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Apr�l 8th
MY DEAREST BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—How happy I was last

n�ght—how �mmeasurably, how �mposs�bly happy! That was because
for once �n your l�fe you had relented so far as to obey my w�shes. At
about e�ght o’clock I awoke from sleep (you know, my beloved one,
that I always l�ke to sleep for a short hour after my work �s done)—I
awoke, I say, and, l�ght�ng a candle, prepared my paper to wr�te, and
tr�mmed my pen. Then suddenly, for some reason or another, I
ra�sed my eyes—and felt my very heart leap w�th�n me! For you had
understood what I wanted, you had understood what my heart was
crav�ng for. Yes, I perce�ved that a corner of the curta�n �n your
w�ndow had been looped up and fastened to the corn�ce as I had
suggested should be done; and �t seemed to me that your dear face
was gl�mmer�ng at the w�ndow, and that you were look�ng at me from
out of the darkness of your room, and that you were th�nk�ng of me.
Yet how vexed I felt that I could not d�st�ngu�sh your sweet face
clearly! For there was a t�me when you and I could see one another
w�thout any d�ff�culty at all. Ah me, but old age �s not always a
bless�ng, my beloved one! At th�s very moment everyth�ng �s
stand�ng awry to my eyes, for a man needs only to work late
overn�ght �n h�s wr�t�ng of someth�ng or other for, �n the morn�ng, h�s
eyes to be red, and the tears to be gush�ng from them �n a way that
makes h�m ashamed to be seen before strangers. However, I was
able to p�cture to myself your beam�ng sm�le, my angel—your k�nd,
br�ght sm�le; and �n my heart there lurked just such a feel�ng as on
the occas�on when I f�rst k�ssed you, my l�ttle Barbara. Do you
remember that, my darl�ng? Yet somehow you seemed to be
threaten�ng me w�th your t�ny f�nger. Was �t so, l�ttle wanton? You
must wr�te and tell me about �t �n your next letter.

But what th�nk you of the plan of the curta�n, Barbara? It �s a
charm�ng one, �s �t not? No matter whether I be at work, or about to
ret�re to rest, or just awak�ng from sleep, �t enables me to know that



you are th�nk�ng of me, and remember�ng me—that you are both well
and happy. Then when you lower the curta�n, �t means that �t �s t�me
that I, Makar Alex�ev�tch, should go to bed; and when aga�n you ra�se
the curta�n, �t means that you are say�ng to me, “Good morn�ng,” and
ask�ng me how I am, and whether I have slept well. “As for myself,”
adds the curta�n, “I am altogether �n good health and sp�r�ts, glory be
to God!” Yes, my heart’s del�ght, you see how easy a plan �t was to
dev�se, and how much wr�t�ng �t w�ll save us! It �s a clever plan, �s �t
not? And �t was my own �nvent�on, too! Am I not cunn�ng �n such
matters, Barbara Alex�evna?

Well, next let me tell you, dearest, that last n�ght I slept better and
more soundly than I had ever hoped to do, and that I am the more
del�ghted at the fact �n that, as you know, I had just settled �nto a new
lodg�ng—a c�rcumstance only too apt to keep one from sleep�ng!
Th�s morn�ng, too, I arose (joyous and full of love) at cockcrow. How
good seemed everyth�ng at that hour, my darl�ng! When I opened my
w�ndow I could see the sun sh�n�ng, and hear the b�rds s�ng�ng, and
smell the a�r laden w�th scents of spr�ng. In short, all nature was
awak�ng to l�fe aga�n. Everyth�ng was �n consonance w�th my mood;
everyth�ng seemed fa�r and spr�ng-l�ke. Moreover, I had a fancy that I
should fare well today. But my whole thoughts were bent upon you.
“Surely,” thought I, “we mortals who dwell �n pa�n and sorrow m�ght
w�th reason envy the b�rds of heaven wh�ch know not e�ther!” And my
other thoughts were s�m�lar to these. In short, I gave myself up to
fantast�c compar�sons. A l�ttle book wh�ch I have says the same k�nd
of th�ng �n a var�ety of ways. For �nstance, �t says that one may have
many, many fanc�es, my Barbara—that as soon as the spr�ng comes
on, one’s thoughts become un�formly pleasant and sport�ve and
w�tty, for the reason that, at that season, the m�nd �ncl�nes read�ly to
tenderness, and the world takes on a more roseate hue. From that
l�ttle book of m�ne I have culled the follow�ng passage, and wr�tten �t
down for you to see. In part�cular does the author express a long�ng
s�m�lar to my own, where he wr�tes:

“Why am I not a b�rd free to seek �ts quest?”
And he has wr�tten much else, God bless h�m!



