervently. When she bowed to the cross at the end of
the serv�ce, she also k�ssed the large red hand of the pr�est. Marya
Dm�tr�evna �nv�ted the latter to have some tea; he took off h�s
vestment, assumed a somewhat more worldly a�r, and passed �nto
the draw�ng-room w�th the lad�es. Conversat�on—not too l�vely—
began. The pr�est drank four cups of tea, �ncessantly w�p�ng h�s bald
head w�th h�s handkerch�ef; he related among other th�ngs that the
merchant Avoshn�kov was subscr�b�ng seven hundred roubles to
g�ld�ng the “cumpola” of the church, and �nformed them of a sure
remedy aga�nst freckles. Lavretsky tr�ed to s�t near L�sa, but her
manner was severe, almost stern, and she d�d not once glance at
h�m. She appeared �ntent�onally not to observe h�m; a k�nd of cold,
grave enthus�asm seemed to have taken possess�on of her.
Lavretsky for some reason or other tr�ed to sm�le and to say
someth�ng amus�ng; but there was perplex�ty �n h�s heart, and he
went away at last �n secret bew�lderment .... He felt there was
someth�ng �n L�sa to wh�ch he could never penetrate.



Another t�me Lavretsky was s�tt�ng �n the draw�ng-room l�sten�ng to
the sly but ted�ous goss�p of Gedeonovsky, when suddenly, w�thout
h�mself know�ng why, he turned round and caught a profound,
attent�ve quest�on�ng look �n L�sa’s eyes.... It was bent on h�m, th�s
en�gmat�c look. Lavretsky thought of �t the whole n�ght long. H�s love
was not l�ke a boy’s; s�ghs and agon�es were not �n h�s l�ne, and L�sa
herself d�d not �nsp�re a pass�on of that k�nd; but for every age love
has �ts tortures—and he was spared none of them.



Chapter XXXIII

One day Lavretsky, accord�ng to h�s hab�t, was at the Kal�t�ns’.
After an exhaust�ngly hot day, such a lovely even�ng had set �n that
Marya Dm�tr�evna, �n sp�te of her avers�on to a draught, ordered all
the w�ndows and doors �nto the garden to be thrown open, and
declared that she would not play cards, that �t was a s�n to play cards
�n such weather, and one ought to enjoy nature. Pansh�n was the
only guest. He was st�mulated by the beauty of the even�ng, and
consc�ous of a flood of art�st�c sensat�ons, but he d�d not care to s�ng
before Lavretsky, so he fell to read�ng poetry; he read aloud well, but
too self-consc�ously and w�th unnecessary ref�nements, a few poems
of Lermontov (Pushk�n had not then come �nto fash�on aga�n). Then
suddenly, as though ashamed of h�s enthus�asm, began, à propos of
the well-known poem, “A Rever�e,” to attack and fall foul of the
younger generat�on. Wh�le do�ng so he d�d not lose the opportun�ty of
expound�ng how he would change everyth�ng after h�s own fash�on, �f
the power were �n h�s hands. “Russ�a,” he sa�d, “has fallen beh�nd
Europe; we must catch her up. It �s ma�nta�ned that we are young—
that’s nonsense. Moreover we have no �nvent�veness: Homakov
h�mself adm�ts that we have not even �nvented mouse-traps.
Consequently, whether we w�ll or no, we must borrow from others.
We are s�ck, Lermontov says—I agree w�th h�m. But we are s�ck from
hav�ng only half become Europeans, we must take a ha�r of the dog
that b�t us (“le cadastre,” thought Lavretsky). “The best head, les
me�lleures têtes,” he cont�nued, “among us have long been
conv�nced of �t. All peoples are essent�ally al�ke; only �ntroduce
among them good �nst�tut�ons, and the th�ng �s done. Of course there
may be adaptat�on to the ex�st�ng nat�onal l�fe; that �s our affa�r—the
affa�r of the off�c�al (he almost sa�d “govern�ng”) class. But �n case of
need don’t be uneasy. The �nst�tut�ons w�ll transform the l�fe �tself.”



Marya Dm�tr�evna most feel�ngly assented to all Pansh�n sa�d. “What
a clever man,” she thought, “�s talk�ng �n my draw�ng-room!” L�sa sat
�n s�lence lean�ng back aga�nst the w�ndow; Lavretsky too was s�lent.
Marfa T�mofyevna, play�ng cards w�th her old fr�end �n the corner,
muttered someth�ng to herself. Pansh�n walked up and down the
room, and spoke eloquently, but w�th secret exasperat�on. It seemed
as �f he were abus�ng not a whole generat�on but a few people
known to h�m. In a great l�lac bush �n the Kal�t�ns’ garden a
n�ght�ngale had bu�lt �ts nest; �ts f�rst even�ng notes f�lled the pauses
of the eloquent speech; the f�rst stars were beg�nn�ng to sh�ne �n the
rosy sky over the mot�onless tops of the l�mes. Lavretsky got up and
began to answer Pansh�n; an argument sprang up. Lavretsky
champ�oned the youth and the �ndependence of Russ�a; he was
ready to throw over h�mself and h�s generat�on, but he stood up for
the new men, the�r conv�ct�ons and des�res. Pansh�n answered
sharply and �rr�tably. He ma�nta�ned that the �ntell�gent people ought
to change everyth�ng, and was at last even brought to the po�nt of
forgett�ng h�s pos�t�on as a kammer-yunker, and h�s career as an
off�c�al, and call�ng Lavretsky an ant�quated conservat�ve, even
h�nt�ng—very remotely �t �s true—at h�s dub�ous pos�t�on �n soc�ety.
Lavretsky d�d not lose h�s temper. He d�d not ra�se h�s vo�ce (he
recollected that M�halev�tch too had called h�m ant�quated but an
ant�quated Volta�rean), and calmly proceeded to refute Pansh�n at all
po�nts. He proved to h�m the �mpract�cab�l�ty of sudden leaps and
reforms from above, founded ne�ther on knowledge of the mother-
country, nor on any genu�ne fa�th �n any �deal, even a negat�ve one.
He brought forward h�s own educat�on as an example, and
demanded before all th�ngs a recogn�t�on of the true sp�r�t of the
people and subm�ss�on to �t, w�thout wh�ch even a courageous
combat aga�nst error �s �mposs�ble. F�nally he adm�tted the reproach
—well-deserved as he thought—of reckless waste of t�me and
strength.

“That �s all very f�ne!” cr�ed Pansh�n at last, gett�ng angry. “You now
have just returned to Russ�a, what do you �ntend to do?”

“Cult�vate the so�l,” answered Lavretsky, “and try to cult�vate �t as
well as poss�ble.”



“That �s very pra�seworthy, no doubt,” rejo�ned Pansh�n, “and I
have been told that you have already had great success �n that l�ne;
but you must allow that not every one �s f�t for pursu�ts of that k�nd.”

“Une nature poét�que,” observed Marya Dm�tr�evna, “cannot, to be
sure, cult�vate... et pu�s, �t �s your vocat�on, Vlad�m�r N�kola�ch, to do
everyth�ng en grand.”

Th�s was too much even for Pansh�n: he grew confused and
changed the conversat�on. He tr�ed to turn �t upon the beauty of the
starl�t sky, the mus�c of Schubert; noth�ng was successful. He ended
by propos�ng to Marya Dm�tr�evna a game of p�cquet. “What! on such
an even�ng?” she repl�ed feebly. She ordered the cards to be brought
�n, however. Pansh�n tore open a new pack of cards w�th a loud
crash, and L�sa and Lavretsky both got up as �f by agreement, and
went and placed themselves near Marfa T�mofyevna. They both felt
all at once so happy that they were even a l�ttle afra�d of rema�n�ng
alone together, and at the same t�me they both felt that the
embarrassment they had been consc�ous of for the last few days had
van�shed, and would return no more. The old lady stealth�ly patted
Lavretsky on the cheek, slyly screwed up her eyes, and shook her
head once or tw�ce, add�ng �n a wh�sper, “You have shut up our
clever fr�end, many thanks.” Everyth�ng was hushed �n the room; the
only sound was the fa�nt crackl�ng of the wax-candles, and
somet�mes the tap of a hand on the table, and an exclamat�on or
reckon�ng of po�nts; and the r�ch torrent of the n�ght�ngale’s song,
powerful p�erc�ngly sweet, poured �n at the w�ndow, together w�th the
dewy freshness of the n�ght.



Chapter XXXIV

L�sa had not uttered a word �n the course of the d�spute between
Lavretsky and Pansh�n, but she had followed �t attent�vely and was
completely on Lavretsky’s s�de. Pol�t�cs �nterested her very l�ttle; but
the superc�l�ous tone of the worldly off�c�al (he had never del�vered
h�mself �n that way before) repelled her; h�s contempt for Russ�a
wounded her. It had never occurred to L�sa that she was a patr�ot;
but her heart was w�th the Russ�an people; the Russ�an turn of m�nd
del�ghted her; she would talk for hours together w�thout ceremony to
the peasant-overseer of her mother’s property when he came to the
town, and she talked to h�m as to an equal, w�thout any of the
condescens�on of a super�or. Lavretsky felt all th�s; he would not
have troubled h�mself to answer Pansh�n by h�mself; he had spoken
only for L�sa’s sake. They had sa�d noth�ng to one another, the�r eyes
even had seldom met. But they both knew that they had grown
closer that even�ng, they knew that they l�ked and d�sl�ked the same
th�ngs. On one po�nt only were they d�v�ded; but L�sa secretly hoped
to br�ng h�m to God. They sat near Marfa T�mofyevna, and appeared
to be follow�ng her play; �ndeed, they were really follow�ng �t, but
meanwh�le the�r hearts were full, and noth�ng was lost on them; for
them the n�ght�ngale sang, and the stars shone, and the trees gently
murmured, lulled to sleep by the summer warmth and softness.
Lavretsky was completely carr�ed away, and surrendered h�mself
wholly to h�s pass�on—and rejo�ced �n �t. But no word can express
what was pass�ng �n the pure heart of the young g�rl. It was a
mystery for herself. Let �t rema�n a mystery for all. No one knows, no
one has seen, nor w�ll ever see, how the gra�n, dest�ned to l�fe and
growth, swells and r�pens �n the bosom of the earth.



Ten o’clock struck. Marfa T�mofyevna went off up-sta�rs to her own
apartments w�th Nastasya Karpovna. Lavretsky and L�sa walked
across the room, stopped at the open door �nto the garden, looked
�nto the darkness �n the d�stance and then at one another, and
sm�led. They could have taken each other’s hands, �t seemed, and
talked to the�r hearts’ content. They returned to Marya Dm�tr�evna
and Pansh�n, where a game of p�cquet was st�ll dragg�ng on. The last
k�ng was called at last, and the lady of the house rose, s�gh�ng and
groan�ng from her well-cush�oned easy cha�r. Pansh�n took h�s hat,
k�ssed Marya Dm�tr�evna’s hand, remark�ng that noth�ng h�ndered
some happy people now from sleep�ng, but that he had to s�t up over
stup�d papers t�ll morn�ng, and departed, bow�ng coldly to L�sa (he
had not expected that she would ask h�m to wa�t so long for an
answer to h�s offer, and he was cross w�th her for �t). Lavretsky
followed h�m. They parted at the gate. Pansh�n waked h�s coachman
by pok�ng h�m �n the neck w�th the end of h�s st�ck, took h�s seat �n
the carr�age and rolled away. Lavretsky d�d not want to go home. He
walked away from the town �nto the open country. The n�ght was st�ll
and clear, though there was no moon. Lavretsky rambled a long t�me
over the dewy grass. He came across a l�ttle narrow path; and went
along �t. It led h�m up to a long fence, and to a l�ttle gate; he tr�ed, not
know�ng why, to push �t open. W�th a fa�nt creak the gate opened, as
though �t had been wa�t�ng the touch of h�s hand. Lavretsky went �nto
the garden. After a few paces along a walk of l�me-trees he stopped
short �n amazement; he recogn�sed the Kal�t�ns’ garden.

He moved at once �nto a black patch of shade thrown by a th�ck
clump of hazels, and stood a long wh�le w�thout mov�ng, shrugg�ng
h�s shoulders �n aston�shment.

“Th�s cannot be for noth�ng,” he thought.
All was hushed around. From the d�rect�on of the house not a

sound reached h�m. He went caut�ously forward. At the bend of an
avenue suddenly the whole house confronted h�m w�th �ts dark face;
�n two upsta�r-w�ndows only a l�ght was sh�n�ng. In L�sa’s room
beh�nd the wh�te curta�n a candle was burn�ng, and �n Marfa
T�mofyevna’s bedroom a lamp shone w�th red-f�re before the holy
p�cture, and was reflected w�th equal br�ll�ance on the gold frame.



Below, the door on to the balcony gaped w�de open. Lavretsky sat
down on a wooden garden-seat, leaned on h�s elbow, and began to
watch th�s door and L�sa’s w�ndow. In the town �t struck m�dn�ght; a
l�ttle clock �n the house shr�lly clanged out twelve; the watchman beat
�t w�th jerky strokes upon h�s board. Lavretsky had no thought, no
expectat�on; �t was sweet to h�m to feel h�mself near L�sa, to s�t �n her
garden on the seat where she herself had sat more than once.

The l�ght �n L�sa’s room van�shed.
“Sleep well, my sweet g�rl,” wh�spered Lavretsky, st�ll s�tt�ng

mot�onless, h�s eyes f�xed on the darkened w�ndow.
Suddenly the l�ght appeared �n one of the w�ndows of the ground-

floor, then changed �nto another, and a th�rd.... Some one was
walk�ng through the rooms w�th a candle. “Can �t be L�sa? It cannot
be.” Lavretsky got up.... He caught a gl�mpse of a well-known face—
L�sa came �nto the draw�ng-room. In a wh�te gown, her pla�ts hang�ng
loose on her shoulders, she went qu�etly up to the table, bent over �t,
put down the candle, and began look�ng for someth�ng. Then turn�ng
round fac�ng the garden, she drew near the open door, and stood on
the threshold, a l�ght slender f�gure all �n wh�te. A sh�ver passed over
Lavretsky.

“L�sa!” broke hardly aud�bly from h�s l�ps.
She started and began to gaze �nto the darkness.
“L�sa!” Lavretsky repeated louder, and he came out of the shadow

of the avenue.
L�sa ra�sed her head �n alarm, and shrank back. She had

recogn�sed h�m. He called to her a th�rd t�me, and stretched out h�s
hands to her. She came away from the door and stepped �nto the
garden.

“Is �t you?” she sa�d. “You here?”
“I—I—l�sten to me,” wh�spered Lavretsky, and se�z�ng her hand he

led her to the seat.
She followed h�m w�thout res�stance, her pale face, her f�xed eyes,

and all her gestures expressed an unutterable bew�lderment.
Lavretsky made her s�t down and stood before her.



“I d�d not mean to come here,” he began. “Someth�ng brought
me.... I—I love you,” he uttered �n �nvoluntary terror.

L�sa slowly looked at h�m. It seemed as though she only at that
�nstant knew where she was and what was happen�ng. She tr�ed to
get up, she could not, and she covered her face w�th her hands.

“L�sa,” murmured Lavretsky. “L�sa,” he repeated, and fell at her
feet.

Her shoulders began to heave sl�ghtly; the f�ngers of her pale
hands were pressed more closely to her face.

“What �s �t?” Lavretsky urged, and he heard a subdued sob. H�s
heart stood st�ll.... He knew the mean�ng of those tears. “Can �t be
that you love me?” he wh�spered, and caressed her knees.

“Get up,” he heard her vo�ce, “get up, Fedor Ivan�tch. What are we
do�ng?”

He got up and sat bes�de her on the seat. She was not weep�ng
now, and she looked at h�m steadfastly w�th her wet eyes.

“It fr�ghtens me: what are we do�ng?” she repeated.
“I love you,” he sa�d aga�n. “I am ready to devote my whole l�fe to

you.”
She shuddered aga�n, as though someth�ng had stung her, and

l�fted her eyes towards heaven.
“All that �s �n God’s hands,” she sa�d.
“But you love me, L�sa? We shall be happy.” She dropped her

eyes; he softly drew her to h�m, and her head sank on to h�s
shoulder.... He bent h�s head a l�ttle and touched her pale l�ps.

Half an hour later Lavretsky was stand�ng before the l�ttle garden
gate. He found �t locked and was obl�ged to get over the fence. He
returned to the town and walked along the slumber�ng streets. A
sense of �mmense, unhoped-for happ�ness f�lled h�s soul; all h�s
doubts had d�ed away. “Away, dark phantom of the past,” he thought.
“She loves me, she w�ll be m�ne.” Suddenly �t seemed to h�m that �n
the a�r over h�s head were float�ng stra�ns of d�v�ne tr�umphant mus�c.
He stood st�ll. The mus�c resounded �n st�ll greater magn�f�cence; a
m�ghty flood of melody—and all h�s bl�ss seemed speak�ng and



s�ng�ng �n �ts stra�ns. He looked about h�m; the mus�c floated down
from two upper w�ndows of a small house.

“Lemm?” cr�ed Lavretsky as he ran to the house. “Lemm! Lemm!”
he repeated aloud.

The sounds d�ed away and the f�gure of the old man �n a dress�ng-
gown, w�th h�s throat bare and h�s ha�r d�shevelled, appeared at the
w�ndow.