But tell me, my love—where d�d you go for your walk th�s
morn�ng? Even before I had started for the off�ce you had taken fl�ght
from your room, and passed through the courtyard—yes, look�ng as
vernal-l�ke as a b�rd �n spr�ng. What rapture �t gave me to see you!
Ah, l�ttle Barbara, l�ttle Barbara, you must never g�ve way to gr�ef, for
tears are of no ava�l, nor sorrow. I know th�s well—I know �t of my
own exper�ence. So do you rest qu�etly unt�l you have rega�ned your
health a l�ttle. But how �s our good Thedora? What a k�nd heart she
has! You wr�te that she �s now l�v�ng w�th you, and that you are
sat�sf�ed w�th what she does. True, you say that she �s �ncl�ned to
grumble, but do not m�nd that, Barbara. God bless her, for she �s an
excellent soul!

But what sort of an abode have I l�ghted upon, Barbara Alex�evna?
What sort of a tenement, do you th�nk, �s th�s? Formerly, as you
know, I used to l�ve �n absolute st�llness—so much so that �f a fly took
w�ng �t could pla�nly be heard buzz�ng. Here, however, all �s turmo�l
and shout�ng and clatter. The PLAN of the tenement you know
already. Imag�ne a long corr�dor, qu�te dark, and by no means clean.
To the r�ght a dead wall, and to the left a row of doors stretch�ng as
far as the l�ne of rooms extends. These rooms are tenanted by
d�fferent people—by one, by two, or by three lodgers as the case
may be, but �n th�s arrangement there �s no sort of system, and the
place �s a perfect Noah’s Ark. Most of the lodgers are respectable,
educated, and even book�sh people. In part�cular they �nclude a
tch�novn�k (one of the l�terary staff �n some government department),
who �s so well-read that he can expound Homer or any other author
—�n fact, ANYTHING, such a man of talent �s he! Also, there are a
couple of off�cers (for ever play�ng cards), a m�dsh�pman, and an
Engl�sh tutor. But, to amuse you, dearest, let me descr�be these
people more categor�cally �n my next letter, and tell you �n deta�l
about the�r l�ves. As for our landlady, she �s a d�rty l�ttle old woman
who always walks about �n a dress�ng-gown and sl�ppers, and never
ceases to shout at Theresa. I myself l�ve �n the k�tchen—or, rather, �n
a small room wh�ch forms part of the k�tchen. The latter �s a very
large, br�ght, clean, cheerful apartment w�th three w�ndows �n �t, and
a part�t�on-wall wh�ch, runn�ng outwards from the front wall, makes a
sort of l�ttle den, a sort of extra room, for myself. Everyth�ng �n th�s



den �s comfortable and conven�ent, and I have, as I say, a w�ndow to
myself. So much for a descr�pt�on of my dwell�ng-place. Do not th�nk,
dearest, that �n all th�s there �s any h�dden �ntent�on. The fact that I
l�ve �n the k�tchen merely means that I l�ve beh�nd the part�t�on wall �n
that apartment—that I l�ve qu�te alone, and spend my t�me �n a qu�et
fash�on compounded of tr�fles. For furn�ture I have prov�ded myself
w�th a bed, a table, a chest of drawers, and two small cha�rs. Also, I
have suspended an �kon. True, better rooms MAY ex�st �n the world
than th�s—much better rooms; yet COMFORT �s the ch�ef th�ng. In
fact, I have made all my arrangements for comfort’s sake alone; so
do not for a moment �mag�ne that I had any other end �n v�ew. And
s�nce your w�ndow happens to be just oppos�te to m�ne, and s�nce
the courtyard between us �s narrow and I can see you as you pass,
—why, the result �s that th�s m�serable wretch w�ll be able to l�ve at
once more happ�ly and w�th less outlay. The dearest room �n th�s
house costs, w�th board, th�rty-f�ve roubles—more than my purse
could well afford; whereas MY room costs only twenty-four, though
formerly I used to pay th�rty, and so had to deny myself many th�ngs
(I could dr�nk tea but seldom, and never could �ndulge �n tea and
sugar as I do now). But, somehow, I do not l�ke hav�ng to go w�thout
tea, for everyone else here �s respectable, and the fact makes me
ashamed. After all, one dr�nks tea largely to please one’s fellow men,
Barbara, and to g�ve oneself tone and an a�r of gent�l�ty (though, of
myself, I care l�ttle about such th�ngs, for I am not a man of the
f�n�ck�ng sort). Yet th�nk you that, when all th�ngs needful—boots and
the rest—have been pa�d for, much w�ll rema�n? Yet I ought not to
grumble at my salary,—I am qu�te sat�sf�ed w�th �t; �t �s suff�c�ent. It
has suff�ced me now for some years, and, �n add�t�on, I rece�ve
certa�n gratu�t�es.

Well good-bye, my darl�ng. I have bought you two l�ttle pots of
geran�ums—qu�te cheap l�ttle pots, too—as a present. Perhaps you
would also l�ke some m�gnonette? M�gnonette �t shall be �f only you
w�ll wr�te to �nform me of everyth�ng �n deta�l. Also, do not
m�sunderstand the fact that I have taken th�s room, my dearest.
Conven�ence and noth�ng else, has made me do so. The snugness
of the place has caught my fancy. Also, I shall be able to save
money here, and to hoard �t aga�nst the future. Already I have saved



a l�ttle money as a beg�nn�ng. Nor must you desp�se me because I
am such an �ns�gn�f�cant old fellow that a fly could break me w�th �ts
w�ng. True, I am not a swashbuckler; but perhaps there may also
ab�de �n me the sp�r�t wh�ch should perta�n to every man who �s at
once res�gned and sure of h�mself. Good-bye, then, aga�n, my angel.
I have now covered close upon a whole two sheets of notepaper,
though I ought long ago to have been start�ng for the off�ce. I k�ss
your hands, and rema�n ever your devoted slave, your fa�thful fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.
P.S.—One th�ng I beg of you above all th�ngs—and that �s, that

you w�ll answer th�s letter as FULLY as poss�ble. W�th the letter I
send you a packet of bonbons. Eat them for your health’s sake, nor,
for the love of God, feel any uneas�ness about me. Once more,
dearest one, good-bye.



Apr�l 8th
MY BELOVED MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—Do you know, I must

quarrel w�th you. Yes, good Makar Alex�ev�tch, I really cannot accept
your presents, for I know what they must have cost you—I know to
what pr�vat�ons and self-den�al they must have led. How many t�mes
have I not told you that I stand �n need of NOTHING, of absolutely
NOTHING, as well as that I shall never be �n a pos�t�on to
recompense you for all the k�ndly acts w�th wh�ch you have loaded
me? Why, for �nstance, have you sent me geran�ums? A l�ttle spr�g of
balsam would not have mattered so much—but geran�ums! Only
have I to let fall an unguarded word—for example, about geran�ums
—and at once you buy me some! How much they must have cost
you! Yet what a charm there �s �n them, w�th the�r flam�ng petals!
Wherever d�d you get these beaut�ful plants? I have set them �n my
w�ndow as the most consp�cuous place poss�ble, wh�le on the floor I
have placed a bench for my other flowers to stand on (s�nce you are
good enough to enr�ch me w�th such presents). Unfortunately,
Thedora, who, w�th her sweep�ng and pol�sh�ng, makes a perfect
sanctuary of my room, �s not over-pleased at the arrangement. But
why have you sent me also bonbons? Your letter tells me that
someth�ng spec�al �s afoot w�th you, for I f�nd �n �t so much about
parad�se and spr�ng and sweet odours and the songs of b�rds.
Surely, thought I to myself when I rece�ved �t, th�s �s as good as
poetry! Indeed, verses are the only th�ng that your letter lacks, Makar
Alex�ev�tch. And what tender feel�ngs I can read �n �t—what roseate-
coloured fanc�es! To the curta�n, however, I had never g�ven a
thought. The fact �s that when I moved the flower-pots, �t LOOPED
ITSELF up. There now!

Ah, Makar Alex�ev�tch, you ne�ther speak of nor g�ve any account
of what you have spent upon me. You hope thereby to dece�ve me,
to make �t seem as though the cost always falls upon you alone, and
that there �s noth�ng to conceal. Yet I KNOW that for my sake you



deny yourself necessar�es. For �nstance, what has made you go and
take the room wh�ch you have done, where you w�ll be worr�ed and
d�sturbed, and where you have ne�ther elbow-space nor comfort—
you who love sol�tude, and never l�ke to have any one near you? To
judge from your salary, I should th�nk that you m�ght well l�ve �n
greater ease than that. Also, Thedora tells me that your
c�rcumstances used to be much more affluent than they are at
present. Do you w�sh, then, to persuade me that your whole
ex�stence has been passed �n lonel�ness and want and gloom, w�th
never a cheer�ng word to help you, nor a seat �n a fr�end’s ch�mney-
corner? Ah, k�nd comrade, how my heart aches for you! But do not
overtask your health, Makar Alex�ev�tch. For �nstance, you say that
your eyes are over-weak for you to go on wr�t�ng �n your off�ce by
candle-l�ght. Then why do so? I am sure that your off�c�al super�ors
do not need to be conv�nced of your d�l�gence!

Once more I �mplore you not to waste so much money upon me. I
know how much you love me, but I also know that you are not r�ch....
Th�s morn�ng I too rose �n good sp�r�ts. Thedora had long been at
work; and �t was t�me that I too should best�r myself. Indeed I was
yearn�ng to do so, so I went out for some s�lk, and then sat down to
my labours. All the morn�ng I felt l�ght-hearted and cheerful. Yet now
my thoughts are once more dark and sad—once more my heart �s
ready to s�nk.

Ah, what �s go�ng to become of me? What w�ll be my fate? To have
to be so uncerta�n as to the future, to have to be unable to foretell
what �s go�ng to happen, d�stresses me deeply. Even to look back at
the past �s horr�ble, for �t conta�ns sorrow that breaks my very heart
at the thought of �t. Yes, a whole century �n tears could I spend
because of the w�cked people who have wrecked my l�fe!