“Aha!” he sa�d w�th d�gn�ty, “�s �t you?”
“Chr�stopher Fedor�tch, what marvellous mus�c! for mercy’s sake,

let me �n.”
W�thout utter�ng a word, the old man w�th a majest�c flour�sh of the

arm dropped the key of the street door from the w�ndow.
Lavretsky hastened up-sta�rs, went �nto the room and was about to

rush up to Lemm; but the latter �mper�ously mot�oned h�m to a seat,
say�ng abruptly �n Russ�an, “S�t down and l�sten,” sat down h�mself to
the p�ano, and look�ng proudly and severely about h�m, he began to
play. It was long s�nce Lavretsky had l�stened to anyth�ng l�ke �t. The
sweet pass�onate melody went to h�s heart from the f�rst note; �t was
glow�ng and langu�sh�ng w�th �nsp�rat�on, happ�ness and beauty; �t
swelled and melted away; �t touched on all that �s prec�ous,
myster�ous, and holy on earth. It breathed of deathless sorrow and
mounted dy�ng away to the heavens. Lavretsky drew h�mself up, and
rose cold and pale w�th ecstasy. Th�s mus�c seemed to clutch h�s
very soul, so lately shaken by the rapture of love, the mus�c was
glow�ng w�th love too. “Aga�n!” he wh�spered as the last chord
sounded. The old man threw h�m an eagle glance, struck h�s hand
on h�s chest and say�ng del�berately �n h�s own tongue, “Th�s �s my
work, I am a great mus�c�an,” he played aga�n h�s marvellous
compos�t�on. There was no candle �n the room; the l�ght of the r�s�ng
moon fell aslant on the w�ndow; the soft a�r was v�brat�ng w�th sound;
the poor l�ttle room seemed a holy place, and the old man’s head
stood out noble and �nsp�red �n the s�lvery half l�ght. Lavretsky went
up to h�m and embraced h�m. At f�rst Lemm d�d not respond to h�s
embrace and even pushed h�m away w�th h�s elbow. For a long wh�le
w�thout mov�ng �n any l�mb he kept the same severe, almost morose
express�on, and only growled out tw�ce, “aha.” At last h�s face



relaxed, changed, and grew calmer, and �n response to Lavretsky’s
warm congratulat�ons he sm�led a l�ttle at f�rst, then burst �nto tears,
and sobbed weakly l�ke a ch�ld.

“It �s wonderful,” he sa�d, “that you have come just at th�s moment;
but I know all, I know all.”

“You know all?” Lavretsky repeated �n amazement.
“You have heard me,” repl�ed Lemm, “d�d you not understand that I

knew all?”
T�ll daybreak Lavretsky could not sleep, all n�ght he was s�tt�ng on

h�s bed. And L�sa too d�d not sleep; she was pray�ng.



Chapter XXXV

The reader knows how Lavretsky grew up and developed. Let us
say a few words about L�sa’s educat�on. She was �n her tenth year
when her father d�ed; but he had not troubled h�mself much about
her. We�ghed down w�th bus�ness cares, for ever anx�ous for the
�ncrease of h�s property, b�l�ous, sharp and �mpat�ent, he gave money
unspar�ngly for the teachers, tutors, dress and other necess�t�es of
h�s ch�ldren; but he could not endure, as he expressed �t, “to be
dandl�ng h�s squallers,” and �ndeed had no t�me to dandle them. He
worked, took no rest from bus�ness, slept l�ttle, rarely played cards,
and worked aga�n. He compared h�mself to a horse harnessed to a
thresh�ng-mach�ne. “My l�fe has soon come to an end,” was h�s
comment on h�s deathbed, w�th a b�tter sm�le on h�s parched l�ps.
Marya Dm�tr�evna d�d not �n real�ty trouble herself about L�sa any
more than her husband, though she had boasted to Lavretsky that
she alone had educated her ch�ldren. She dressed her up l�ke a doll,
stroked her on the head before v�s�tors and called her a clever ch�ld
and a darl�ng to her face, and that was all. Any k�nd of cont�nuous
care was too exhaust�ng for the �ndolent lady. Dur�ng her father’s
l�fet�me, L�sa was �n the hands of a governess, Mademo�selle
Moreau from Par�s; after h�s death she passed �nto the charge of
Marfa T�mofyevna. Marfa T�mofyevna the reader knows already;
Mademo�selle Moreau was a t�ny wr�nkled creature w�th l�ttle b�rd-l�ke
ways and a b�rd’s �ntellect. In her youth she had led a very d�ss�pated
l�fe, but �n old age she had only two pass�ons left—gluttony and
cards. When she had eaten her f�ll, and was ne�ther play�ng cards
nor chatter�ng, her face assumed an express�on almost death-l�ke.
She was s�tt�ng, look�ng, breath�ng—yet �t was clear that there was
not an �dea �n her head. One could not even call her good-natured.
B�rds are not good-natured. E�ther as a result of her fr�volous youth



or of the a�r of Par�s, wh�ch she had breathed from ch�ldhood, a k�nd
of cheap un�versal scept�c�sm had found �ts way �nto her, usually
expressed by the words: tout ça c’est des bêt�ses. She spoke
ungrammat�cally, but �n a pure Par�s�an jargon, d�d not talk scandal
and had no capr�ces—what more can one des�re �n a governess?
Over L�sa she had l�ttle �nfluence; all the stronger was the �nfluence
on her of her nurse, Agafya Vlasyevna.

Th�s woman’s story was remarkable. She came of a peasant
fam�ly. She was marr�ed at s�xteen to a peasant; but she was
str�k�ngly d�fferent from her peasant s�sters. Her father had been
twenty years starosta, and had made a good deal of money, and he
spo�led her. She was except�onally beaut�ful, the best-dressed g�rl �n
the whole d�str�ct, clever, ready w�th her tongue, and dar�ng. Her
master Dm�tr� Pestov, Marya Dm�tr�evna’s father, a man of modest
and gentle character, saw her one day at the thresh�ng-floor, talked
to her and fell pass�onately �n love w�th her. She was soon left a
w�dow; Pestov, though he was a marr�ed man, took her �nto h�s
house and dressed her l�ke a lady. Agafya at once adapted herself to
her new pos�t�on, just as �f she had never l�ved d�fferently all her l�fe.
She grew fa�rer and plumper; her arms grew as “floury wh�te” under
her musl�n-sleeves as a merchant’s lady’s; the samovar never left
her table; she would wear noth�ng except s�lk or velvet, and slept on
well-stuffed feather-beds. Th�s bl�ssful ex�stence lasted for f�ve years,
but Dm�tr� Pestov d�ed; h�s w�dow, a k�nd-hearted woman, out of
regard for the memory of the deceased, d�d not w�sh to treat her r�val
unfa�rly, all the more because Agafya had never forgotten herself �n
her presence. She marr�ed her, however, to a shepherd, and sent
her a long way off. Three years passed. It happened one hot
summer day that her m�stress �n dr�v�ng past stopped at the cattle-
yard. Agafya regaled her w�th such del�c�ous cool cream, behaved so
modestly, and was so neat, so br�ght, and so contented w�th
everyth�ng that her m�stress s�gn�f�ed her forg�veness to her and
allowed her to return to the house. W�th�n s�x months she had
become so much attached to her that she ra�sed her to be
housekeeper, and �ntrusted the whole household management to
her. Agafya aga�n returned to power, and aga�n grew plump and fa�r;
her m�stress put the most complete conf�dence �n her. So passed f�ve



years more. M�sfortune aga�n overtook Agafya. Her husband, whom
she had promoted to be a footman, began to dr�nk, took to van�sh�ng
from the house, and ended by steal�ng s�x of the m�stress’ s�lver
spoons and h�d�ng them t�ll a favourable moment �n h�s w�fe’s box. It
was opened. He was sent to be a shepherd aga�n, and Agafya fell
�nto d�sgrace. She was not turned out of the house, but was
degraded from housekeeper to be�ng a sew�ng-woman and was
ordered to wear a kerch�ef on her head �nstead of a cap. To the
aston�shment of every one, Agafya accepted w�th humble res�gnat�on
the blow that had fallen upon her. She was at that t�me about th�rty,
all her ch�ldren were dead and her husband d�d not l�ve much longer.
The t�me had come for her to reflect. And she d�d reflect. She
became very s�lent and devout, never m�ssed a s�ngle mat�n’s
serv�ce nor a s�ngle mass, and gave away all her f�ne clothes. She
spent f�fteen years qu�etly, peacefully, and soberly, never quarrell�ng
w�th any one and g�v�ng way to every one. If any one scolded her,
she only bowed to them and thanked them for the admon�t�on. Her
m�stress had long ago forg�ven her, ra�sed her out of d�sgrace, and
made her a present of a cap of her own. But she was herself
unw�ll�ng to g�ve up the kerch�ef and always wore a dark dress. After
her m�stress’ death she became st�ll more qu�et and humble. A
Russ�an read�ly feels fear, and affect�on; but �t �s hard to ga�n h�s
respect: �t �s not soon g�ven, nor to every one. For Agafya every one
�n the home had great respect; no one even remembered her
prev�ous s�ns, as though they had been bur�ed w�th the old master.

When Kal�t�n became Marya Dm�tr�evna’s husband, he wanted to
�ntrust the care of the house to Agafya. But she refused “on account
of temptat�on;” he scolded her, but she bowed humbly and left the
room. Kal�t�n was clever �n understand�ng men; he understood
Agafya and d�d not forget her. When he moved to the town, he gave
her, w�th her consent, the place of nurse to L�sa, who was only just
f�ve years old.

L�sa was at f�rst fr�ghtened by the austere and ser�ous face of her
new nurse; but she soon grew used to her and began to love her.
She was herself a ser�ous ch�ld. Her features recalled Kal�t�n’s
dec�ded and regular prof�le, only her eyes were not her father’s; they
were l�ghted up by a gentle attent�veness and goodness, rare �n



ch�ldren. She d�d not care to play w�th dolls, never laughed loudly or
for long, and behaved w�th great decorum. She was not often
thoughtful, but when she was, �t was almost always w�th some
reason. After a short s�lence, she usually turned to some grown-up
person w�th a quest�on wh�ch showed that her bra�n had been at
work upon some new �mpress�on. She very early got over ch�ld�sh
l�sp�ngs, and by the t�me she was four years old spoke perfectly
pla�nly. She was afra�d of her father; her feel�ng towards her mother
was undef�nable, she was not afra�d of her, nor was she
demonstrat�ve to her; but she was not demonstrat�ve even towards
Agafya, though she was the only person she loved. Agafya never left
her. It was cur�ous to see them together. Agafya, all �n black, w�th a
dark handkerch�ef on her head, her face th�n and transparent as
wax, but st�ll beaut�ful and express�ve, would be s�tt�ng upr�ght,
kn�tt�ng a stock�ng; L�sa would s�t at her feet �n a l�ttle arm-cha�r, also
bus�ed over some k�nd of work, and ser�ously ra�s�ng her clear eyes,
l�sten�ng to what Agafya was relat�ng to her. And Agafya d�d not tell
her stor�es; but �n even measured accents she would narrate the l�fe
of the Holy V�rg�n, the l�ves of herm�ts, sa�nts, and holy men. She
would tell L�sa how the holy men l�ved �n deserts, how they were
saved, how they suffered hunger and want, and d�d not fear k�ngs,
but confessed Chr�st; how fowls of the a�r brought them food and
w�ld beasts l�stened to them, and flowers sprang up on the spots
where the�r blood had been sp�lt. “Wall-flowers?” asked L�sa one day,
she was very fond of flowers.... Agafya spoke to L�sa gravely and
meekly, as though she felt herself to be unworthy to utter such h�gh
and holy words. L�sa l�stened to her, and the �mage of the all-see�ng,
all-know�ng God penetrated w�th a k�nd of sweet power �nto her very
soul, f�ll�ng �t w�th pure and reverent awe; but Chr�st became for her
someth�ng near, well-known, almost fam�l�ar. Agafya taught her to
pray also. Somet�mes she wakened L�sa early at daybreak, dressed
her hurr�edly, and took her �n secret to mat�ns. L�sa followed her on
t�ptoe, almost hold�ng her breath. The cold and tw�l�ght of the early
morn�ng, the freshness and empt�ness of the church, the very
secrecy of these unexpected exped�t�ons, the caut�ous return home
and to her l�ttle bed, all these m�ngled �mpress�ons of the forb�dden,
strange, and holy ag�tated the l�ttle g�rl and penetrated to the very



�nnermost depths of her nature. Agafya never censured any one, and
never scolded L�sa for be�ng naughty. When she was d�spleased at
anyth�ng, she only kept s�lence. And L�sa understood th�s s�lence;
w�th a ch�ld’s qu�ck-s�ghtedness she knew very well, too, when
Agafya was d�spleased w�th other people, Marya Dm�tr�evna, or
Kal�t�n h�mself. For a l�ttle over three years, Agafya wa�ted on L�sa,
then Mademo�selle Moreau replaced her; but the fr�volous
Frenchwoman, w�th her cold ways and exclamat�on, tout ça c’est des
bêt�ses, could never d�slodge her dear nurse from L�sa’s heart; the
seeds that had been dropped �nto �t had become too deeply rooted.
Bes�des, though Agafya no longer wa�ted on L�sa, she was st�ll �n the
house and often saw her charge, who bel�eved �n her as before.

Agafya d�d not, however, get on well w�th Marfa T�mofyevna, when
she came to l�ve �n the Kal�t�ns’ house. Such grav�ty and d�gn�ty on
the part of one who had once worn the motley sk�rt of a peasant
wench d�spleased the �mpat�ent and self-w�lled old lady. Agafya
asked leave to go on a p�lgr�mage and she never came back. There
were dark rumours that she had gone off to a retreat of sectar�es.
But the �mpress�on she had left �n L�sa’s soul was never obl�terated.
She went as before to the mass as to a fest�val, she prayed w�th
rapture, w�th a k�nd of restra�ned and shamefaced transport, at wh�ch
Marya Dm�tr�evna secretly marvelled not a l�ttle, and even Marfa
T�mofyevna, though she d�d not restra�n L�sa �n any way, tr�ed to
temper her zeal, and would not let her make too many prostrat�ons to
the earth �n her prayers; �t was not a lady-l�ke hab�t, she would say.
In her stud�es L�sa worked well, that �s to say persever�ngly; she was
not g�fted w�th spec�ally br�ll�ant ab�l�t�es, or great �ntellect; she could
not succeed �n anyth�ng w�thout labour. She played the p�ano well,
but only Lemm knew what �t had cost her. She had read l�ttle; she
had not “words of her own,” but she had her own �deas, and she
went her own way. It was not only on the surface that she took after
her father; he, too, had never asked other people what was to be
done. So she had grown up tranqu�lly and restfully t�ll she had
reached the age of n�neteen. She was very charm�ng, w�thout be�ng
aware of �t herself. Her every movement was full of spontaneous,
somewhat awkward gracefulness; her vo�ce had the s�lvery r�ng of
untouched youth, the least feel�ng of pleasure called forth an



enchant�ng sm�le on her l�ps, and added a deep l�ght and a k�nd of
myst�c sweetness to her k�ndl�ng eyes. Penetrated through and
through by a sense of duty, by the dread of hurt�ng any one
whatever, w�th a k�nd and tender heart, she had loved all men, and
no one �n part�cular; God only she had loved pass�onately, t�m�dly,
and tenderly. Lavretsky was the f�rst to break �n upon her peaceful
�nner l�fe.

Such was L�sa.



Chapter XXXVI

On the follow�ng day at twelve o’clock, Lavretsky set off to the
Kal�t�ns. On the way he met Pansh�n, who galloped past h�m on
horseback, h�s hat pulled down to h�s very eyebrows. At the Kal�t�ns’,
Lavretsky was not adm�tted for the f�rst t�me s�nce he had been
acqua�nted w�th them. Marya Dm�tr�evna was “rest�ng,” so the
footman �nformed h�m; her excellency had a headache. Marfa
T�mofyevna and L�saveta M�halovna were not at home. Lavretsky
walked round the garden �n the fa�nt hope of meet�ng L�sa, but he
saw no one. He came back two hours later and rece�ved the same
answer, accompan�ed by a rather dub�ous look from the footman.
Lavretsky thought �t would be unseemly to call for a th�rd t�me the
same day, and he dec�ded to dr�ve over to Vass�lyevskoe, where he
had bus�ness moreover. On the road he made var�ous plans for the
future, each better than the last; but he was overtaken by a
melancholy mood when he reached h�s aunt’s l�ttle v�llage. He fell
�nto conversat�on w�th Anton; the old man, as �f purposely, seemed
full of cheerless fanc�es. He told Lavretsky how, at her death, Glaf�ra
Petrovna had b�tten her own arm, and after a br�ef pause, added w�th
a s�gh: “Every man, dear master, �s dest�ned to devour h�mself.” It
was late when Lavretsky set off on the way back. He was haunted by
the mus�c of the day before, and L�sa’s �mage returned to h�m �n all
�ts sweet d�st�nctness; he mused w�th melt�ng tenderness over the
thought that she loved h�m, and reached h�s l�ttle house �n the town,
soothed and happy.

The f�rst th�ng that struck h�m as he went �nto the entrance hall
was a scent of patchoul�, always d�stasteful to h�m; there were some
h�gh travell�ng-trunks stand�ng there. The face of h�s groom, who ran
out to meet h�m, seemed strange to h�m. Not stopp�ng to analyse h�s



�mpress�ons, he crossed the threshold of the draw�ng room.... On h�s
entrance there rose from the sofa a lady �n a black s�lk dress w�th
flounces, who, ra�s�ng a cambr�c handkerch�ef to her pale face, made
a few paces forward, bent her carefully dressed, perfumed head, and
fell at h�s feet.... Then, only, he recogn�sed her: th�s lady was h�s
w�fe!

He caught h�s breath.... He leaned aga�nst the wall.
“Théodore, do not repulse me!” she sa�d �n French, and her vo�ce

cut to h�s heart l�ke a kn�fe.
He looked at her senselessly, and yet he not�ced �nvoluntar�ly at

once that she had grown both wh�ter and fatter.
“Théodore!” she went on, from t�me to t�me l�ft�ng her eyes and

d�screetly wr�ng�ng her marvellously-beaut�ful f�ngers w�th the�r rosy,
pol�shed na�ls. “Théodore, I have wronged you, deeply wronged you;
I w�ll say more, I have s�nned: but hear me; I am tortured by remorse,
I have grown hateful to myself, I could endure my pos�t�on no longer;
how many t�mes have I thought of turn�ng to you, but I feared your
anger; I resolved to break every t�e w�th the past.... Pu�s j’a� été s�
malade.... I have been so �ll,” she added, and passed her hand over
her brow and cheek. “I took advantage of the w�dely-spread rumour
of my death, I gave up everyth�ng; w�thout rest�ng day or n�ght I
hastened h�ther; I hes�tated long to appear before you, my judge...
paraître devant vous, mon juge; but I resolved at last, remember�ng
your constant goodness, to come to you; I found your address at
Moscow. Bel�eve me,” she went on, slowly gett�ng up from the floor
and s�tt�ng on the very edge of an arm-cha�r, “I have often thought of
death, and I should have found courage enough to take my l�fe... ah!
l�fe �s a burden unbearable for me now!... but the thought of my
daughter, my l�ttle Ada, stopped me. She �s here, she �s asleep �n the
next room, the poor ch�ld! She �s t�red—you shall see her; she at
least has done you no wrong, and I am so unhappy, so unhappy!”
cr�ed Madame Lavretsky, and she melted �nto tears.