But dusk �s com�ng on, and I must set to work aga�n. Much else
should I have l�ked to wr�te to you, but t�me �s lack�ng, and I must
hasten. Of course, to wr�te th�s letter �s a pleasure enough, and could
never be wear�some; but why do you not come to see me �n person?
Why do you not, Makar Alex�ev�tch? You l�ve so close to me, and at
least SOME of your t�me �s your own. I pray you, come. I have just
seen Theresa. She was look�ng so �ll, and I felt so sorry for her, that I



gave her twenty kopecks. I am almost fall�ng asleep. Wr�te to me �n
fullest deta�l, both concern�ng your mode of l�fe, and concern�ng the
people who l�ve w�th you, and concern�ng how you fare w�th them. I
should so l�ke to know! Yes, you must wr�te aga�n. Ton�ght I have
purposely looped the curta�n up. Go to bed early, for, last n�ght, I saw
your candle burn�ng unt�l nearly m�dn�ght. Goodbye! I am now feel�ng
sad and weary. Ah that I should have to spend such days as th�s one
has been. Aga�n good-bye.—Your fr�end,

BARBARA DOBROSELOVA.



Apr�l 8th
MY DEAREST BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—To th�nk that a day l�ke

th�s should have fallen to my m�serable lot! Surely you are mak�ng
fun of an old man?... However, �t was my own fault—my own fault
ent�rely. One ought not to grow old hold�ng a lock of Cup�d’s ha�r �n
one’s hand. Naturally one �s m�sunderstood.... Yet man �s somet�mes
a very strange be�ng. By all the Sa�nts, he w�ll talk of do�ng th�ngs,
yet leave them undone, and rema�n look�ng the k�nd of fool from
whom may the Lord preserve us!... Nay, I am not angry, my beloved;
I am only vexed to th�nk that I should have wr�tten to you �n such
stup�d, flowery phraseology. Today I went hopp�ng and sk�pp�ng to
the off�ce, for my heart was under your �nfluence, and my soul was
keep�ng hol�day, as �t were. Yes, everyth�ng seemed to be go�ng well
w�th me. Then I betook myself to my work. But w�th what result? I
gazed around at the old fam�l�ar objects, at the old fam�l�ar grey and
gloomy objects. They looked just the same as before. Yet WERE
those the same �nksta�ns, the same tables and cha�rs, that I had
h�therto known? Yes, they WERE the same, exactly the same; so
why should I have gone off r�d�ng on Pegasus’ back? Whence had
that mood ar�sen? It had ar�sen from the fact that a certa�n sun had
beamed upon me, and turned the sky to blue. But why so? Why �s �t,
somet�mes, that sweet odours seem to be blow�ng through a
courtyard where noth�ng of the sort can be? They must be born of
my fool�sh fancy, for a man may stray so far �nto sent�ment as to
forget h�s �mmed�ate surround�ngs, and to g�ve way to the superflu�ty
of fond ardour w�th wh�ch h�s heart �s charged. On the other hand, as
I walked home from the off�ce at n�ghtfall my feet seemed to lag, and
my head to be ach�ng. Also, a cold w�nd seemed to be blow�ng down
my back (enraptured w�th the spr�ng, I had gone out clad only �n a
th�n overcoat). Yet you have m�sunderstood my sent�ments, dearest.
They are altogether d�fferent to what you suppose. It �s a purely
paternal feel�ng that I have for you. I stand towards you �n the
pos�t�on of a relat�ve who �s bound to watch over your lonely



orphanhood. Th�s I say �n all s�ncer�ty, and w�th a s�ngle purpose, as
any k�nsman m�ght do. For, after all, I AM a d�stant k�nsman of yours
—the seventh drop of water �n the pudd�ng, as the proverb has �t—
yet st�ll a k�nsman, and at the present t�me your nearest relat�ve and
protector, see�ng that where you had the r�ght to look for help and
protect�on, you found only treachery and �nsult. As for poetry, I may
say that I cons�der �t unbecom�ng for a man of my years to devote h�s
facult�es to the mak�ng of verses. Poetry �s rubb�sh. Even boys at
school ought to be wh�pped for wr�t�ng �t.

Why do you wr�te thus about “comfort” and “peace” and the rest? I
am not a fast�d�ous man, nor one who requ�res much. Never �n my
l�fe have I been so comfortable as now. Why, then, should I compla�n
�n my old age? I have enough to eat, I am well dressed and booted.
Also, I have my d�vers�ons. You see, I am not of noble blood. My
father h�mself was not a gentleman; he and h�s fam�ly had to l�ve
even more pla�nly than I do. Nor am I a m�lksop. Nevertheless, to
speak frankly, I do not l�ke my present abode so much as I used to
l�ke my old one. Somehow the latter seemed more cosy, dearest. Of
course, th�s room �s a good one enough; �n fact, �n SOME respects �t
�s the more cheerful and �nterest�ng of the two. I have noth�ng to say
aga�nst �t—no. Yet I m�ss the room that used to be so fam�l�ar to me.
Old lodgers l�ke myself soon grow as attached to our chattels as to a
k�nsman. My old room was such a snug l�ttle place! True, �ts walls
resembled those of any other room—I am not speak�ng of that; the
po�nt �s that the recollect�on of them seems to haunt my m�nd w�th
sadness. Cur�ous that recollect�ons should be so mournful! Even
what �n that room used to vex me and �nconven�ence me now looms
�n a pur�f�ed l�ght, and f�gures �n my �mag�nat�on as a th�ng to be
des�red. We used to l�ve there so qu�etly—I and an old landlady who
�s now dead. How my heart aches to remember her, for she was a
good woman, and never overcharged for her rooms. Her whole t�me
was spent �n mak�ng patchwork qu�lts w�th kn�tt�ng-needles that were
an arsh�n [An ell.] long. Oftent�mes we shared the same candle and
board. Also she had a granddaughter, Masha—a g�rl who was then a
mere baby, but must now be a g�rl of th�rteen. Th�s l�ttle p�ece of
m�sch�ef, how she used to make us laugh the day long! We l�ved
together, a happy fam�ly of three. Often of a long w�nter’s even�ng we



would f�rst have tea at the b�g round table, and then betake
ourselves to our work; the wh�le that, to amuse the ch�ld and to keep
her out of m�sch�ef, the old lady would set herself to tell stor�es. What
stor�es they were!—though stor�es less su�table for a ch�ld than for a
grown-up, educated person. My word! Why, I myself have sat
l�sten�ng to them, as I smoked my p�pe, unt�l I have forgotten about
work altogether. And then, as the story grew gr�mmer, the l�ttle ch�ld,
our l�ttle bag of m�sch�ef, would grow thoughtful �n proport�on, and
clasp her rosy cheeks �n her t�ny hands, and, h�d�ng her face, press
closer to the old landlady. Ah, how I loved to see her at those
moments! As one gazed at her one would fa�l to not�ce how the
candle was fl�cker�ng, or how the storm was sw�sh�ng the snow about
the courtyard. Yes, that was a goodly l�fe, my Barbara, and we l�ved �t
for nearly twenty years.... How my tongue does carry me away!
Maybe the subject does not �nterest you, and I myself f�nd �t a not
over-easy subject to recall—espec�ally at the present t�me. Darkness
�s fall�ng, and Theresa �s busy�ng herself w�th someth�ng or another.
My head and my back are ach�ng, and even my thoughts seem to be
�n pa�n, so strangely do they occur. Yes, my heart �s sad today,
Barbara.... What �s �t you have wr�tten to me?——“Why do you not
come �n PERSON to see me?” Dear one, what would people say? I
should have but to cross the courtyard for people to beg�n not�c�ng
us, and ask�ng themselves quest�ons. Goss�p and scandal would
ar�se, and there would be read �nto the affa�r qu�te another mean�ng
than the real one. No, l�ttle angel, �t were better that I should see you
tomorrow at Vespers. That w�ll be the better plan, and less hurtful to
us both. Nor must you ch�de me, beloved, because I have wr�tten
you a letter l�ke th�s (read�ng �t through, I see �t to be all odds and
ends); for I am an old man now, dear Barbara, and an uneducated
one. L�ttle learn�ng had I �n my youth, and th�ngs refuse to f�x
themselves �n my bra�n when I try to learn them anew. No, I am not
sk�lled �n letter-wr�t�ng, Barbara, and, w�thout be�ng told so, or any
one laugh�ng at me for �t, I know that, whenever I try to descr�be
anyth�ng w�th more than ord�nary d�st�nctness, I fall �nto the m�stake
of talk�ng sheer rubb�sh.... I saw you at your w�ndow today—yes, I
saw you as you were draw�ng down the bl�nd! Good-bye, goodbye,



l�ttle Barbara, and may God keep you! Good-bye, my own Barbara
Alex�evna!—Your s�ncere fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.
P.S.—Do not th�nk that I could wr�te to you �n a sat�r�cal ve�n, for I

am too old to show my teeth to no purpose, and people would laugh
at me, and quote our Russ�an proverb: “Who d�ggeth a p�t for
another one, the same shall fall �nto �t h�mself.”



Apr�l 9th
MY DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—Are not you, my fr�end

and benefactor, just a l�ttle ashamed to rep�ne and g�ve way to such
despondency? And surely you are not offended w�th me? Ah!
Though often thoughtless �n my speech, I never should have
�mag�ned that you would take my words as a jest at your expense.
Rest assured that NEVER should I make sport of your years or of
your character. Only my own lev�ty �s at fault; st�ll more, the fact that I
am so weary of l�fe.

What w�ll such a feel�ng not engender? To tell you the truth, I had
supposed that YOU were jest�ng �n your letter; wherefore, my heart
was feel�ng heavy at the thought that you could feel so d�spleased
w�th me. K�nd comrade and helper, you w�ll be do�ng me an �njust�ce
�f for a s�ngle moment you ever suspect that I am lack�ng �n feel�ng or
�n grat�tude towards you. My heart, bel�eve me, �s able to appra�se at
�ts true worth all that you have done for me by protect�ng me from my
enem�es, and from hatred and persecut�on. Never shall I cease to
pray to God for you; and, should my prayers ever reach H�m and be
rece�ved of Heaven, then assuredly fortune w�ll sm�le upon you!