Lavretsky came to h�mself at last; he moved away from the wall
and turned towards the door.

“You are go�ng?” cr�ed h�s w�fe �n a vo�ce of despa�r. “Oh, th�s �s
cruel! W�thout utter�ng one word to me, not even a reproach. Th�s



contempt w�ll k�ll me, �t �s terr�ble!”
Lavretsky stood st�ll.
“What do you want to hear from me?” he art�culated �n an

express�onless vo�ce.
“Noth�ng, noth�ng,” she rejo�ned qu�ckly, “I know I have no r�ght to

expect anyth�ng; I am not mad, bel�eve me; I do not hope, I do not
dare to hope for your forg�veness; I only venture to entreat you to
command me what I am to do, where I am to l�ve. L�ke a slave I w�ll
fulf�l your commands whatever they may be.”

“I have no commands to g�ve you,” repl�ed Lavretsky �n the same
colourless vo�ce; “you know, all �s over between us... and now more
than ever; you can l�ve where you l�ke; and �f your allowance �s too
l�ttle—”

“Ah, don’t say such dreadful th�ngs,” Varvara Pavlovna �nterrupted
h�m, “spare me, �f only... �f only for the sake of th�s angel.” And as
she uttered these words, Varvara Pavlovna ran �mpuls�vely �nto the
next room, and returned at once w�th a small and very elegantly
dressed l�ttle g�rl �n her arms.

Th�ck flaxen curls fell over her pretty rosy l�ttle face, and on to her
large sleepy black eyes; she sm�led and bl�nked her eyes at the l�ght
and la�d a chubby l�ttle hand on her mother’s neck.

“Ada, vo�s, c’est ton père,” sa�d Varvara Pavlovna, push�ng the
curls back from her eyes and k�ss�ng her v�gorously, “pr�e le avec
mo�.”

“C’est ça, papa?” stammered the l�ttle g�rl l�sp�ng.
“Ou�, mon enfant, n’est-ce pas que tu l’a�mes?”
But th�s was more than Lavretsky could stand.
“In such a melodrama must there really be a scene l�ke th�s?” he

muttered, and went out of the room.
Varvara Pavlovna stood st�ll for some t�me �n the same place,

sl�ghtly shrugged her shoulders, carr�ed the l�ttle g�rl off �nto the next
room, undressed her and put her to bed. Then she took up a book
and sat down near the lamp, and after stay�ng up for an hour she
went to bed herself.



“Eh b�en, madame?” quer�ed her ma�d, a Frenchwoman whom she
had brought from Par�s, as she unlaced her corset.

“Eh b�en, Just�ne,” she repl�ed, “he �s a good deal older, but I fancy
he �s just the same good-natured fellow. G�ve me my gloves for the
n�ght, and get out my grey h�gh-necked dress for to-morrow, and
don’t forget the mutton cutlets for Ada.... I daresay �t w�ll be d�ff�cult to
get them here; but we must try.”

“A la guerre comme à la guerre,” repl�ed Just�ne as she put out the
candle.



Chapter XXXVII

For more than two hours Lavretsky wandered about the streets of
town. The n�ght he had spent �n the outsk�rts of Par�s returned to h�s
m�nd. H�s heart was burst�ng and h�s head, dull and stunned, was
f�lled aga�n w�th the same dark senseless angry thoughts, constantly
recurr�ng. “She �s al�ve, she �s here,” he muttered w�th ever fresh
amazement. He felt that he had lost L�sa. H�s wrath choked h�m; th�s
blow had fallen too suddenly upon h�m. How could he so read�ly
have bel�eved �n the nonsens�cal goss�p of a journal, a wretched
scrap of paper? “Well, �f I had not bel�eved �t,” he thought, “what
d�fference would �t have made? I should not have known that L�sa
loved me; she would not have known �t herself.” He could not r�d
h�mself of the �mage, the vo�ce, the eyes of h�s w�fe... and he cursed
h�mself, he cursed everyth�ng �n the world.

Wear�ed out he went towards morn�ng to Lemm’s. For a long wh�le
he could make no one hear; at last at a w�ndow the old man’s head
appeared �n a n�ghtcap, sour, wr�nkled, and utterly unl�ke the �nsp�red
austere v�sage wh�ch twenty-four hours ago had looked down
�mper�ously upon Lavretsky �n all the d�gn�ty of art�st�c grandeur.

“What do you want?” quer�ed Lemm. “I can’t play to you every
n�ght, I have taken a decoct�on for a cold.” But Lavretsky’s face,
apparently, struck h�m as strange; the old man made a shade for h�s
eyes w�th h�s hand, took a look at h�s elated v�s�tor, and let h�m �n.

Lavretsky went �nto the room and sank �nto a cha�r. The old man
stood st�ll before h�m, wrapp�ng the sk�rts of h�s shabby str�ped
dress�ng-gown around h�m, shr�nk�ng together and gnaw�ng h�s l�ps.

“My w�fe �s here,” Lavretsky brought out. He ra�sed h�s head and
suddenly broke �nto �nvoluntary laughter.



Lemm’s face expressed bew�lderment, but he d�d not even sm�le,
only wrapped h�mself closer �n h�s dress�ng-gown.

“Of course, you don’t know,” Lavretsky went on, “I had �mag�ned...
I read �n a paper that she was dead.”

“O—oh, d�d you read that lately?” asked Lemm.
“Yes, lately.”
“O—oh,” repeated the old man, ra�s�ng h�s eyebrows. “And she �s

here?”
“Yes. She �s at my house now; and I... I am an unlucky fellow.”
And he laughed aga�n.
“You are an unlucky fellow,” Lemm repeated slowly.
“Chr�stopher Fedor�tch,” began Lavretsky, “would you undertake to

carry a note for me?”
“H’m. May I know to whom?”
“L�savet—”
“Ah... yes, yes, I understand. Very good. And when must the letter

be rece�ved?”
“To-morrow, as early as poss�ble.”
“H’m. I can send Katr�ne, my cook. No, I w�ll go myself.”
“And you w�ll br�ng me an answer?”
“Yes, I w�ll br�ng you an answer.”
Lemm s�ghed.
“Yes, my poor young fr�end; you are certa�nly an unlucky young

man.”
Lavretsky wrote a few words to L�sa. He told her of h�s w�fe’s

arr�val, begged her to appo�nt a meet�ng w�th h�m,—then he flung
h�mself on the narrow sofa, w�th h�s face to the wall; and the old man
lay down on the bed, and kept mutter�ng a long wh�le, cough�ng and
dr�nk�ng off h�s decoct�on by gulps.

The morn�ng came; they both got up. W�th strange eyes they
looked at one another. At that moment Lavretsky longed to k�ll
h�mself. The cook, Katr�ne, brought them some v�lla�nous coffee. It
struck e�ght. Lemm put on h�s hat, and say�ng that he was go�ng to



g�ve a lesson at the Kal�t�ns’ at ten, but he could f�nd a su�table
pretext for go�ng there now, he set off. Lavretsky flung h�mself aga�n
on the l�ttle sofa, and once more the same b�tter laugh st�rred �n the
depth of h�s soul. He thought of how h�s w�fe had dr�ven h�m out of
h�s house; he �mag�ned L�sa’s pos�t�on, covered h�s eyes and
clasped h�s hands beh�nd h�s head. At last Lemm came back and
brought h�m a scrap of paper, on wh�ch L�sa had scr�bbled �n penc�l
the follow�ng words: “We cannot meet to-day; perhaps, to-morrow
even�ng. Good-bye.” Lavretsky thanked Lemm br�efly and
�nd�fferently, and went home.

He found h�s w�fe at breakfast; Ada, �n curl-papers, �n a l�ttle wh�te
frock w�th blue r�bbons, was eat�ng her mutton cutlet. Varvara
Pavlovna rose at once d�rectly Lavretsky entered the room, and went
to meet h�m w�th hum�l�ty �n her face. He asked her to follow h�m �nto
the study, shut the door after them, and began to walk up and down;
she sat down, modestly lay�ng one hand over the other, and began
to follow h�s movements w�th her eyes, wh�ch were st�ll beaut�ful,
though they were penc�lled l�ghtly under the�r l�ds.

For some t�me Lavretsky could not speak; he felt that he could not
master h�mself, he saw clearly that Varvara Pavlovna was not �n the
least afra�d of h�m, but was assum�ng an appearance of be�ng ready
to fa�nt away �n another �nstant.

“L�sten, madam,” he began at last, breath�ng w�th d�ff�culty and at
moments sett�ng h�s teeth: “�t �s useless for us to make pretense w�th
one another; I don’t bel�eve �n your pen�tence; and even �f �t were
s�ncere, to be w�th you aga�n, to l�ve w�th you, would be �mposs�ble
for me.”

Varvara Pavlovna b�t her l�ps and half-closed her eyes. “It �s
avers�on,” she thought; “all �s over; �n h�s eyes I am not even a
woman.”

“Imposs�ble,” repeated Lavretsky, fasten�ng the top buttons of h�s
coat. “I don’t know what �nduced you to come here; I suppose you
have come to the end of your money.”

“Ah! you hurt me!” wh�spered Varvara Pavlovna.
“However that may be—you are, any way, my w�fe, unhapp�ly. I

cannot dr�ve you away... and th�s �s the proposal I make you. You



may to-day, �f you l�ke, set off to Lavr�ky, and l�ve there; there �s, as
you know, a good house there; you w�ll have everyth�ng you need �n
add�t�on to your allowance... Do you agree?”—Varvara Pavlovna
ra�sed an embro�dered handkerch�ef to her face.

“I have told you already,” she sa�d, her l�ps tw�tch�ng nervously,
“that I w�ll consent to whatever you th�nk f�t to do w�th me; at present
�t only rema�ns for me to beg of you—w�ll you allow me at least to
thank you for your magnan�m�ty?”

“No thanks, I beg—�t �s better w�thout that,” Lavretsky sa�d
hurr�edly. “So then,” he pursued, approach�ng the door, “I may
reckon on—”

“To-morrow I w�ll be at Lavr�ky,” Varvara Pavlovna declared, r�s�ng
respectfully from her place. “But Fedor Ivan�tch—” (She no longer
called h�m “Théodore.”)

“What do you want?”
“I know, I have not yet ga�ned any r�ght to forg�veness; may I hope

at least that w�th t�me—”
“Ah, Varvara Pavlovna,” Lavretsky broke �n, “you are a clever

woman, but I too am not a fool; I know that you don’t want
forg�veness �n the least. And I have forg�ven you long ago; but there
was always a great gulf between us.”

“I know how to subm�t,” rejo�ned Varvara Pavlovna, bow�ng her
head. “I have not forgotten my s�n; I should not have been surpr�sed
�f I had learnt that you even rejo�ced at the news of my death,” she
added softly, sl�ghtly po�nt�ng w�th her hand to the copy of the journal
wh�ch was ly�ng forgotten by Lavretsky on the table.

Fedor Ivan�tch started; the paper had been marked �n penc�l.
Varvara Pavlovna gazed at h�m w�th st�ll greater hum�l�ty. She was
superb at that moment. Her grey Par�s�an gown clung gracefully
round her supple, almost g�rl�sh f�gure; her slender, soft neck,
enc�rcled by a wh�te collar, her bosom gently st�rred by her even
breath�ng, her hands �nnocent of bracelets and r�ngs—her whole
f�gure, from her sh�n�ng ha�r to the t�p of her just v�s�ble l�ttle shoe,
was so art�st�c...



Lavretsky took her �n w�th a glance of hatred; scarcely could he
refra�n from cry�ng: “Bravo!” scarcely could he refra�n from fell�ng her
w�th a blow of h�s f�st on her shapely head—and he turned on h�s
heel. An hour later he had started for Vass�lyevskoe, and two hours
later Varvara Pavlovna had bespoken the best carr�age �n the town,
had put on a s�mple straw hat w�th a black ve�l, and a modest mantle,
g�ven Ada �nto the charge of Just�ne, and set off to the Kal�t�ns’. From
the �nqu�r�es she had made among the servants, she had learnt that
her husband went to see them every day.



Chapter XXXVIII

The day of the arr�val of Lavretsky’s w�fe at the town of O——-, a
sorrowful day for h�m, and been also a day of m�sery for L�sa. She
had not had t�me to go down-sta�rs and say good-morn�ng to her
mother, when the tramp of hoofs was heard under the w�ndow, and
w�th a secret d�smay she saw Pansh�n r�d�ng �nto the courtyard. “He
has come so early for a f�nal explanat�on,” she thought, and she was
not m�staken. After a turn �n the draw�ng-room, he suggested that
she should go w�th h�m �nto the garden, and then asked her for the
dec�s�on of h�s fate. L�sa summoned up all her courage and told h�m
that she could not be h�s w�fe. He heard her to the end, stand�ng on
one s�de of her and pull�ng h�s hat down over h�s forehead;
courteously, but �n a changed vo�ce, he asked her, “Was th�s her last
word, and had he g�ven her any ground for such a change �n her
v�ews?”—then pressed h�s hand to h�s eyes, s�ghed softly and
abruptly, and took h�s hand away from h�s face aga�n.

“I d�d not want to go along the beaten track,” he sa�d husk�ly. “I
wanted to choose a w�fe accord�ng to the d�ctates of my heart; but �t
seems th�s was not to be. Farewell, fond dream!” He made L�sa a
profound bow, and went back �nto the house.

She hoped that he would go away at once; but he went �nto Marya
Dm�tr�evna’s room and rema�ned nearly an hour w�th her. As he
came out, he sa�d to L�sa: “Votre mère vous appelle; ad�eu à
jama�s,”... mounted h�s horse, and set off at full trot from the very
steps. L�sa went �n to Marya Dm�tr�evna and found her �n tears;
Pansh�n had �nformed her of h�s �ll-luck.

“Do you want to be the death of me? Do you want to be the death
of me?” was how the d�sconsolate w�dow began her lamentat�ons.
“Whom do you want? Wasn’t he good enough for you? A kammer-



junker! not �nterest�ng! He m�ght have marr�ed any Ma�d of Honour
he l�ked �n Petersburg. And I—I had so hoped for �t! Is �t long that you
have changed towards h�m? How has th�s m�sfortune come on us,—
�t cannot have come of �tself! Is �t that dolt of a cous�n’s do�ng? A n�ce
person you have p�cked up to adv�se you!”

“And he, poor darl�ng,” Marya Dm�tr�evna went on, “how respectful
he �s, how attent�ve even �n h�s sorrow! He has prom�sed not to
desert me. Ah, I can never bear that! Ah, my head aches f�t to spl�t!
Send me Palashka. You w�ll be the death of me, �f you don’t th�nk
better of �t,—do you hear?”

And, call�ng her tw�ce an ungrateful g�rl, Marya Dm�tr�evna
d�sm�ssed her.

She went to her own room. But she had not had t�me to recover
from her �nterv�ews w�th Pansh�n and her mother before another
storm broke over head, and th�s t�me from a quarter from wh�ch she
would least have expected �t. Marfa T�mofyevna came �nto her room,
and at once slammed the door after her. The old lady’s face was
pale, her cap was awry, her eyes were flash�ng, and her hands and
l�ps were trembl�ng. L�sa was aston�shed; she had never before seen
her sens�ble and reasonable aunt �n such a cond�t�on.

“A pretty th�ng, m�ss,” Marfa T�mofyevna began �n a shak�ng and
broken wh�sper, “a pretty th�ng! Who taught you such ways, I should
l�ke to know, m�ss?... G�ve me some water; I can’t speak.”

“Calm yourself, aunt�e, what �s the matter?” sa�d L�sa, g�v�ng her a
glass of water. “Why, I thought you d�d not th�nk much of Mr. Pansh�n
yourself.”

Marfa T�mofyevna pushed away the glass.
“I can’t dr�nk; I shall knock my last teeth out �f I try to. What’s

Pansh�n to do w�th �t? Why br�ng Pansh�n �n? You had better tell me
who has taught you to make appo�ntments at n�ght—eh? m�ss?”

L�sa turned pale.
“Now, please, don’t try to deny �t,” pursued Marfa T�mofyevna;

“Shurotchka herself saw �t all and told me. I have had to forb�d her
chatter�ng, but she �s not a l�ar.”

“I don’t deny �t, aunt�e,” L�sa uttered scarcely aud�bly.



“Ah, ah! That’s �t, �s �t, m�ss; you made an appo�ntment w�th h�m,
that old s�nner, who seems so meek?”

“No.”
“How then?”
“I went down �nto the draw�ng-room for a book; he was �n the

garden—and he called me.”
“And you went? A pretty th�ng! So you love h�m, eh?”
“I love h�m,” answered L�sa softly.
“Merc�ful Heavens! She loves h�m!” Marfa T�mofyevna snatched off

her cap. “She loves a marr�ed man! Ah! she loves h�m.”
“He told me”...began L�sa.
“What has he told you, the scoundrel, eh?”
“He told me that h�s w�fe was dead.”
Marfa T�mofyevna crossed herself. “Peace be w�th her,” she

muttered; “she was a va�n hussy, God forg�ve her. So, then, he’s a
w�dower, I suppose. And he’s los�ng no t�me, I see. He has bur�ed
one w�fe and now he’s after another. He’s a n�ce person: only let me
tell you one th�ng, n�ece; �n my day, when I was young, harm came to
young g�rls from such go�ngs on. Don’t be angry w�th me, my g�rl,
only fools are angry at the truth. I have g�ven orders not to adm�t h�m
to-day. I love h�m, but I shall never forg�ve h�m for th�s. Upon my
word, a w�dower! G�ve me some water. But as for your send�ng
Pansh�n about h�s bus�ness, I th�nk you’re a f�rst-rate g�rl for that.
Only don’t you go s�tt�ng of n�ghts w�th any an�mals of that sort; don’t
break my old heart, or else you’ll see I’m not all fondness—I can b�te
too... a w�dower!”

Marfa T�mofyevna went off, and L�sa sat down �n a corner and
began to cry. There was b�tterness �n her soul. She had not deserved
such hum�l�at�on. Love had proved no happ�ness to her: she was
weep�ng for a second t�me s�nce yesterday even�ng. Th�s new
unexpected feel�ng had only just ar�sen �n her heart, and already
what a heavy pr�ce she had pa�d for �t, how coarsely had strange
hands touched her sacred secret. She felt ashamed, and b�tter, and
s�ck; but she had no doubt and no dread—and Lavretsky was dearer
to her than ever. She had hes�tated wh�le she d�d not understand



herself; but after that meet�ng, after that k�ss—she could hes�tate no
more: she knew that she loved, and now she loved honestly and
ser�ously, she was bound f�rmly for all her l�fe, and she d�d not fear
reproaches. She felt that by no v�olence could they break that bond.



Chapter XXXIX

Marya Dm�tr�evna was much ag�tated when she rece�ved the
announcement of the arr�val of Varvara Pavlovna Lavretsky, she d�d
not even know whether to rece�ve her; she was afra�d of g�v�ng
offence to Fedor Ivan�tch. At last cur�os�ty preva�led. “Why,” she
reflected, “she too �s a relat�on,” and, tak�ng up her pos�t�on �n an
arm-cha�r, she sa�d to the footman, “Show her �n.” A few moments
passed; the door opened, Varvara Pavlovna sw�ftly and w�th scarcely
aud�ble steps, approached Marya Dm�tr�evna, and not allow�ng her to
r�se from her cha�r, bent almost on her knees before her.

“I thank you, dear aunt,” she began �n a soft vo�ce full of emot�on,
speak�ng Russ�an; “I thank you; I d�d not hope for such
condescens�on on your part; you are an angel of goodness.”

As she uttered these words Varvara Pavlovna qu�te unexpectedly
took possess�on of one of Marya Dm�tr�evna’s hands, and press�ng �t
l�ghtly �n her pale lavender gloves, she ra�sed �t �n a fawn�ng way to
her full rosy l�ps. Marya Dm�tr�evna qu�te lost her head, see�ng such
a handsome and charm�ngly dressed woman almost at her feet. She
d�d not know where she was. And she tr�ed to w�thdraw her hand,
wh�le, at the same t�me, she was �ncl�ned to make her s�t down, and
to say someth�ng affect�onate to her. She ended by ra�s�ng Varvara
Pavlovna and k�ss�ng her on her smooth perfumed brow.

Varvara Pavlovna was completely overcome by th�s k�ss.
“How do you do, bonjour,” sa�d Marya Dm�tr�evna. “Of course I d�d

not expect... but, of course, I am glad to see you. You understand,
my dear, �t’s not for me to judge between man and w�fe”...

“My husband �s �n the r�ght �n everyth�ng,” Varvara Pavlovna
�nterposed; “I alone am to blame.”



“That �s a very pra�seworthy feel�ng” rejo�ned Marya Dm�tr�evna,
“very. Have you been here long? Have you seen h�m? But s�t down,
please.”

“I arr�ved yesterday,” answered Varvara Pavlovna, s�tt�ng down
meekly. “I have seen Fedor Ivan�tch; I have talked w�th h�m.”

“Ah! Well, and how was he?”
“I was afra�d my sudden arr�val would provoke h�s anger,”

cont�nued Varvara Pavlovna, “but he d�d not refuse to see me.”
“That �s to say, he d�d not... Yes, yes, I understand,” commented

Marya Dm�tr�evna. “He �s only a l�ttle rough on the surface, but h�s
heart �s soft.”

“Fedor Ivan�tch has not forg�ven me; he would not hear me. But he
was so good as to ass�gn me Lavr�ky as a place of res�dence.”

“Ah! a splend�d estate!”
“I am sett�ng off there to-morrow �n fulf�lment of h�s w�sh; but I

esteemed �t a duty to v�s�t you f�rst.”
“I am very, very much obl�ged to you, my dear. Relat�ons ought

never to forget one another. And do you know I am surpr�sed how
well you speak Russ�an. C’est étonnant.”

Varvara Pavlovna s�ghed.
“I have been too long abroad, Marya Dm�tr�evna, I know that; but

my heart has always been Russ�an, and I have not forgotten my
country.”

“Ah, ah; that �s good. Fedor Ivan�tch d�d not, however, expect you
at all. Yes; you may trust my exper�ence, la patr�e avant tout. Ah,
show me, �f you please—what a charm�ng mantle you have.”

“Do you l�ke �t?” Varvara Pavlovna sl�pped �t qu�ckly off her
shoulders; “�t �s a very s�mple l�ttle th�ng from Madame Baudran.”

“One can see �t at once. From Madame Baudran? How sweet, and
what taste! I am sure you have brought a number of fasc�nat�ng
th�ngs w�th you. If I could only see them.”

“All my th�ngs are at your serv�ce, dearest aunt�e. If you perm�t, I
can show some patterns to your ma�d. I have a woman w�th me from
Par�s—a wonderfully clever dressmaker.”



“You are very good, my dear. But, really, I am ashamed”...
“Ashamed!” repeated Varvara Pavlovna reproachfully. “If you want

to make me happy, d�spose of me as �f I were your property.”
Marya Dm�tr�evna was completely melted.
“Vous êtes charmante,” she sa�d. “But why don’t you take off your

hat and gloves?”
“What? you w�ll allow me?” asked Varvara Pavlovna, and sl�ghtly,

as though w�th emot�on, clasped her hands.
“Of course, you w�ll d�ne w�th us, I hope. I—I w�ll �ntroduce you to

my daughter.” Marya Dm�tr�evna was a l�ttle confused. “Well! we are
�n for �t! here goes!” she thought. “She �s not very well to-day.”

“O ma tante, how good you are!” cr�ed Varvara Pavlovna, and she
ra�sed her handkerch�ef to her eyes.

A page announced the arr�val of Gedeonovsky. The old goss�p
came �n bow�ng and sm�l�ng. Marya Dm�tr�evna presented h�m to her
v�s�tor. He was thrown �nto confus�on for the f�rst moment; but
Varvara Pavlovna behaved w�th such coquett�sh respectfulness to
h�m, that h�s ears began to t�ngle, and goss�p, slander, and c�v�l�ty
dropped l�ke honey from h�s l�ps. Varvara Pavlovna l�stened to h�m
w�th a restra�ned sm�le and began by degrees to talk herself. She
spoke modestly of Par�s, of her travels, of Baden; tw�ce she made
Marya Dm�tr�evna laugh, and each t�me she s�ghed a l�ttle
afterwards, and seemed to be �nwardly reproach�ng herself for
m�splaced lev�ty. She obta�ned perm�ss�on to br�ng Ada; tak�ng off her
gloves, w�th her smooth hands, redolent of soap à la gu�mauve, she
showed how and where flounces were worn and ruches and lace
and rosettes. She prom�sed to br�ng a bottle of the new Engl�sh
scent, V�ctor�a Essence; and was as happy as a ch�ld when Marya
Dm�tr�evna consented to accept �t as a g�ft. She was moved to tears
over the recollect�on of the emot�on she exper�enced, when, for the
f�rst t�me, she heard the Russ�an bells. “They went so deeply to my
heart,” she expla�ned.

At that �nstant L�sa came �n.
Ever s�nce the morn�ng, from the very �nstant when, ch�ll w�th

horror, she had read Lavretsky’s note, L�sa had been prepar�ng



herself for the meet�ng w�th h�s w�fe. She had a present�ment that
she would see her. She resolved not to avo�d her, as a pun�shment
of her, as she called them, s�nful hopes. The sudden cr�s�s �n her
dest�ny had shaken her to the foundat�ons. In some two hours her
face seemed to have grown th�n. But she d�d not shed a s�ngle tear.
“It’s what I deserve!” she sa�d to herself, repress�ng w�th d�ff�culty and
d�smay some b�tter �mpulses of hatred wh�ch fr�ghtened her �n her
soul. “Well, I must go down!” she thought d�rectly she heard of
Madame Lavretsky’s arr�val, and she went down.... She stood a long
wh�le at the draw�ng-room door before she could summon up
courage to open �t. W�th the thought, “I have done her wrong,” she
crossed the threshold and forced herself to look at her, forced herself
to sm�le. Varvara Pavlovna went to meet her d�rectly she caught
s�ght of her, and bowed to her sl�ghtly, but st�ll respectfully. “Allow me
to �ntroduce myself,” she began �n an �ns�nuat�ng vo�ce, “your maman
�s so �ndulgent to me that I hope that you too w�ll be... good to me.”
The express�on of Varvara Pavlovna, when she uttered these last
words, cold and at the same t�me soft, her hypocr�t�cal sm�le, the
act�on of her hands, and her shoulders, her very dress, her whole
be�ng aroused such a feel�ng of repuls�on �n L�sa that she could
make no reply to her, and only held out her hand w�th an effort. “Th�s
young lady d�sda�ns me,” thought Varvara Pavlovna, warmly
press�ng L�sa’s cold f�ngers, and turn�ng to Marya Dm�tr�evna, she
observed �n an undertone, “ma�s elle est dél�c�euse!” L�sa fa�ntly
flushed; she heard r�d�cule, �nsult �n th�s exclamat�on. But she
resolved not to trust her �mpress�ons, and sat down by the w�ndow at
her embro�dery-frame. Even here Varvara Pavlovna d�d not leave her
�n peace. She began to adm�re her taste, her sk�ll.... L�sa’s heart beat
v�olently and pa�nfully. She could scarcely control herself, she could
scarcely s�t �n her place. It seemed to her that Varvara Pavlovna
knew all, and was mock�ng at her �n secret tr�umph. To her rel�ef,
Gedeonovsky began to talk to Varvara Pavlovna, and drew off her
attent�on. L�sa bent over her frame, and secretly watched her. “That
woman,” she thought, “was loved by h�m.” But she at once drove
away the very thought of Lavretsky; she was afra�d of los�ng her
control over herself, she felt that her head was go�ng round. Marya
Dm�tr�evna began to talk of mus�c.



“I have heard, my dear,” she began, “that you are a wonderful
performer.”

“It �s long s�nce I have played,” repl�ed Varvara Pavlovna, seat�ng
herself w�thout delay at the p�ano, and runn�ng her f�ngers smartly
over the keys. “Do you w�sh �t?”

“If you w�ll be so k�nd.”
Varvara Pavlovna played a br�ll�ant and d�ff�cult étude by Hertz

very correctly. She had great power and execut�on.
“Sylph�de!” cr�ed Gedeonovsky.
“Marvellous!” Marya Dm�tr�evna ch�med �n. “Well, Varvara

Pavlovna, I confess,” she observed, for the f�rst t�me call�ng her by
her name, “you have aston�shed me; you m�ght g�ve concerts. We
have a mus�c�an here, an old German, a queer fellow, but a very
clever mus�c�an. He g�ves L�sa lessons. He w�ll be s�mply crazy over
you.”

“L�saveta M�halovna �s also mus�cal?” asked Varvara Pavlovna,
turn�ng her head sl�ghtly towards her.

“Yes, she plays fa�rly, and �s fond of mus�c; but what �s that bes�de
you? But there �s one young man here too—w�th whom we must
make you acqua�nted. He �s an art�st �n soul, and composes very
charm�ngly. He alone w�ll be able to apprec�ate you fully.”

“A young man?” sa�d Varvara Pavlovna: “Who �s he? Some poor
man?”

“Oh dear no, our ch�ef beau, and not only among us—et à
Petersbourg. A kammer-junker, and rece�ved �n the best soc�ety. You
must have heard of h�m: Pansh�n, Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch. He �s here on
a government comm�ss�on ... future m�n�ster, I daresay!”

“And an art�st?”
“An art�st at heart, and so well-bred. You shall see h�m. He has

been here very often of late: I �nv�ted h�m for th�s even�ng; I hope he
w�ll come,” added Marya Dm�tr�evna w�th a gentle s�gh, and an
obl�que sm�le of b�tterness.

L�sa knew the mean�ng of th�s sm�le, but �t was noth�ng to her now.



“And young?” repeated Varvara Pavlovna, l�ghtly modulat�ng from
tone to tone.

“Twenty-e�ght, and of the most prepossess�ng appearance. Un
jeune homme acompl�, �ndeed.”

“An exemplary young man, one may say,” observed Gedeonovsky.
Varvara Pavlovna began suddenly play�ng a no�sy waltz of

Strauss, open�ng w�th such a loud and rap�d tr�ll that Gedeonovsky
was qu�te startled. In the very m�ddle of the waltz she suddenly
passed �nto a pathet�c mot�ve, and f�n�shed up w�th an a�r from
“Luc�a” Fra poco... She reflected that l�vely mus�c was not �n keep�ng
w�th her pos�t�on. The a�r from “Luc�a,” w�th emphas�s on the
sent�mental passages, moved Marya Dm�tr�evna greatly.

“What soul!” she observed �n an undertone to Gedeonovsky.
“A sylph�de!” repeated Gedeonovsky, ra�s�ng h�s eyes towards

heaven.
The d�nner hour arr�ved. Marfa T�mofyevna came down from up-

sta�rs, when the soup was already on the table. She treated Varvara
Pavlovna very dr�ly, repl�ed �n half-sentences to her c�v�l�t�es, and d�d
not look at her. Varvara Pavlovna soon real�sed that there was
noth�ng to be got out of th�s old lady, and gave up try�ng to talk to her.
To make up for th�s, Marya Dm�tr�evna became st�ll more cord�al to
her guest; her aunt’s d�scourtesy �rr�tated her. Marfa T�mofyevna,
however, d�d not only avo�d look�ng at Varvara Pavlovna; she d�d not
look at L�sa e�ther, though her eyes seemed l�terally blaz�ng. She sat
as though she were of stone, yellow and pale, her l�ps compressed,
and ate noth�ng. L�sa seemed calm; and �n real�ty, her heart was
more at rest, a strange apathy, the apathy of the condemned had
come upon her. At d�nner Varvara Pavlovna spoke l�ttle; she seemed
to have grown t�m�d aga�n, and her countenance was overspread
w�th an express�on of modest melancholy. Gedeonovsky alone
enl�vened the conversat�on w�th h�s tales, though he constantly
looked t�morously towards Marfa T�mofyevna and coughed—he was
always overtaken by a f�t of cough�ng when he was go�ng to tell a l�e
�n her presence—but she d�d not h�nder h�m by any �nterrupt�on.
After d�nner �t seemed that Varvara Pavlovna was qu�te devoted to
preference; at th�s Marya Dm�tr�evna was so del�ghted that she felt



qu�te overcome, and thought to herself, “Really, what a fool Fedor
Ivan�tch must be; not able to apprec�ate a woman l�ke th�s!”

She sat down to play cards together w�th her and Gedeonovsky,
and Marfa T�mofyevna led L�sa away up-sta�rs w�th her, say�ng that
she looked shock�ng, and that she must certa�nly have a headache.

“Yes, she has an awful headache,” observed Marya Dm�tr�evna,
turn�ng to Varvara Pavlovna and roll�ng her eyes, “I myself have
often just such s�ck headaches.”

“Really!” rejo�ned Varvara Pavlovna.
L�sa went �nto her aunt’s room, and sank powerless �nto a cha�r.

Marfa T�mofyevna gazed long at her �n s�lence, slowly she knelt
down before her—and began st�ll �n the same s�lence to k�ss her
hands alternately. L�sa bent forward, cr�mson�ng—and began to
weep, but she d�d not make Marfa T�mofyevna get up, she d�d not
take away her hands, she felt that she had not the r�ght to take them
away, that she had not the r�ght to h�nder the old lady from
express�ng her pen�tence, and her sympathy, from begg�ng
forg�veness for what had passed the day before. And Marfa
T�mofyevna could not k�ss enough those poor, pale, powerless
hands, and s�lent tears flowed from her eyes and from L�sa’s; wh�le
the cat Matross purred �n the w�de arm-cha�r among the kn�tt�ng
wool, and the long flame of the l�ttle lamp fa�ntly st�rred and fl�ckered
before the holy p�cture. In the next room, beh�nd the door, stood
Nastasya Karpovna, and she too was furt�vely w�p�ng her eyes w�th
her check pocket-handkerch�ef rolled up �n a ball.



Chapter XL

Meanwh�le, down-sta�rs, preference was go�ng on merr�ly �n the
draw�ng-room; Marya Dm�tr�evna was w�nn�ng, and was �n h�gh
good-humour. A servant came �n and announced that Pansh�n was
below.

Marya Dm�tr�evna dropped her cards and moved restlessly �n her
arm-cha�r; Varvara Pavlovna looked at her w�th a half-sm�le, then
turned her eyes towards the door. Pansh�n made h�s appearance �n
a black frock-coat buttoned up to the throat, and a h�gh Engl�sh
collar. “It was hard for me to obey; but you see I have come,” th�s
was what was expressed by h�s unsm�l�ng, freshly shaven
countenance.

“Well, Woldemar,” cr�ed Marya Dm�tr�evna, “you used to come �n
unannounced!”