Today I am not well. By turns I sh�ver and flush w�th heat, and
Thedora �s greatly d�sturbed about me.... Do not scruple to come and
see me, Makar Alex�ev�tch. How can �t concern other people what
you do? You and I are well enough acqua�nted w�th each other, and
one’s own affa�rs are one’s own affa�rs. Goodbye, Makar Alex�ev�tch,
for I have come to the end of all I had to say, and am feel�ng too
unwell to wr�te more. Aga�n I beg of you not to be angry w�th me, but
to rest assured of my constant respect and attachment.—Your
humble, devoted servant,

BARBARA DOBROSELOVA.





Apr�l 12th
DEAREST MISTRESS BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—I pray you, my

beloved, to tell me what a�ls you. Every one of your letters f�lls me
w�th alarm. On the other hand, �n every letter I urge you to be more
careful of yourself, and to wrap up yourself warmly, and to avo�d
go�ng out �n bad weather, and to be �n all th�ngs prudent. Yet you go
and d�sobey me! Ah, l�ttle angel, you are a perfect ch�ld! I know well
that you are as weak as a blade of grass, and that, no matter what
w�nd blows upon you, you are ready to fade. But you must be careful
of yourself, dearest; you MUST look after yourself better; you MUST
avo�d all r�sks, lest you plunge your fr�ends �nto desolat�on and
despa�r.

Dearest, you also express a w�sh to learn the deta�ls of my da�ly
l�fe and surround�ngs. That w�sh I hasten to sat�sfy. Let me beg�n at
the beg�nn�ng, s�nce, by do�ng so, I shall expla�n th�ngs more
systemat�cally. In the f�rst place, on enter�ng th�s house, one passes
�nto a very bare hall, and thence along a passage to a mean
sta�rcase. The recept�on room, however, �s br�ght, clean, and
spac�ous, and �s l�ned w�th redwood and metal-work. But the scullery
you would not care to see; �t �s greasy, d�rty, and odor�ferous, wh�le
the sta�rs are �n rags, and the walls so covered w�th f�lth that the
hand st�cks fast wherever �t touches them. Also, on each land�ng
there �s a medley of boxes, cha�rs, and d�lap�dated wardrobes; wh�le
the w�ndows have had most of the�r panes shattered, and
everywhere stand washtubs f�lled w�th d�rt, l�tter, eggshells, and f�sh-
bladders. The smell �s abom�nable. In short, the house �s not a n�ce
one.

As to the d�spos�t�on of the rooms, I have descr�bed �t to you
already. True, they are conven�ent enough, yet every one of them
has an ATMOSPHERE. I do not mean that they smell badly so much
as that each of them seems to conta�n someth�ng wh�ch g�ves forth a
rank, s�ckly-sweet odour. At f�rst the �mpress�on �s an unpleasant



one, but a couple of m�nutes w�ll suff�ce to d�ss�pate �t, for the reason
that EVERYTHING here smells—people’s clothes, hands, and
everyth�ng else—and one grows accustomed to the rankness.
Canar�es, however, soon d�e �n th�s house. A naval off�cer here has
just bought h�s f�fth. B�rds cannot l�ve long �n such an a�r. Every
morn�ng, when f�sh or beef �s be�ng cooked, and wash�ng and
scrubb�ng are �n progress, the house �s f�lled w�th steam. Always,
too, the k�tchen �s full of l�nen hang�ng out to dry; and s�nce my room
adjo�ns that apartment, the smell from the clothes causes me not a
l�ttle annoyance. However, one can grow used to anyth�ng.

From earl�est dawn the house �s ast�r as �ts �nmates r�se, walk
about, and stamp the�r feet. That �s to say, everyone who has to go
to work then gets out of bed. F�rst of all, tea �s partaken of. Most of
the tea-urns belong to the landlady; and s�nce there are not very
many of them, we have to wa�t our turn. Anyone who fa�ls to do so
w�ll f�nd h�s teapot empt�ed and put away. On the f�rst occas�on, that
was what happened to myself. Well, �s there anyth�ng else to tell
you? Already I have made the acqua�ntance of the company here.
The naval off�cer took the �n�t�at�ve �n call�ng upon me, and h�s
frankness was such that he told me all about h�s father, h�s mother,
h�s s�ster (who �s marr�ed to a lawyer of Tula), and the town of
Kronstadt. Also, he prom�sed me h�s patronage, and asked me to
come and take tea w�th h�m. I kept the appo�ntment �n a room where
card-play�ng �s cont�nually �n progress; and, after tea had been
drunk, efforts were made to �nduce me to gamble. Whether or not my
refusal seemed to the company r�d�culous I cannot say, but at all
events my compan�ons played the whole even�ng, and were play�ng
when I left. The dust and smoke �n the room made my eyes ache. I
decl�ned, as I say, to play cards, and was, therefore, requested to
d�scourse on ph�losophy, after wh�ch no one spoke to me at all—a
result wh�ch I d�d not regret. In fact, I have no �ntent�on of go�ng there
aga�n, s�nce every one �s for gambl�ng, and for noth�ng but gambl�ng.
Even the l�terary tch�novn�k g�ves such part�es �n h�s room—though,
�n h�s case, everyth�ng �s done del�cately and w�th a certa�n
ref�nement, so that the th�ng has someth�ng of a ret�r�ng and �nnocent
a�r.