Pansh�n only repl�ed to Marya Dm�tr�evna by a s�ngle glance. He
bowed courteously to her, but d�d not k�ss her hand. She presented
h�m to Varvara Pavlovna; he stepped back a pace, bowed to her w�th
the same courtesy, but w�th st�ll greater elegance and respect, and
took a seat near the card-table. The game of preference was soon
over. Pansh�n �nqu�red after L�saveta M�halovna, learnt that she was
not qu�te well, and expressed h�s regret. Then he began to talk to
Varvara Pavlovna, d�plomat�cally we�gh�ng each word and g�v�ng �t �ts
full value, and pol�tely hear�ng her answers to the end. But the d�gn�ty
of h�s d�plomat�c tone d�d not �mpress Varvara Pavlovna, and she d�d
not adopt �t. On the contrary, she looked h�m �n the face w�th l�ght-
hearted attent�on and talked eas�ly, wh�le her del�cate nostr�ls were
qu�ver�ng as though w�th suppressed laughter. Marya Dm�tr�evna
began to enlarge on her talent; Pansh�n courteously �ncl�ned h�s
head, so far as h�s collar would perm�t h�m, declared that, “he felt



sure of �t beforehand,” and almost turned the conversat�on to the
d�plomat�c top�c of Mettern�ch h�mself. Varvara Pavlovna, w�th an
express�ve look �n her velvety eyes, sa�d �n a low vo�ce, “Why, but
you too are an art�st, un confrère,” add�ng st�ll lower, “venez!” w�th a
nod towards the p�ano. The s�ngle word venez thrown at h�m,
�nstantly, as though by mag�c, effected a complete transformat�on �n
Pansh�n’s whole appearance. H�s care-worn a�r d�sappeared; he
sm�led and grew l�vely, unbuttoned h�s coat, and repeat�ng “a poor
art�st, alas! Now you, I have heard, are a real art�st; he followed
Varvara Pavlovna to the p�ano....

“Make h�m s�ng h�s song, ‘How the Moon Floats,’” cr�ed Marya
Dm�tr�evna.

“Do you s�ng?” sa�d Varvara Pavlovna, enfold�ng h�m �n a rap�d
rad�ant look. “S�t down.”

Pansh�n began to cry off.
“S�t down,” she repeated �ns�stently, tapp�ng on a cha�r beh�nd h�m.
He sat down, coughed, tugged at h�s collar, and sang h�s song.
“Charmant,” pronounced Varvara Pavlovna, “you s�ng very well,

vous avez du style, aga�n.”
She walked round the p�ano and stood just oppos�te Pansh�n. He

sang �t aga�n, �ncreas�ng the melodramat�c tremor �n h�s vo�ce.
Varvara Pavlovna stared stead�ly at h�m, lean�ng her elbows on the
p�ano and hold�ng her wh�te hands on a level w�th her l�ps. Pansh�n
f�n�shed the song.

“Charmant, charmant �dée,” she sa�d w�th the calm self-conf�dence
of a conno�sseur. “Tell me, have you composed anyth�ng for a
woman’s vo�ce, for a mezzo-soprano?”

“I hardly compose at all,” repl�ed Pansh�n. “That was only thrown
off �n the �ntervals of bus�ness... but do you s�ng?”

“Yes.”
“Oh! s�ng us someth�ng,” urged Marya Dm�tr�evna.
Varvara Pavlovna pushed her ha�r back off her glow�ng cheeks

and gave her head a l�ttle shake.



“Our vo�ces ought to go well together,” she observed, turn�ng to
Pansh�n; “let us s�ng a duet. Do you know Son geloso, or La c�
darem or M�ra la b�anca luna?”

“I used to s�ng M�ra la b�anca luna, once,” repl�ed Pansh�n, “but
long ago; I have forgotten �t.”

“Never m�nd, we w�ll rehearse �t �n a low vo�ce. Allow me.”
Varvara Pavlovna sat down at the p�ano, Pansh�n stood by her.

They sang through the duet �n an undertone, and Varvara Pavlovna
corrected h�m several t�mes as they d�d so, then they sang �t aloud,
and then tw�ce repeated the performance of M�ra la b�anca lu-u-na.
Varvara Pavlovna’s vo�ce had lost �ts freshness, but she managed �t
w�th great sk�ll. Pansh�n at f�rst was hes�tat�ng, and a l�ttle out of tune,
then he warmed up, and �f h�s s�ng�ng was not qu�te beyond cr�t�c�sm,
at least he shrugged h�s shoulders, swayed h�s whole person, and
l�fted h�s hand from t�me to t�me �n the most genu�ne style. Varvara
Pavlovna played two or three l�ttle th�ngs of Thalberg’s, and
coquett�shly rendered a l�ttle French ballad. Marya Dm�tr�evna d�d not
know how to express her del�ght; she several t�mes tr�ed to send for
L�sa. Gedeonovsky, too, was at a loss for words, and could only nod
h�s head, but all at once he gave an unexpected yawn, and hardly
had t�me to cover h�s mouth w�th h�s hand. Th�s yawn d�d not escape
Varvara Pavlovna; she at once turned her back on the p�ano,
observ�ng, “Assez de mus�que comme ça; let us talk,” and she folded
her arms. “Ou�, assez de mus�que,” repeated Pansh�n ga�ly, and at
once he dropped �nto a chat, alert, l�ght, and �n French. “Prec�sely as
�n the best Par�s�an salon,” thought Marya Dm�tr�evna, as she
l�stened to the�r fluent and qu�ck-w�tted sentences. Pansh�n had a
sense of complete sat�sfact�on; h�s eyes shone, and he sm�led. At
f�rst he passed h�s hand across h�s face, contracted h�s brows, and
s�ghed spasmod�cally whenever he chanced to encounter Marya
Dm�tr�evna’s eyes. But later on he forgot her altogether, and gave
h�mself up ent�rely to the enjoyment of a half-worldly, half-art�st�c
chat. Varvara Pavlovna proved to be a great ph�losopher; she had a
ready answer for everyth�ng; she never hes�tated, never doubted
about anyth�ng; one could see that she had conversed much w�th
clever men of all k�nds. All her �deas, all her feel�ngs revolved round



Par�s. Pansh�n turned the conversat�on upon l�terature; �t seemed
that, l�ke h�mself, she read only French books. George Sand drove
her to exasperat�on, Balzac she respected, but he wear�ed her; �n
Sue and Scr�be she saw great knowledge of human nature, Dumas
and Féval she adored. In her heart she preferred Paul de Kock to all
of them, but of course she d�d not even ment�on h�s name. To tell the
truth, l�terature had no great �nterest for her. Varvara Pavlovna very
sk�lfully avo�ded all that could even remotely recall her pos�t�on; there
was no reference to love �n her remarks; on the contrary, they were
rather express�ve of auster�ty �n regard to the allurements of pass�on,
of d�s�llus�onment and res�gnat�on. Pansh�n d�sputed w�th her; she
d�d not agree w�th h�m.... but, strange to say!... at the very t�me when
words of censure—often of severe censure—were com�ng from her
l�ps, these words had a soft caress�ng sound, and her eyes spoke...
prec�sely what those lovely eyes spoke, �t was hard to say; but at
least the�r utterances were anyth�ng but severe, and were full of
undef�ned sweetness.

Pansh�n tr�ed to �nterpret the�r secret mean�ng, he tr�ed to make h�s
own eyes speak, but he felt he was not successful; he was
consc�ous that Varvara Pavlovna, �n the character of a real l�oness
from abroad, stood h�gh above h�m, and consequently was not
completely master of h�mself. Varvara Pavlovna had a hab�t �n
conversat�on of l�ghtly touch�ng the sleeve of the person she was
talk�ng to; those momentary contacts had a most d�squ�et�ng
�nfluence on Vlad�m�r N�kola�tch. Varvara Pavlovna possessed the
faculty of gett�ng on eas�ly w�th every one; before two hours had
passed �t seemed to Pansh�n that he had known her for an age, and
L�sa, the same L�sa whom, at any-rate, he had loved, to whom he
had the even�ng before offered h�s hand, had van�shed as �t were
�nto a m�st. Tea was brought �n; the conversat�on became st�ll more
unconstra�ned. Marya Dm�tr�evna rang for the page and gave orders
to ask L�sa to come down �f her head were better. Pansh�n, hear�ng
L�sa’s name, fell to d�scuss�ng self-sacr�f�ce and the quest�on wh�ch
was more capable of sacr�f�ce—man or woman. Marya Dm�tr�evna at
once became exc�ted, began to ma�nta�n that woman �s more the
ready for sacr�f�ce, declared that she would prove �t �n a couple of
words, got confused and f�n�shed up by a rather unfortunate



compar�son. Varvara Pavlovna took up a mus�c-book and half-h�d�ng
beh�nd �t and bend�ng towards Pansh�n, she observed �n a wh�sper,
as she n�bbled a b�scu�t, w�th a serene sm�le on her l�ps and �n her
eyes, “Elle n’a pas �nventé la poudre, la bonne dame.” Pansh�n was
a l�ttle taken aback and amazed at Varvara Pavlovna’s audac�ty; but
he d�d not real�se how much contempt for h�mself was concealed �n
th�s unexpected outbreak, and forgett�ng Marya Dm�tr�evna’s
k�ndness and devot�on, forgett�ng all the d�nners she had g�ven h�m,
and the money she had lent h�m, he repl�ed (luckless mortal!) w�th
the same sm�le and �n the same tone, “je cro�s b�en,” and not even,
je cro�s b�en, but j’cro�s ben!

Varvara flung h�m a fr�endly glance and got up. L�sa came �n:
Marfa T�mofyevna had tr�ed �n va�n to h�nder her; she was resolved
to go through w�th her suffer�ngs to the end. Varvara Pavlovna went
to meet her together w�th Pansh�n, on whose face the former
d�plomat�c express�on had reappeared.

“How are you?” he asked L�sa.
“I am better now, thank you,” she repl�ed.
“We have been hav�ng a l�ttle mus�c here; �t’s a p�ty you d�d not

hear Varvara Pavlovna, she s�ngs superbly, en art�ste consommée.”
“Come here, my dear,” sounded Marya Dm�tr�evna’s vo�ce.
Varvara Pavlovna went to her at once w�th the subm�ss�veness of

a ch�ld, and sat down on a l�ttle stool at her feet. Marya Dm�tr�evna
had called her so as to leave her daughter, at least for a moment,
alone w�th Pansh�n; she was st�ll secretly hop�ng that she would
come round. Bes�des, an �dea had entered her head, to wh�ch she
was anx�ous to g�ve express�on at once.

“Do you know,” she wh�spered to Varvara Pavlovna, “I want to
endeavour to reconc�le you and your husband; I won’t answer for my
success, but I w�ll make an effort. He has, you know, a great respect
for me.” Varvara Pavlovna slowly ra�sed her eyes to Marya
Dm�tr�evna, and eloquently clasped her hands.

“You would be my sav�our, ma tante,” she sa�d �n a mournful vo�ce:
“I don’t know how to thank you for all your k�ndness; but I have been
too gu�lty towards Fedor Ivan�tch; he can not forg�ve me.”



“But d�d you—�n real�ty—” Marya Dm�tr�evna was beg�nn�ng
�nqu�s�t�vely.

“Don’t quest�on me,” Varvara Pavlovna �nterrupted her, and she
cast down her eyes. “I was young, fr�volous. But I don’t want to just�fy
myself.”

“Well, anyway, why not try? Don’t despa�r,” rejo�ned Marya
Dm�tr�evna, and she was on the po�nt of patt�ng her on the cheek, but
after a glance at her she had not the courage. “She �s humble, very
humble,” she thought, “but st�ll she �s a l�oness.”

“Are you �ll?” Pansh�n was say�ng to L�sa meanwh�le.
“Yes, I am not well.”
“I understand you,” he brought out after a rather protracted

s�lence. “Yes, I understand you.”
“What?”
“I understand you,” Pansh�n repeated s�gn�f�cantly; he s�mply d�d

not know what to say.
L�sa felt embarrassed, and then “so be �t!” she thought. Pansh�n

assumed a myster�ous a�r and kept s�lent, look�ng severely away.
“I fancy though �t’s struck eleven,” remarked Marya Dm�tr�evna.
Her guests took the h�nt and began to say good-bye. Varvara

Pavlovna had to prom�se that she would come to d�nner the follow�ng
day and br�ng Ada. Gedeonovsky, who had all but fallen asleep
s�tt�ng �n h�s corner, offered to escort her home. Pansh�n took leave
solemnly of all, but at the steps as he put Varvara Pavlovna �nto her
carr�age he pressed her hand, and cr�ed after her, “au revo�r!”
Gedeonovsky sat bes�de her all the way home. She amused herself
by press�ng the t�p of her l�ttle foot as though acc�dentally on h�s foot;
he was thrown �nto confus�on and began pay�ng her compl�ments.
She t�ttered and made eyes at h�m when the l�ght of a street lamp fell
�nto the carr�age. The waltz she had played was r�ng�ng �n her head,
and exc�t�ng her; whatever pos�t�on she m�ght f�nd herself �n, she had
only to �mag�ne l�ghts, a ballroom, rap�d wh�rl�ng to the stra�ns of
mus�c—and her blood was on f�re, her eyes gl�ttered strangely, a
sm�le strayed about her l�ps, and someth�ng of bacchanal�an grace
was v�s�ble over her whole frame. When she reached home Varvara



Pavlovna bounded l�ghtly out of the carr�age—only real l�onesses
know how to bound l�ke that—and turn�ng round to Gedeonovsky
she burst suddenly �nto a r�ng�ng laugh r�ght �n h�s face.

“An attract�ve person,” thought the counsellor of state as he made
h�s way to h�s lodg�ngs, where h�s servant was awa�t�ng h�m w�th a
glass of opodeldoc: “It’s well I’m a steady fellow—only, what was she
laugh�ng at?”

Marfa T�mofyevna spent the whole n�ght s�tt�ng bes�de L�sa’s bed.



Chapter XLI

Lavretsky spent a day and a half at Vass�lyevskoe, and employed
almost all the t�me �n wander�ng about the ne�ghbourhood. He could
not stop long �n one place: he was devoured by angu�sh; he was torn
unceas�ngly by �mpotent v�olent �mpulses. He remembered the
feel�ng wh�ch had taken possess�on of h�m the day after h�s arr�val �n
the country; he remembered h�s plans then and was �ntensely
exasperated w�th h�mself. What had been able to tear h�m away from
what he recogn�sed as h�s duty—as the one task set before h�m �n
the future? The th�rst for happ�ness—aga�n the same th�rst for
happ�ness.

“It seems M�halev�tch was r�ght,” he thought; “you wanted a
second t�me to taste happ�ness �n l�fe,” he sa�d to h�mself, “you forgot
that �t �s a luxury, an undeserved bl�ss, �f �t even comes once to a
man. It was not complete, �t was not genu�ne, you say; but prove
your r�ght to full, genu�ne happ�ness. Look round and see who �s
happy, who enjoys l�fe about you? Look at that peasant go�ng to the
mow�ng; �s he contented w�th h�s fate?... What! would you care to
change places w�th h�m? Remember your mother; how �nf�n�tely l�ttle
she asked of l�fe, and what a l�fe fell to her lot. You were only
bragg�ng �t seems when you sa�d to Pansh�n that you had come back
to Russ�a to cult�vate the so�l; you have come back to dangle after
young g�rls �n your old age. D�rectly the news of your freedom came,
you threw up everyth�ng, forgot everyth�ng; you ran l�ke a boy after a
butterfly.”....

The �mage of L�sa cont�nually presented �tself �n the m�dst of h�s
brood�ngs. He drove �t away w�th an effort together w�th another
�mportunate f�gure, other serenely w�ly, beaut�ful, hated features. Old
Anton not�ced that the master was not h�mself: after s�gh�ng several



t�mes outs�de the door and several t�mes �n the doorway, he made up
h�s m�nd to go up to h�m, and adv�sed h�m to take a hot dr�nk of
someth�ng. Lavretsky swore at h�m; ordered h�m out; afterwards he
begged h�s pardon, but that only made Anton st�ll more sorrowful.
Lavretsky could not stay �n the draw�ng-room; �t seemed to h�m that
h�s great-grandfather Andrey, was look�ng contemptuously from the
canvas at h�s feeble descendant. “Bah: you sw�m �n shallow water,”
the d�storted l�ps seemed to be say�ng. “Is �t poss�ble,” he thought,
“that I cannot master myself, that I am go�ng to g�ve �n to th�s...
nonsense?” (Those who are badly wounded �n war always call the�r
wounds “nonsense.” If man d�d not dece�ve h�mself, he could not l�ve
on earth.) “Am I really a boy? Ah, well; I saw qu�te close, I almost
held �n my hands the poss�b�l�ty of happ�ness for my whole l�fe; yes,
�n the lottery too—turn the wheel a l�ttle and the beggar perhaps
would be a r�ch man. If �t does not happen, then �t does not—and �t’s
all over. I w�ll set to work, w�th my teeth clenched, and make myself
be qu�et; �t’s as well, �t’s not the f�rst t�me I have had to hold myself �n.
And why have I run away, why am I stopp�ng here st�ck�ng my head
�n a bush, l�ke an ostr�ch? A fearful th�ng to face trouble... nonsense!
Anton,” he called aloud, “order the coach to be brought round at
once. Yes,” he thought aga�n, “I must gr�n and bear �t, I must keep
myself well �n hand.”

W�th such reason�ngs Lavretsky tr�ed to ease h�s pa�n; but �t was
deep and �ntense; and even Apraxya who had outl�ved all emot�on as
well as �ntell�gence shook her head and followed h�m mournfully w�th
her eyes, as he took h�s seat �n the coach to dr�ve to the town. The
horses galloped away; he sat upr�ght and mot�onless, and looked
f�xedly at the road before h�m.



Chapter XLII

L�sa had wr�tten to Lavretsky the day before, to tell h�m to come �n
the even�ng; but he f�rst went home to h�s lodg�ngs. He found ne�ther
h�s w�fe nor h�s daughter at home; from the servants he learned that
she had gone w�th the ch�ld to the Kal�t�ns’. Th�s �nformat�on
astounded and maddened h�m. “Varvara Pavlovna has made up her
m�nd not to let me l�ve at all, �t seems,” he thought w�th a pass�on of
hatred �n h�s heart. He began to walk up and down, and h�s hands
and feet were constantly knock�ng up aga�nst ch�ld’s toys, books and
fem�n�ne belong�ngs; he called Just�ne and told her to clear away all
th�s “l�tter.” “Ou�, mons�eur,” she sa�d w�th a gr�mace, and began to
set the room �n order, stoop�ng gracefully, and lett�ng Lavretsky feel
�n every movement that she regarded h�m as an unpol�shed bear.