In pass�ng, I may tell you that our landlady �s NOT a n�ce woman.
In fact, she �s a regular beldame. You have seen her once, so what
do you th�nk of her? She �s as lanky as a plucked ch�cken �n
consumpt�on, and, w�th Phaldon� (her servant), const�tutes the ent�re
staff of the establ�shment. Whether or not Phaldon� has any other
name I do not know, but at least he answers to th�s one, and every
one calls h�m by �t. A red-ha�red, sw�ne-jowled, snub-nosed, crooked
lout, he �s for ever wrangl�ng w�th Theresa, unt�l the pa�r nearly come
to blows. In short, l�fe �s not overly pleasant �n th�s place. Never at
any t�me �s the household wholly at rest, for always there are people
s�tt�ng up to play cards. Somet�mes, too, certa�n th�ngs are done of
wh�ch �t would be shameful for me to speak. In part�cular, hardened
though I am, �t aston�shes me that men WITH FAMILIES should care
to l�ve �n th�s Sodom. For example, there �s a fam�ly of poor folk who
have rented from the landlady a room wh�ch does not adjo�n the
other rooms, but �s set apart �n a corner by �tself. Yet what qu�et
people they are! Not a sound �s to be heard from them. The father—
he �s called Gorshkov—�s a l�ttle grey-headed tch�novn�k who, seven
years ago, was d�sm�ssed from publ�c serv�ce, and now walks about
�n a coat so d�rty and ragged that �t hurts one to see �t. Indeed �t �s a
worse coat even than m�ne! Also, he �s so th�n and fra�l (at t�mes I
meet h�m �n the corr�dor) that h�s knees quake under h�m, h�s hands
and head are tremulous w�th some d�sease (God only knows what!),
and he so fears and d�strusts everybody that he always walks alone.
Reserved though I myself am, he �s even worse. As for h�s fam�ly, �t
cons�sts of a w�fe and three ch�ldren. The eldest of the latter—a boy
—�s as fra�l as h�s father, wh�le the mother—a woman who, formerly,
must have been good look�ng, and st�ll has a str�k�ng aspect �n sp�te
of her pallor—goes about �n the sorr�est of rags. Also I have heard
that they are �n debt to our landlady, as well as that she �s not overly
k�nd to them. Moreover, I have heard that Gorshkov lost h�s post
through some unpleasantness or other—through a legal su�t or
process of wh�ch I could not exactly tell you the nature. Yes, they
certa�nly are poor—Oh, my God, how poor! At the same t�me, never
a sound comes from the�r room. It �s as though not a soul were l�v�ng
�n �t. Never does one hear even the ch�ldren—wh�ch �s an unusual
th�ng, see�ng that ch�ldren are ever ready to sport and play, and �f



they fa�l to do so �t �s a bad s�gn. One even�ng when I chanced to be
pass�ng the door of the�r room, and all was qu�et �n the house, I
heard through the door a sob, and then a wh�sper, and then another
sob, as though somebody w�th�n were weep�ng, and w�th such
subdued b�tterness that �t tore my heart to hear the sound. In fact,
the thought of these poor people never left me all n�ght, and qu�te
prevented me from sleep�ng.

Well, good-bye, my l�ttle Barbara, my l�ttle fr�end beyond pr�ce. I
have descr�bed to you everyth�ng to the best of my ab�l�ty. All today
you have been �n my thoughts; all today my heart has been yearn�ng
for you. I happen to know, dearest one, that you lack a warm cloak.
To me too, these St. Petersburg spr�ngs, w�th the�r w�nds and the�r
snow showers, spell death. Good heavens, how the breezes b�te
one! Do not be angry, beloved, that I should wr�te l�ke th�s. Style I
have not. Would that I had! I wr�te just what wanders �nto my bra�n, �n
the hope that I may cheer you up a l�ttle. Of course, had I had a good
educat�on, th�ngs m�ght have been d�fferent; but, as th�ngs were, I
could not have one. Never d�d I learn even to do s�mple sums!—Your
fa�thful and unchangeable fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



Apr�l 25th
MY DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—Today I met my cous�n