He looked w�th avers�on at her faded, but st�ll “p�quante,” �ron�cal,
Par�s�an face, at her wh�te elbow-sleeves, her s�lk apron, and l�ttle
l�ght cap. He sent her away at last, and after long hes�tat�on (as
Varvara Pavlovna st�ll d�d not return) he dec�ded to go to the
Kal�t�ns’—not to see Marya Dm�tr�evna (he would not for anyth�ng �n
the world have gone �nto that draw�ng-room, the room where h�s w�fe
was), but to go up to Marfa T�mofyevna’s. He remembered that the
back sta�rcase from the servants’ entrance led stra�ght to her
apartment. He acted on th�s plan; fortune favoured h�m; he met
Shurotchka �n the court-yard; she conducted h�m up to Marfa
T�mofyevna’s. He found her, contrary to her usual hab�t, alone; she
was s�tt�ng w�thout a cap �n a corner, bent, and her arms crossed
over her breast. The old lady was much upset on see�ng Lavretsky,
she got up qu�ckly and began to move to and fro �n the room as �f
she were look�ng for her cap.



“Ah, �t’s you,” she began, f�dget�ng about and avo�d�ng meet�ng h�s
eyes, “well, how do you do? Well, well, what’s to be done! Where
were you yesterday? Well, she has come, so there, there! Well, �t
must... one way or another.”

Lavretsky dropped �nto a cha�r.
“Well, s�t down, s�t down,” the old lady went on. “D�d you come

stra�ght up-sta�rs? Well, there, of course. So... you came to see me?
Thanks.”

The old lady was s�lent for a l�ttle; Lavretsky d�d not know what to
say to her; but she understood h�m.

“L�sa... yes, L�sa was here just now,” pursued Marfa T�mofyevna,
ty�ng and unty�ng the tassels of her ret�cule. “She was not qu�te well.
Shurotchka, where are you? Come here, my g�rl; why can’t you s�t
st�ll a l�ttle? My head aches too. It must be the effect of the s�ng�ng
and mus�c.”

“What s�ng�ng, aunt�e?”
“Why, we have been hav�ng those—upon my word, what do you

call them—duets here. And all �n Ital�an: ch�-ch�—and cha-cha—l�ke
magp�es for all the world w�th the�r long drawn-out notes as �f they’d
pull your very soul out. That’s Pansh�n, and your w�fe too. And how
qu�ckly everyth�ng was settled; just as though �t were all among
relat�ons, w�thout ceremony. However, one may well say, even a dog
w�ll try to f�nd a home; and won’t be lost so long as folks don’t dr�ve �t
out.”

“St�ll, I confess I d�d not expect th�s,” rejo�ned Lavretsky; “there
must be great effrontery to do th�s.”

“No, my darl�ng, �t’s not effrontery, �t’s calculat�on, God forg�ve her!
They say you are send�ng her off to Lavr�ky; �s �t true?”

“Yes, I am g�v�ng up that property to Varvara Pavlovna.”
“Has she asked you for money?”
“Not yet.”
“Well, that won’t be long �n com�ng. But I have only now got a look

at you. Are you qu�te well?”
“Yes.”



“Shurotchka!” cr�ed Marfa T�mofyevna suddenly, “run and tell
L�saveta M�halovna,—at least, no, ask her... �s she down-sta�rs?”

“Yes.”
“Well, then; ask her where she put my book? she w�ll know.”
“Very well.”
The old lady grew f�dgety aga�n and began open�ng a drawer �n

the chest. Lavretsky sat st�ll w�thout st�rr�ng �n h�s place.
All at once l�ght footsteps were heard on the sta�rs—and L�sa

came �n.
Lavretsky stood up and bowed; L�sa rema�ned at the door.
“L�sa, L�sa, darl�ng,” began Marfa T�mofyevna eagerly, “where �s

my book? where d�d you put my book?”
“What book, aunt�e?”
“Why, goodness me, that book! But I d�dn’t call you though...

There, �t doesn’t matter. What are you do�ng down-sta�rs? Here
Fedor Ivan�tch has come. How �s your head?”

“It’s noth�ng.”
“You keep say�ng �t’s noth�ng. What have you go�ng on down-sta�rs

—mus�c?”
“No—they are play�ng cards.”
“Well, she’s ready for anyth�ng. Shurotchka, I see you want a run

�n the garden—run along.”
“Oh, no, Marfa T�mofyevna.”
“Don’t argue, �f you please, run along. Nastasya Karpovna has

gone out �nto the garden all by herself; you keep her company. You
must treat the old w�th respect.”—Shurotchka departed—“But where
�s my cap? Where has �t got to?”

“Let me look for �t,” sa�d L�sa.
“S�t down, s�t down; I have st�ll the use of my legs. It must be

�ns�de �n my bedroom.”
And fl�ng�ng a s�delong glance �n Lavretsky’s d�rect�on, Marfa

T�mofyevna went out. She left the door open; but suddenly she came
back to �t and shut �t.



L�sa leant back aga�nst her cha�r and qu�etly covered her face w�th
her hands; Lavretsky rema�ned where he was.

“Th�s �s how we were to meet aga�n!” he brought out at last.
L�sa took her hands from her face.
“Yes,” she sa�d fa�ntly: “we were qu�ckly pun�shed.”
“Pun�shed,” sa�d Lavretsky.... “What had you done to be

pun�shed?”
L�sa ra�sed her eyes to h�m. There was ne�ther sorrow or d�squ�et

expressed �n them; they seemed smaller and d�mmer. Her face was
pale; and pale too her sl�ghtly parted l�ps.

Lavretsky’s heart shuddered for p�ty and love.
“You wrote to me; all �s over,” he wh�spered, “yes, all �s over—

before �t had begun.”
“We must forget all that,” L�sa brought out; “I am glad that you

have come; I wanted to wr�te to you, but �t �s better so. Only we must
take advantage qu�ckly of these m�nutes. It �s left for both of us to do
our duty. You, Fedor Ivan�tch, must be reconc�led w�th your w�fe.”

“L�sa!”
“I beg you to do so; by that alone can we exp�ate... all that has

happened. You w�ll th�nk about �t—and w�ll not refuse me.”
“L�sa, for God’s sake,—you are ask�ng what �s �mposs�ble. I am

ready to do everyth�ng you tell me; but to be reconc�led to her now!...
I consent to everyth�ng, I have forgotten everyth�ng; but I cannot
force my heart.... Indeed, th�s �s cruel!”

“I do not even ask of you... what you say; do not l�ve w�th her, �f
you cannot; but be reconc�led,” repl�ed L�sa and aga�n she h�d her
eyes �n her hand.—“remember your l�ttle g�rl; do �t for my sake.”

“Very well,” Lavretsky muttered between h�s teeth: “I w�ll do that, I
suppose �n that I shall fulf�ll my duty. But you—what does your duty
cons�st �n?”

“That I know myself.”
Lavretsky started suddenly.
“You cannot be mak�ng up your m�nd to marry Pansh�n?” he sa�d.



L�sa gave an almost �mpercept�ble sm�le.
“Oh, no!” she sa�d.
“Ah, L�sa, L�sa!” cr�ed Lavretsky, “how happy you m�ght have

been!”
L�sa looked at h�m aga�n.
“Now you see yourself, Fedor Ivan�tch, that happ�ness does not

depend on us, but on God.”
“Yes, because you—”
The door from the adjo�n�ng room opened qu�ckly and Marfa

T�mofyevna came �n w�th her cap �n her hand.
“I have found �t at last,” she sa�d, stand�ng between Lavretsky and

L�sa; “I had la�d �t down myself. That’s what age does for one, alack
—though youth’s not much better.”

“Well, and are you go�ng to Lavr�ky yourself w�th your w�fe?” she
added, turn�ng to Lavretsky.

“To Lavr�ky w�th her? I don’t know,” he sa�d, after a moment’s
hes�tat�on.

“You are not go�ng down-sta�rs.”
“To-day,—no, I’m not.”
“Well, well, you know best; but you, L�sa, I th�nk, ought to go down.

Ah, merc�ful powers, I have forgotten to feed my bullf�nch. There,
stop a m�nute, I’ll soon—” And Marfa T�mofyevna ran off w�thout
putt�ng on her cap.

Lavretsky walked qu�ckly up to L�sa.
“L�sa,” he began �n a vo�ce of entreaty, “we are part�ng for ever, my

heart �s torn,—g�ve me your hand at part�ng.”
L�sa ra�sed her head, her wear�ed eyes, the�r l�ght almost ext�nct,

rested upon h�m.... “No,” she uttered, and she drew back the hand
she was hold�ng out. “No, Lavretsky (�t was the f�rst t�me she had
used th�s name), I w�ll not g�ve you my hand. What �s the good? Go
away, I beseech you. You know I love you... yes, I love you,” she
added w�th an effort; “but no... no.”

She pressed her handkerch�ef to her l�ps.



“G�ve me, at least, that handkerch�ef.”
The door creaked... the handkerch�ef sl�d on to L�sa’s lap.

Lavretsky snatched �t before �t had t�me to fall to the floor, thrust �t
qu�ckly �nto a s�de pocket, and turn�ng round met Marfa T�mofyevna’s
eyes.

“L�sa, darl�ng, I fancy your mother �s call�ng you,” the old lady
declared.

L�sa at once got up and went away.
Marfa T�mofyevna sat down aga�n �n her corner. Lavretsky began

to take leave of her.
“Fedor,” she sa�d suddenly.
“What �s �t?”
“Are you an honest man?”
“What?”
“I ask you, are you an honest man?”
“I hope so.”
“H’m. But g�ve me your word of honour that you w�ll be an honest

man.”
“Certa�nly. But why?”
“I know why. And you too, my dear fr�end, �f you th�nk well, you’re

no fool—w�ll understand why I ask �t of you. And now, good-bye, my
dear. Thanks for your v�s�t; and remember you have g�ven your word,
Fedya, and k�ss me. Oh, my dear, �t’s hard for you, I know; but there,
�t’s not easy for any one. Once I used to envy the fl�es; I thought �t’s
for them �t’s good to be al�ve but one n�ght I heard a fly compla�n�ng
�n a sp�der’s web—no, I th�nk, they too have the�r troubles. There’s
no help, Fedya; but remember your prom�se all the same. Good-
bye.”

Lavretsky went down the back sta�rcase, and had reached the
gates when a man-servant overtook h�m.

“Marya Dm�tr�evna told me to ask you to go �n to her,” he
commenced to Lavretsky.

“Tell her, my boy, that just now I can’t—” Fedor Ivan�tch was
beg�nn�ng.



“Her excellency told me to ask you very part�cularly,” cont�nued the
servant. “She gave orders to say she was at home.”

“Have the v�s�tors gone?” asked Lavretsky.
“Certa�nly, s�r,” repl�ed the servant w�th a gr�n.
Lavretsky shrugged h�s shoulders and followed h�m.



Chapter XLIII

Marya Dm�tr�evna was s�tt�ng alone �n her boudo�r �n an easy-cha�r,
sn�ff�ng eau de cologne; a glass of orange-flower-water was stand�ng
on a l�ttle table near her. She was ag�tated and seemed nervous.

Lavretsky came �n.
“You wanted to see me,” he sa�d, bow�ng coldly.
“Yes,” repl�ed Marya Dm�tr�evna, and she s�pped a l�ttle water: “I

heard that you had gone stra�ght up to my aunt; I gave orders that
you should be asked to come �n; I wanted to have a l�ttle talk w�th
you. S�t down, please,” Marya Dm�tr�evna took breath. “You know,”
she went on, “your w�fe has come.”

“I was aware of that,” remarked Lavretsky.
“Well, then, that �s, I wanted to say, she came to me, and I

rece�ved her; that �s what I wanted to expla�n to you, Fedor Ivan�tch.
Thank God I have, I may say, ga�ned un�versal respect, and for no
cons�derat�on �n the world would I do anyth�ng �mproper. Though I
foresaw that �t would be d�sagreeable to you, st�ll I could not make up
my m�nd to deny myself to her, Fedor Ivan�tch; she �s a relat�on of
m�ne—through you; put yourself �n my pos�t�on, what r�ght had I to
shut my doors on her—you w�ll agree w�th me?”

“You are exc�t�ng yourself needlessly, Mary Dm�tr�evna,” repl�ed
Lavretsky; “you acted very well, I am not angry. I have not the least
�ntent�on of depr�v�ng Varvara Pavlovna of the opportun�ty of see�ng
her fr�ends; I d�d not come �n to you to-day s�mply because I d�d not
care to meet her—that was all.”

“Ah, how glad I am to hear you say that, Fedor Ivan�tch,” cr�ed
Marya Dm�tr�evna, “but I always expected �t of your noble
sent�ments. And as for my be�ng exc�ted—that’s not to be wondered



at; I am a woman and a mother. And your w�fe... of course I cannot
judge between you and her—as I sa�d to her herself; but she �s such
a del�ghtful woman that she can produce noth�ng but a pleasant
�mpress�on.”

Lavretsky gave a laugh and played w�th h�s hat.
“And th�s �s what I wanted to say to you bes�des, Fedor Ivan�tch,”

cont�nued Marya Dm�tr�evna, mov�ng sl�ghtly nearer up to h�m, “�f you
had seen the modesty of her behav�our, how respectful she �s!
Really, �t �s qu�te touch�ng. And �f you had heard how she spoke of
you! I have been to blame towards h�m, she sa�d, altogether; I d�d
not know how to apprec�ate h�m, she sa�d; he �s an angel, she sa�d,
and not a man. Really, that �s what she sa�d—an angel. Her
pen�tence �s such... Ah, upon my word, I have never seen such
pen�tence!”

“Well, Marya Dm�tr�evna,” observed Lavretsky, “�f I may be
�nqu�s�t�ve: I am told that Varvara Pavlovna has been s�ng�ng �n your
draw�ng-room; d�d she s�ng dur�ng the t�me of her pen�tence, or how
was �t?”

“Ah, I wonder you are not ashamed to talk l�ke that! She sang and
played the p�ano only to do me a k�ndness, because I pos�t�vely
entreated, almost commanded her to do so. I saw that she was sad,
so sad; I thought how to d�stract her m�nd—and I heard that she had
such marvellous talent! I assure you, Fedor Ivan�tch, she �s utterly
crushed, ask Serge� Petrov�tch even; a heart-broken woman, tout à
fa�t: what do you say?”

Lavretsky only shrugged h�s shoulders.
“And then what a l�ttle angel �s that Adotchka of yours, what a

darl�ng! How sweet she �s, what a clever l�ttle th�ng; how she speaks
French; and understand Russ�an too—she called me ‘aunt�e’ �n
Russ�an. And you know that as for shyness—almost all ch�ldren at
her age are shy—there’s not a trace of �t. She’s so l�ke you, Fedor
Ivan�tch, �t’s amaz�ng. The eyes, the forehead—well, �t’s you over
aga�n, prec�sely you. I am not part�cularly fond of l�ttle ch�ldren, I
must own; but I s�mply lost my heart to your l�ttle g�rl.”

“Marya Dm�tr�evna,” Lavretsky blurted out suddenly, “allow me to
ask you what �s your object �n talk�ng to me l�ke th�s?”



“What object?” Marya Dm�tr�evna sn�ffed her eau de cologne
aga�n, and took a s�p of water. “Why, I am speak�ng to you, Fedor
Ivan�tch, because—I am a relat�on of yours, you know, I take the
warmest �nterest �n you—I know your heart �s of the best. L�sten to
me, mon cous�n. I am at any rate a woman of exper�ence, and I shall
not talk at random: forg�ve her, forg�ve your w�fe.” Marya Dm�tr�evna’s
eyes suddenly f�lled w�th tears. “Only th�nk: her youth, her
�nexper�ence... and who knows, perhaps, bad example; she had not
a mother who could br�ng her up �n the r�ght way. Forg�ve her, Fedor
Ivan�tch, she has been pun�shed enough.”

The tears were tr�ckl�ng down Marya Dm�tr�evna’s cheeks: she d�d
not w�pe them away, she was fond of weep�ng. Lavretsky sat as �f on
thorns. “Good God,” he thought, “what torture, what a day I have had
to-day!”

“You make no reply,” Marya Dm�tr�evna began aga�n. “How am I to
understand you? Can you really be so cruel? No, I w�ll not bel�eve �t.
I feel that my words have �nfluenced you, Fedor Ivan�tch. God reward
you for your goodness, and now rece�ve your w�fe from my hands.”

Involuntar�ly Lavretsky jumped up from h�s cha�r; Marya Dm�tr�evna
also rose and runn�ng qu�ckly beh�nd a screen, she led forth Varvara
Pavlovna. Pale, almost l�feless, w�th downcast eyes, she seemed to
have renounced all thought, all w�ll of her own, and to have
surrendered herself completely to Marya Dm�tr�evna.

Lavretsky stepped back a pace.
“You have been here all the t�me!” he cr�ed.
“Do not blame her,” expla�ned Marya Dm�tr�evna; “she was most

unw�ll�ng to stay, but I forced her to rema�n. I put her beh�nd the
screen. She assured me that th�s would only anger you more; I
would not even l�sten to her; I know you better than she does. Take
your w�fe back from my hands; come, Varya, do not fear, fall at your
husband’s feet (she gave a pull at her arm) and my bless�ng”...

“Stop a m�nute, Marya Dm�tr�evna,” sa�d Lavretsky �n a low but
startl�ngly �mpress�ve vo�ce. “I dare say you are fond of affect�ng
scenes” (Lavretsky was r�ght, Marya Dm�tr�evna st�ll reta�ned her
school-g�rl’s pass�on for a l�ttle melodramat�c effect), “they amuse
you; but they may be anyth�ng but pleasant for other people. But I



am not go�ng to talk to you; �n th�s scene you are not the pr�nc�pal
character. What do you want to get out of me, madam?” he added,
turn�ng to h�s w�fe. “Haven’t I done all I could for you? Don’t tell me
you d�d not contr�ve th�s �nterv�ew; I shall not bel�eve you—and you
know that I cannot poss�bly bel�eve you. What �s �t you want? You
are clever—you do noth�ng w�thout an object. You must real�se, that
as for l�v�ng w�th, as I once l�ved w�th you, that I cannot do; not
because I am angry w�th you, but because I have become a d�fferent
man. I told you so the day after your return, and you yourself, at that
moment, agreed w�th me �n your heart. But you want to re�nstate
yourself �n publ�c op�n�on; �t �s not enough for you to l�ve �n my house,
you want to l�ve w�th me under the same roof—�sn’t that �t?”

“I want your forg�veness,” pronounced Varvara Pavlovna, not
ra�s�ng her eyes.

“She wants your forg�veness,” repeated Marya Dm�tr�evna.
“And not for my own sake, but for Ada’s,” murmured Varvara

Pavlovna.
“And not for her own sake, but for your Ada’s,” repeated Marya

Dm�tr�evna.
“Very good. Is that what you want?” Lavretsky uttered w�th an

effort. “Certa�nly, I consent to that too.”
Varvara Pavlovna darted a sw�ft glance at h�m, but Marya

Dm�tr�evna cr�ed: “There, God be thanked!” and aga�n drew Varvara
Pavlvona forward by the arm. “Take her now from my arms—”

“Stop a m�nute, I tell you,” Lavretsky �nterrupted her, “I agree to
l�ve w�th you, Varvara Pavlovna,” he cont�nued, “that �s to say, I w�ll
conduct you to Lavr�ky, and I w�ll l�ve there w�th you, as long as I can
endure �t, and then I w�ll go away—and w�ll come back aga�n. You
see, I do not want to dece�ve you; but do not demand anyth�ng more.
You would laugh yourself �f I were to carry out the des�re of our
respected cous�n, were to press you to my breast, and to fall to
assur�ng you that ... that the past had not been; and the felled tree
can bud aga�n. But I see, I must subm�t. You w�ll not understand
these words... but that’s no matter. I repeat, I w�ll l�ve w�th you... or
no, I cannot prom�se that... I w�ll be reconc�led w�th you, I w�ll regard
you as my w�fe aga�n.”



“G�ve her, at least your hand on �t,” observed Marya Dm�tr�evna,
whose tears had long s�nce dr�ed up.

“I have never dece�ved Varvara Pavlovna h�therto,” returned
Lavretsky; “she w�ll bel�eve me w�thout that. I w�ll take her to Lavr�ky;
and remember, Varvara Pavlovna, our treaty �s to be reckoned as
broken d�rectly you go away from Lavr�ky. And now allow me to take
leave.”

He bowed to both the lad�es, and hurr�edly went away.
“Are you not go�ng to take her w�th you!” Marya Dm�tr�evna cr�ed

after h�m.... “Leave h�m alone,” Varvara Pavlovna wh�spered to her.
And at once she embraced her, and began thank�ng her, k�ss�ng her
hands and call�ng her sav�our.

Marya Dm�tr�evna rece�ved her caresses �ndulgently; but at heart
she was d�scontented w�th Lavretsky, w�th Varvara Pavlovna, and
w�th the whole scene she had prepared. Very l�ttle sent�mental�ty had
come of �t; Varvara Pavlovna, �n her op�n�on, ought to have flung
herself at her husband’s feet.

“How was �t you d�dn’t understand me?” she commented: “I kept
say�ng ‘down.’”

“It �s better as �t was, dear aunt�e; do not be uneasy—�t was all for
the best,” Varvara Pavlovna assured her.

“Well, any way, he’s as cold as �ce,” observed Marya Dm�tr�evna.
“You d�dn’t weep, �t �s true, but I was �n floods of tears before h�s
eyes. He wants to shut you up at Lavr�ky. Why, won’t you even be
able to come and see me? All men are unfeel�ng,” she concluded,
w�th a s�gn�f�cant shake of the head.

“But then women can apprec�ate goodness and noble-
heartedness,” sa�d Varvara Pavlovna, and gently dropp�ng on her
knees before Marya Dm�tr�evna, she flung her arms about her round
person, and pressed her face aga�nst �t. That face wore a sly sm�le,
but Marya Dm�tr�evna’s tears began to flow aga�n.

When Lavretsky returned home, he locked h�mself �n h�s valet’s
room, and flung h�mself on a sofa; he lay l�ke that t�ll morn�ng.



Chapter XLIV

The follow�ng day was Sunday. The sound of bells r�ng�ng for early
mass d�d not wake Lavretsky—he had not closed h�s eyes all n�ght—
but �t rem�nded h�m of another Sunday, when at L�sa’s des�re he had
gone to church. He got up hast�ly; some secret vo�ce told h�m that he
would see her there to-day. He went no�selessly out of the house,
leav�ng a message for Varvara Pavlovna that he would be back to
d�nner, and w�th long str�des he made h�s way �n the d�rect�on �n
wh�ch the monotonously mournful bells were call�ng h�m. He arr�ved
early; there was scarcely any one �n the church; a deacon was
read�ng the serv�ce �n the cha�r; the measured drone of h�s vo�ce—
somet�mes broken by a cough—fell and rose at even �ntervals.
Lavretsky placed h�mself not far from the entrance. Worsh�ppers
came �n one by one, stopped, crossed themselves, and bowed �n all
d�rect�ons; the�r steps rang out �n the empty, s�lent church, echo�ng
back d�st�nctly under the arched roof. An �nf�rm poor l�ttle old woman
�n a worn-out cloak w�th a hood was on her knees near Lavretsky,
pray�ng ass�duously; her toothless, yellow, wr�nkled face expressed
�ntense emot�on; her red eyes were gaz�ng f�xedly upwards at the
holy f�gures on the �conostas�s; her bony hand was constantly
com�ng out from under her cloak, and slowly and earnestly mak�ng a
great s�gn of the cross. A peasant w�th a bushy beard and a surly
face, d�shevelled and unkempt, came �nto the church, and at once
fell on both knees, and began d�rectly cross�ng h�mself �n haste,
bend�ng back h�s head w�th a shake after each prostrat�on. Such
b�tter gr�ef was expressed �n h�s face, and �n all h�s act�ons, that
Lavretsky made up h�s m�nd to go up to h�m and ask h�m what was
wrong. The peasant t�m�dly and morosely started back, looked at
h�m.... “My son �s dead,” he art�culated qu�ckly, and aga�n fell to
bow�ng to the earth. “What could replace the consolat�ons of the



Church to them?” thought Lavretsky; and he tr�ed h�mself to pray, but
h�s heart was hard and heavy, and h�s thoughts were far away. He
kept expect�ng L�sa, but L�sa d�d not come. The church began to be
full of people; but st�ll she was not there. The serv�ce commenced,
the deacon had already read the gospel, they began r�ng�ng for the
last prayer; Lavretsky moved a l�ttle forward—and suddenly caught
s�ght of L�sa. She had come before h�m, but he had not seen her;
she was h�dden �n a recess between the wall and the cho�r, and
ne�ther moved nor looked round. Lavretsky d�d not take h�s eyes off
her t�ll the very end of the serv�ce; he was say�ng farewell to her. The
people began to d�sperse, but she st�ll rema�ned; �t seemed as
though she were wa�t�ng for Lavretsky to go out. At last she crossed
herself for the last t�me and went out—there was only a ma�d w�th
her—not turn�ng round. Lavretsky went out of the church after her
and overtook her �n the street; she was walk�ng very qu�ckly, w�th
downcast head, and a ve�l over her face.

“Good-morn�ng, L�saveta M�halovna,” he sa�d aloud w�th assumed
carelessness: “may I accompany you?”

She made no reply; he walked bes�de her.
“Are you content w�th me?” he asked her, dropp�ng h�s vo�ce.

“Have you heard what happened yesterday?”
“Yes, yes,” she repl�ed �n a wh�sper, “that was well.” And she went

st�ll more qu�ckly.
“Are you content?”
L�sa only bent her head �n assent.
“Fedor Ivan�tch,” she began �n a calm but fa�nt vo�ce, “I wanted to

beg you not to come to see us any more; go away as soon as
poss�ble, we may see each other aga�n later—somet�me—�n a year.
But now, do th�s for my sake; fulf�l my request, for God’s sake.”

“I am ready to obey you �n everyth�ng, L�saveta M�halovna; but are
we really to part l�ke th�s? w�ll you not say one word to me?”

“Fedor Ivan�tch, you are walk�ng near me now.... But already you
are so far from me. And not only you, but—”

“Speak out, I entreat you!” cr�ed Lavretsky, “what do you mean?”



“You w�ll hear perhaps... but whatever �t may be, forget... no, do
not forget; remember me.”

“Me forget you—”
“That’s enough, good-bye. Do not come after me.”
“L�sa!” Lavretsky was beg�nn�ng.
“Good-bye, good-bye!” she repeated, pull�ng her ve�l st�ll lower and

almost runn�ng forward. Lavretsky looked after her, and w�th bowed
head, turned back along the street. He stumbled up aga�nst Lemm,
who was also walk�ng along w�th h�s eyes on the ground, and h�s hat
pulled down to h�s nose.

They looked at one another w�thout speak�ng.
“Well, what have you to say?” Lavretsky brought out at last.
“What have I to say?” returned Lemm, gr�mly. “I have noth�ng to

say. All �s dead, and we are dead (Alles �st todt, und w�r s�nd todt).
So you’re go�ng to the r�ght, are you?”

“Yes.”
“And I go to the left. Good-bye.”
The follow�ng morn�ng Fedor Ivan�tch set off w�th h�s w�fe for

Lavr�ky. She drove �n front �n the carr�age w�th Ada and Just�ne; he
beh�nd, �n the coach. The pretty l�ttle g�rl d�d not move away from the
w�ndow the whole journey; she was aston�shed at everyth�ng; the
peasants, the women, the wells, the yokes over the horses’ heads,
the bells and the flocks of crows. Just�ne shared her wonder. Varvara
Pavlovna laughed at the�r remarks and exclamat�ons. She was �n
excellent sp�r�ts; before leav�ng town, she had come to an
explanat�on w�th her husband.

“I understand your pos�t�on,” she sa�d to h�m, and from the look �n
her subtle eyes, he was able to �nfer that she understood h�s pos�t�on
fully, “but you must do me, at least, th�s just�ce, that I am easy to l�ve
w�th; I w�ll not fetter you or h�nder you; I wanted to secure Ada’s
future, I want noth�ng more.”

“Well, you have obta�ned your object,” observed Fedor Ivan�tch.
“I only dream of one th�ng now: to h�de myself for ever �n obscur�ty.

I shall remember your goodness always.”



“Enough of that,” he �nterrupted.
“And I shall know how to respect your �ndependence and

tranqu�ll�ty,” she went on, complet�ng the phrases she had prepared.
Lavretsky made her a low bow.
Varvara Pavlovna then bel�eved her husband was thank�ng her �n

h�s heart.
On the even�ng of the next day they reached Lavr�ky; a week later,

Lavretsky set off for Moscow, leav�ng h�s w�fe f�ve thousand roubles
for her household expenses; and the day after Lavretsky’s departure,
Pansh�n made h�s appearance. Varvara Pavlovna had begged h�m
not to forget her �n her sol�tude. She gave h�m the best poss�ble
recept�on, and, t�ll a late hour of the n�ght, the lofty apartments of the
house and even the garden re-echoed w�th the sound of mus�c,
s�ng�ng, and l�vely French talk. For three days Varvara Pavlovna
enterta�ned Pansh�n; when he took leave of her, warmly press�ng her
lovely hands, he prom�sed to come back very soon—and he kept h�s
word.



Chapter XLV

L�sa had a room to herself on the second story of her mother’s
house, a clean br�ght l�ttle room w�th a l�ttle wh�te bed, w�th pots of
flowers �n the corners and before the w�ndows, a small wr�t�ng-table,
a book-stand, and a cruc�f�x on the wall. It was always called the
nursery; L�sa had been born �n �t. When she returned from the
church where she had seen Lavretsky she set everyth�ng �n her
room �n order more carefully than usual, dusted �t everywhere,
looked through and t�ed up w�th r�bbon all her copybooks, and the
letters of her g�rl-fr�ends, shut up all the drawers, watered the flowers
and caressed every blossom w�th her hand. All th�s she d�d w�thout
haste, no�selessly, w�th a k�nd of rapt and gentle sol�c�tude on her
face. She stopped at last �n the m�ddle of the room, slowly looked
around, and go�ng up to the table above wh�ch the cruc�f�x was
hang�ng, she fell on her knees, dropped her head on to her clasped
hands and rema�ned mot�onless.

Marfa T�mofyevna came �n and found her �n th�s pos�t�on. L�sa d�d
not observe her entrance. The old lady stepped out on t�p-toe and
coughed loudly several t�mes outs�de the door. L�sa rose qu�ckly and
w�ped her eyes, wh�ch were br�ght w�th unshed tears.

“Ah! I see, you have been sett�ng your cell to r�ghts aga�n,”
observed Marfa T�mofyevna, and she bent low over a young rose-
tree �n a pot; “how n�ce �t smells!”

L�sa looked thoughtfully at her aunt.
“How strange you should use that word!” she murmured.
“What word, eh?” the old lady returned qu�ckly. “What do you

mean? Th�s �s horr�ble,” she began, suddenly fl�ng�ng off her cap and
s�tt�ng down on L�sa’s l�ttle bed; “�t �s more than I can bear! th�s �s the



fourth day now that I have been bo�l�ng over �ns�de; I can’t pretend
not to not�ce any longer; I can’t see you gett�ng pale, and fad�ng
away, and weep�ng, I can’t I can’t!”

“Why, what �s the matter, aunt�e?” sa�d L�sa, “�t’s noth�ng.”
“Noth�ng!” cr�ed Marfa T�mofyevna; “you may tell that to others but

not to me. Noth�ng, who was on her knees just to th�s m�nute? and
whose eyelashes are st�ll wet w�th tears? Noth�ng, �ndeed! why, look
at yourself, what have you done w�th your face, what has become of
your eyes?—Noth�ng! do you suppose I don’t know all?”

“It w�ll pass off, aunt�e; g�ve me t�me.”
“It w�ll pass off, but when? Good God! Merc�ful Sav�our! can you

have loved h�m l�ke th�s? why, he’s an old man, L�sa, darl�ng. There, I
don’t d�spute he’s a good fellow, no harm �n h�m; but what of that?
we are all good people, the world �s not so small, there w�ll be always
plenty of that commod�ty.”

“I tell you, �t w�ll all pass away, �t has all passed away already.”
“L�sten, L�sa, darl�ng, what I am go�ng to say to you,” Marfa

T�mofyevna sa�d suddenly, mak�ng L�sa s�t bes�de her, and
stra�ghten�ng her ha�r and her neckerch�ef. “It seems to you now �n
the m�st of the worst of �t that noth�ng can ever heal your sorrow. Ah,
my darl�ng, the only th�ng that can’t be cured �s death. You only say
to yourself now: ‘I won’t g�ve �n to �t—so there!’ and you w�ll be
surpr�sed yourself how soon, how eas�ly �t w�ll pass off. Only have
pat�ence.”

“Aunt�e,” returned L�sa, “�t has passed off already, �t �s all over.”
“Passed! how has �t passed? Why, your poor l�ttle nose has grown

sharp already and you say �t �s over. A f�ne way of gett�ng over �t!”
“Yes, �t �s over, aunt�e, �f you w�ll only try to help me,” L�sa declared

w�th sudden an�mat�on, and she flung herself on Marfa T�mofyevna’s
neck. “Dear aunt�e, be a fr�end to me, help me, don’t be angry,
understand me”...

“Why, what �s �t, what �s �t, my good g�rl? Don’t terr�fy me, please; I
shall scream d�rectly; don’t look at me l�ke that; tell me qu�ckly, what
�s �t?”



“I—I want,” L�sa h�d her face on Marfa T�mofyevna’s bosom, “I
want to go �nto a convent,” she art�culated fa�ntly.

The old lady almost bounded off the bed.
“Cross yourself, my g�rl, L�sa, dear, th�nk what you are say�ng;

what are you th�nk�ng of? God have mercy on you!” she stammered
at last. “L�e down, my darl�ng, sleep a l�ttle, all th�s comes from
sleeplessness, my dear�e.”

L�sa ra�sed her head, her cheeks were glow�ng.
“No, aunt�e,” she sa�d, “don’t speak l�ke that; I have made up my

m�nd, I prayed, I asked counsel of God; all �s at an end, my l�fe w�th
you �s at an end. Such a lesson was not for noth�ng; and �t �s not the
f�rst t�me that I have thought of �t. Happ�ness was not for me; even
when I had hopes of happ�ness, my heart was always heavy. I knew
all my own s�ns and those of others, and how papa made our
fortune; I know �t all. For all that there must be exp�at�on. I am sorry
for you, sorry for mamma, for Lenotchka; but there �s no help; I feel
that there �s no l�v�ng here for me; I have taken leave of all, I have
greeted everyth�ng �n the house for the last t�me; someth�ng calls to
me; I am s�ck at heart, I want to h�de myself away for ever. Do not
h�nder me, do not d�ssuade me, help me, or else I must go away
alone.”

Marfa T�mofyevna l�stened to her n�ece w�th horror.
“She �s �ll, she �s rav�ng,” she thought: “we must send for a doctor;

but for wh�ch one? Gedeonovsky was pra�s�ng one the other day; he
always tells l�es—but perhaps th�s t�me he spoke the truth.” But when
she was conv�nced that L�sa was not �ll, and was not rav�ng, when
she constantly made the same answer to all her expostulat�ons,
Marfa T�mofyevna was alarmed and d�stressed �n earnest. “But you
don’t know, my darl�ng,” she began to reason w�th her, “what a l�fe �t
�s �n those convents! Why, they would feed you, my own, on green
hemp o�l, and they would put you �n the coarsest l�nen, and make
you go about �n the cold; you w�ll never be able to bear all that, L�sa,
darl�ng. All th�s �s Agafya’s do�ng; she led you astray. But then you
know she began by l�v�ng and l�ved for her own pleasure; you must
l�ve, too. At least, let me d�e �n peace, and then do as you l�ke. And
who has ever heard of such a th�ng, for the sake of such a—for the



sake of a goat’s beard, God forg�ve us!—for the sake of a man—to
go �nto a convent! Why, �f you are so s�ck at heart, go on a
p�lgr�mage, offer prayers to some sa�nt, have a Te Deum sung, but
don’t put the black hood on your head, my dear creature, my good
g�rl.”

And Marfa T�mofyevna wept b�tterly.
L�sa comforted her, w�ped away her tears and wept herself, but

rema�ned unshaken. In her despa�r Marfa T�mofyevna had recourse
to threats: to tell her mother all about �t... but that too was of no ava�l.
Only at the old lady’s most earnest entreat�es L�sa agreed to put off
carry�ng out her plan for s�x months. Marfa T�mofyevna was obl�ged
to prom�se �n return that �f, w�th�n s�x months, she d�d not change her
m�nd, she would herself help her and would do all she could to ga�n
Marya Dm�tr�evna’s consent.

In sp�te of her prom�se to bury herself �n seclus�on, at the f�rst
approach of cold weather, Varvara Pavlovna, hav�ng prov�ded herself
w�th funds, removed to Petersburg, where she took a modest but
charm�ng set of apartments, found for her by Pansh�n; who had left
the O——-d�str�ct a l�ttle before. Dur�ng the latter part of h�s
res�dence �n O——- he had completely lost Marya Dm�tr�evna’s good
graces; he had suddenly g�ven up v�s�t�ng her and scarcely st�rred
from Lavr�ky. Varvara Pavolvna had enslaved h�m, l�terally enslaved
h�m, no other word can descr�be her boundless, �rres�st�ble,
unquest�oned sway over h�m.

Lavretsky spent the w�nter �n Moscow; and �n the spr�ng of the
follow�ng year the news reached h�m that L�sa had taken the ve�l �n
the B——-convent, �n one of the remote parts of Russ�a.



Ep�logue

E�ght years had passed by. Once more the spr�ng had come.... But
we w�ll say a few words f�rst of the fate of M�halev�tch, Pansh�n, and
Madame Lavretsky—and then take leave of them. M�halev�tch, after
long wander�ngs, has at last fallen �n w�th exactly the r�ght work for
h�m; he has rece�ved the pos�t�on of sen�or super�ntendent of a
government school. He �s very well content w�th h�s lot; h�s pup�ls
adore h�m, though they m�m�ck h�m too. Pansh�n has ga�ned great
advancement �n rank, and already has a d�rectorsh�p �n v�ew; he
walks w�th a sl�ght stoop, caused doubtless by the we�ght round h�s
neck of the Vlad�m�r cross wh�ch has been conferred on h�m. The
off�c�al �n h�m has f�nally ga�ned the ascendency over the art�st; h�s
st�ll young�sh face has grown yellow, and h�s ha�r scanty; he now
ne�ther s�ngs nor sketches, but appl�es h�mself �n secret to l�terature;
he has wr�tten a comedy, �n the style of a “proverb,” and as
nowadays all wr�ters have to draw a portra�t of some one or
someth�ng, he has drawn �n �t the portra�t of a coquette, and he reads
�t pr�vately to two or three lad�es who look k�ndly upon h�m. He has,
however, not entered upon matr�mony, though many excellent
opportun�t�es of do�ng so have presented themselves. For th�s
Varvara Pavlovna was respons�ble. As for her, she l�ves constantly at
Par�s, as �n former days. Fedor Ivan�tch has g�ven her a prom�ssory
note for a large sum, and has so secured �mmun�ty from the
poss�b�l�ty of her mak�ng a second sudden descent upon h�m. She
has grown older and stouter, but �s st�ll charm�ng and elegant. Every
one has h�s �deal. Varvara Pavlovna found hers �n the dramat�c
works of M. Dumas F�ls. She d�l�gently frequents the theatres, when
consumpt�ve and sent�mental “dames aux camel�as” are brought on
the stage; to be Madame Doche seems to her the he�ght of human
bl�ss; she once declared that she d�d not des�re a better fate for her



own daughter. It �s to be hoped that fate w�ll spare Mademo�selle Ada
from such happ�ness; from a rosy-cheeked, chubby ch�ld she has
turned �nto a weak-chested, pale g�rl; her nerves are already
deranged. The number of Varvara Pavlovna adorers has d�m�n�shed,
but she st�ll has some; a few she w�ll probably reta�n to the end of
her days. The most ardent of them �n these later days �s a certa�n
Zakurdalo-Skubr�n�kov, a ret�red guardsman, a full-bearded man of
th�rty-e�ght, of except�onally v�gorous phys�que. The French hab�tués
of Madame Lavretsky’s salon call h�m “le gros taureau de l’Ukra�ne;”
Varvara Pavlovna never �nv�tes h�m to her fash�onable even�ng
reun�ons, but he �s �n the fullest enjoyment of her favours.

And so—e�ght years have passed by. Once more the breezes of
spr�ng breathed br�ghtness and rejo�c�ng from the heavens; once
more spr�ng was sm�l�ng upon the earth and upon men; once more
under her caresses everyth�ng was turn�ng to blossom, to love, to
song. The town of O—— had undergone l�ttle change �n the course
of these e�ght years; but Marya Dm�tr�evna’s house seemed to have
grown younger; �ts freshly-pa�nted walls gave a br�ght welcome, and
the panes of �ts open w�ndows were cr�mson, sh�n�ng �n the sett�ng
sun; from these w�ndows the l�ght merry sound of r�ng�ng young
vo�ces and cont�nual laughter floated �nto the street; the whole house
seemed ast�r w�th l�fe and br�mm�ng over w�th ga�ety. The lady of the
house herself had long been �n her tomb; Marya Dm�tr�evna had d�ed
two years after L�sa took the ve�l, and Marfa T�mofyevna had not
long surv�ved her n�ece; they lay s�de by s�de �n the cemetery of the
town. Nastasya Karpovna too was no more; for several years the
fa�thful old woman had gone every week to say a prayer over her
fr�end’s ashes..... Her t�me had come, and now her bones too lay �n
the damp earth. But Marya Dm�tre�vna’s house had not passed �nto
stranger’s hands, �t had not gone out of her fam�ly, the home had not
been broken upon. Lenotchka, transformed �nto a sl�m, beaut�ful
young g�rl, and her betrothed lover—a fa�r-ha�red off�cer of hussars;
Marya Dm�tr�evna’s son, who had just been marr�ed �n Petersburg
and had come w�th h�s young w�fe for the spr�ng to O——-; h�s w�fe’s
s�ster, a school-g�rl of s�xteen, w�th glow�ng cheeks and br�ght eyes;
Shurotchka, grown up and also pretty, made up the youthful
household, whose laughter and talk set the walls of the Kal�t�ns’



house resound�ng. Everyth�ng �n the house was changed, everyth�ng
was �n keep�ng w�th �ts new �nhab�tants. Beardless servant lads,
gr�nn�ng and full of fun, had replaced the sober old servants of
former days. Two setter dogs dashed w�ldly about and gambolled
over the sofas, where the fat Roska had at one t�me waddled �n
solemn d�gn�ty. The stables were f�lled w�th slender racers, sp�r�ted
carr�age horses, f�ery out-r�ders w�th pla�ted manes, and r�d�ng
horses from the Don. The breakfast, d�nner, and supper-hours were
all �n confus�on and d�sorder; �n the words of the ne�ghbours,
“unheard-of arrangements” were made.

On the even�ng of wh�ch we are speak�ng, the �nhab�tants of the
Kal�t�ns’ house (the eldest of them, Lenotchka’s betrothed, was only
twenty-four) were engaged �n a game, wh�ch, though not of a very
compl�cated nature, was, to judge from the�r merry laughter,
exceed�ngly enterta�n�ng to them; they were runn�ng about the
rooms, chas�ng one another; the dogs, too, were runn�ng and
bark�ng, and the canar�es, hang�ng �n cages above the w�ndows,
were stra�n�ng the�r throats �n r�valry and add�ng to the general
uproar by the shr�ll tr�ll�ng of the�r p�erc�ng notes. At the very he�ght of
th�s deafen�ng merry-mak�ng a mud-bespattered carr�age stopped at
the gate, and a man of f�ve-and forty, �n a travell�ng dress, stepped
out of �t and stood st�ll �n amazement. He stood a l�ttle t�me w�thout
st�rr�ng, watch�ng the house w�th attent�ve eyes; then went through
the l�ttle gate �n the courtyard, and slowly mounted the steps. In the
hall he met no one; but the door of a room was suddenly flung open,
and out of �t rushed Shurotchka, flushed and hot, and �nstantly, w�th
a r�ng�ng shout, all the young party �n pursu�t of her. They stopped
short at once and were qu�et at the s�ght of a stranger; but the�r clear
eyes f�xed on h�m wore the same fr�endly express�on, and the�r fresh
faces were st�ll sm�l�ng as Marya Dm�tre�vna’s son went up to the
v�s�tor and asked h�m cord�ally what he could do for h�m.

“I am Lavretsky,” repl�ed the v�s�tor.
He was answered by a shout �n chorus—and not because these

young people were greatly del�ghted at the arr�val of a d�stant, almost
forgotten relat�on, but s�mply because they were ready to be
del�ghted and make no�se at every opportun�ty. They surrounded



Lavretsky at once; Lenotchka, as an old acqua�ntance, was the f�rst
to ment�on her own name, and assured h�m that �n a l�ttle wh�le she
would have certa�nly recogn�sed h�m. She presented h�m to the rest
of the party, call�ng each, even her betrothed, by the�r pet names.
They all trooped through the d�n�ng-room �nto the draw�ng-room. The
walls of both rooms had been repapered; but the furn�ture rema�ned
the same. Lavretsky recogn�sed the p�ano; even the embro�dery-
frame �n the w�ndow was just the same, and �n the same pos�t�on,
and �t seemed w�th the same unf�n�shed embro�dery on �t, as e�ght
years ago. They made h�m s�t down �n a comfortable arm-cha�r; all
sat down pol�tely �n a c�rcle round h�m. Quest�ons, exclamat�ons, and
anecdotes followed.

“It’s a long t�me s�nce we have seen you,” observed Lenotchka
s�mply, “and Varvara Pavlovna we have seen noth�ng of e�ther.”

“Well, no wonder!” her brother hastened to �nterpose. “I carr�ed
you off to Petersburg, and Fedor Ivan�tch has been l�v�ng all the t�me
�n the country.”

“Yes, and mamma d�ed soon after then.”
“And Marfa T�mofyevna,” observed Shurotchka.
“And Nastasya Karpovna,” added Lenotchka, “and Mons�er

Lemm.”
“What? �s Lemm dead?” �nqu�red Lavretsky.
“Yes,” repl�ed young Kal�t�n, “he left here for Odessa; they say

some one ent�ced h�m there; and there he d�ed.”
“You don’t happen to know,... d�d he leave any mus�c?”
“I don’t know; not very l�kely.”
All were s�lent and looked about them. A sl�ght cloud of

melancholy fl�tted over all the young faces.
“But Matross �s al�ve,” sa�d Lenotchka suddenly.
“And Gedeonovsky,” added her brother.
At Gedeonovsky’s name a merry laugh broke out at once.
“Yes, he �s al�ve, and as great a l�ar as ever,” Marya Dm�tr�evna’s

son cont�nued; “and only fancy, yesterday th�s madcap”—po�nt�ng to
the school-g�rl, h�s w�fe’s s�ster—“put some pepper �n h�s snuff-box.”



“How he d�d sneeze!” cr�ed Lenotchka, and aga�n there was a
burst of unrestra�ned laughter.

“We have had news of L�sa lately,” observed young Kal�t�n, and
aga�n a hush fell upon all; “there was good news of her; she �s
recover�ng her health a l�ttle now.”

“She �s st�ll �n the same convent?” Lavretsky asked, not w�thout
some effort.

“Yes, st�ll �n the same.”
“Does she wr�te to you?”
“No, never; but we get news through other people.”
A sudden and profound s�lence followed. “A good angel �s pass�ng

over,” all were th�nk�ng.
“Wouldn’t you l�ke to go �nto the garden?” sa�d Kal�t�n, turn�ng to

Lavretsky; “�t �s very n�ce now, though we have let �t run w�ld a l�ttle.”
Lavretsky went out �nto the garden, and the f�rst th�ng that met h�s

eyes was the very garden seat on wh�ch he had once spent w�th L�sa
those few bl�ssful moments, never repeated; �t had grown black and
warped; but he recogn�sed �t, and h�s soul was f�lled w�th that
emot�on, unequalled for sweetness and for b�tterness—the emot�on
of keen sorrow for van�shed youth, for the happ�ness wh�ch has once
been possessed.

He walked along the avenues w�th the young people; the l�me-
trees looked hardly older or taller �n the e�ght years, but the�r shade
was th�cker; on the other hand, all the bushes had sprung up, the
raspberry bushes had grown strong, the hazels were tangled th�cket,
and from all s�des rose the fresh scent of the trees and grass and
l�lac.

“Th�s would be a n�ce place for Puss-�n-the-Corner,” cr�ed
Lenotchka suddenly, as they came upon a small green lawn,
surrounded by l�me-trees, “and we are just f�ve, too.”

“Have you forgotten Fedor Ivan�tch?” repl�ed her brother,... “or
d�dn’t you count yourself?”

Lenotchka blushed sl�ghtly.
“But would Fedor Ivan�tch, at h�s age——-” she began.



“Please, play your games,” Lavretsky hastened to �nterpose; “don’t
pay attent�on to me. I shall be happ�er myself, when I am sure I am
not �n your way. And there’s no need for you to enterta�n me; we old
fellows have an occupat�on wh�ch you know noth�ng of yet, and
wh�ch no amusement can replace—our memor�es.”

The young people l�stened to Lavretsky w�th pol�te but rather
�ron�cal respect—as though a teacher were g�v�ng them a lesson—
and suddenly they all d�spersed, and ran to the lawn; four stood near
trees, one �n the m�ddle, and the game began.

And Lavretsky went back �nto the house, went �nto the d�n�ng-
room, drew near the p�ano and touched one of the keys; �t gave out a
fa�nt but clear sound; on that note had begun the �nsp�red melody
w�th wh�ch long ago on that same happy n�ght Lemm, the dead
Lemm, had thrown h�m �nto such transports. Then Lavretsky went
�nto the draw�ng-room, and for a long t�me he d�d not leave �t; �n that
room where he had so often seen L�sa, her �mage rose most v�v�dly
before h�m; he seemed to feel the traces of her presence round h�m;
but h�s gr�ef for her was crush�ng, not easy to bear; �t had none of the
peace wh�ch comes w�th death. L�sa st�ll l�ved somewhere, h�dden
and afar; he thought of her as of the l�v�ng, but he d�d not recogn�ze
the g�rl he had once loved �n that d�m pale shadow, cloaked �n a
nun’s dress and enc�rcled �n m�sty clouds of �ncense. Lavretsky
would not have recogn�zed h�mself, could he have looked at h�mself,
as mentally he looked at L�sa. In the course of these e�ght years he
had passed that turn�ng-po�nt �n l�fe, wh�ch many never pass, but
w�thout wh�ch no one can be a good man to the end; he had really
ceased to th�nk of h�s own happ�ness, of h�s personal a�ms. He had
grown calm, and—why h�de the truth?—he had grown old not only �n
face and �n body, he had grown old �n heart; to keep a young heart
up to old age, as some say, �s not only d�ff�cult, but almost r�d�culous;
he may well be content who has not lost h�s bel�ef �n goodness, h�s
steadfast w�ll, and h�s zeal for work. Lavretsky had good reason to
be content; he had become actually an excellent farmer, he had
really learnt to cult�vate the land, and h�s labours were not only for
h�mself; he had, to the best of h�s powers, secured on a f�rm bas�s
the welfare of h�s peasants.



Lavretsky went out of the house �nto the garden, and sat down on
the fam�l�ar garden seat. And on th�s loved spot, fac�ng the house
where for the last t�me he had va�nly stretched out h�s hand for the
enchanted cup wh�ch frothed and sparkled w�th the golden w�ne of
del�ght, he, a sol�tary homeless wanderer, looked back upon h�s l�fe,
wh�le the joyous shouts of the younger generat�on who were already
f�ll�ng h�s place floated across the garden to h�m. H�s heart was sad,
but not we�ghed down, nor b�tter; much there was to regret, noth�ng
to be ashamed of.

“Play away, be gay, grow strong, v�gorous youth!” he thought, and
there was no b�tterness �n h�s med�tat�ons; “your l�fe �s before you,
and for you l�fe w�ll be eas�er; you have not, as we had, to f�nd out a
path for yourselves, to struggle, to fall, and to r�se aga�n �n the dark;
we had enough to do to last out—and how many of us d�d not last
out?—but you need only do your duty, work away, and the bless�ng
of an old man be w�th you. For me, after to-day, after these
emot�ons, there rema�ns to take my leave at last,—and though sadly,
w�thout envy, w�thout any dark feel�ngs, to say, �n s�ght of the end, �n
s�ght of God who awa�ts me: ‘Welcome, lonely old age! burn out,
useless l�fe!’”

Lavretsky qu�etly rose and qu�etly went away; no one not�ced h�m,
no one deta�ned h�m; the joyous cr�es sounded more loudly �n the
garden beh�nd the th�ck green wall of h�gh l�me-trees. He took h�s
seat �n the carr�age and bade the coachman dr�ve home and not
hurry the horses.

“And the end?” perhaps the d�ssat�sf�ed reader w�ll �nqu�re. “What
became of Lavretsky afterwards, and of L�sa?” But what �s there to
tell of people who, though st�ll al�ve, have w�thdrawn from the
battlef�eld of l�fe? They say, Lavretsky v�s�ted that remote convent
where L�sa had h�dden herself—that he saw her. Cross�ng over from
cho�r to cho�r, she walked close past h�m, mov�ng w�th the even,
hurr�ed, but meek walk of a nun; and she d�d not glance at h�m; only
the eyelashes on the s�de towards h�m qu�vered a l�ttle, only she bent
her emac�ated face lower, and the f�ngers of her clasped hands,
entw�ned w�th her rosary, were pressed st�ll closer to one another.
What were they both th�nk�ng, what were they feel�ng? Who can



know? who can say? There are such moments �n l�fe, there are such
feel�ngs... One can but po�nt to them—and pass them by.
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