Sasha. To see her go�ng to wrack and ru�n shocked me terr�bly.
Moreover, �t has reached me, through a s�de w�nd, that she has been
mak�ng �nqu�ry for me, and dogg�ng my footsteps, under the pretext
that she w�shes to pardon me, to forget the past, and to renew our
acqua�ntance. Well, among other th�ngs she told me that, whereas
you are not a k�nsman of m�ne, that she �s my nearest relat�ve; that
you have no r�ght whatever to enter �nto fam�ly relat�ons w�th us; and
that �t �s wrong and shameful for me to be l�v�ng upon your earn�ngs
and char�ty. Also, she sa�d that I must have forgotten all that she d�d
for me, though thereby she saved both myself and my mother from
starvat�on, and gave us food and dr�nk; that for two and a half years
we caused her great loss; and, above all th�ngs, that she excused us
what we owed her. Even my poor mother she d�d not spare. Would
that she, my dead parent, could know how I am be�ng treated! But
God knows all about �t.... Also, Anna declared that �t was solely
through my own fault that my fortunes decl�ned after she had
bettered them; that she �s �n no way respons�ble for what then
happened; and that I have but myself to blame for hav�ng been e�ther
unable or unw�ll�ng to defend my honour. Great God! WHO, then,
has been at fault? Accord�ng to Anna, Hospod�n [Mr.] Bw�kov was
only r�ght when he decl�ned to marry a woman who—But need I say
�t? It �s cruel to hear such l�es as hers. What �s to become of me I do
not know. I tremble and sob and weep. Indeed, even to wr�te th�s
letter has cost me two hours. At least �t m�ght have been thought that
Anna would have confessed HER share �n the past. Yet see what
she says!... For the love of God do not be anx�ous about me, my
fr�end, my only benefactor. Thedora �s over apt to exaggerate
matters. I am not REALLY �ll. I have merely caught a l�ttle cold. I
caught �t last n�ght wh�le I was walk�ng to Bolkovo, to hear Mass
sung for my mother. Ah, mother, my poor mother! Could you but r�se
from the grave and learn what �s be�ng done to your daughter!



B. D.



May 20th
MY DEAREST LITTLE BARBARA,—I am send�ng you a few

grapes, wh�ch are good for a convalescent person, and strongly
recommended by doctors for the allayment of fever. Also, you were
say�ng the other day that you would l�ke some roses; wherefore, I
now send you a bunch. Are you at all able to eat, my darl�ng?—for
that �s the ch�ef po�nt wh�ch ought to be seen to. Let us thank God
that the past and all �ts unhapp�ness are gone! Yes, let us g�ve
thanks to Heaven for that much! As for books, I cannot get hold of
any, except for a book wh�ch, wr�tten �n excellent style, �s, I bel�eve,
to be had here. At all events, people keep pra�s�ng �t very much, and
I have begged the loan of �t for myself. Should you too l�ke to read �t?
In th�s respect, �ndeed, I feel nervous, for the reason that �t �s so
d�ff�cult to d�v�ne what your taste �n books may be, desp�te my
knowledge of your character. Probably you would l�ke poetry—the
poetry of sent�ment and of love mak�ng? Well, I w�ll send you a book
of MY OWN poems. Already I have cop�ed out part of the
manuscr�pt.

Everyth�ng w�th me �s go�ng well; so pray do not be anx�ous on my
account, beloved. What Thedora told you about me was sheer
rubb�sh. Tell her from me that she has not been speak�ng the truth.
Yes, do not fa�l to g�ve th�s m�sch�ef-maker my message. It �s not the
case that I have gone and sold a new un�form. Why should I do so,
see�ng that I have forty roubles of salary st�ll to come to me? Do not
be uneasy, my darl�ng. Thedora �s a v�nd�ct�ve woman—merely a
v�nd�ct�ve woman. We shall yet see better days. Only do you get
well, my angel—only do you get well, for the love of God, lest you
gr�eve an old man. Also, who told you that I was look�ng th�n?
Slanders aga�n—noth�ng but slanders! I am as healthy as could be,
and have grown so fat that I am ashamed to be so sleek of paunch.
Would that you were equally healthy!... Now goodbye, my angel. I



k�ss every one of your t�ny f�ngers, and rema�n ever your constant
fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.
P.S.—But what �s th�s, dearest one, that you have wr�tten to me?

Why do you place me upon such a pedestal? Moreover, how could I
come and v�s�t you frequently? How, I repeat? Of course, I m�ght
ava�l myself of the cover of n�ght; but, alas! the season of the year �s
what �t �s, and �ncludes no n�ght t�me to speak of. In fact, although,
throughout your �llness and del�r�um, I scarcely left your s�de for a
moment, I cannot th�nk how I contr�ved to do the many th�ngs that I
d�d. Later, I ceased to v�s�t you at all, for the reason that people were
beg�nn�ng to not�ce th�ngs, and to ask me quest�ons. Yet, even so, a
scandal has ar�sen. Theresa I trust thoroughly, for she �s not a
talkat�ve woman; but cons�der how �t w�ll be when the truth comes
out �n �ts ent�rety! What THEN w�ll folk not say and th�nk?
Nevertheless, be of good cheer, my beloved, and rega�n your health.
When you have done so we w�ll contr�ve to arrange a rendezvous
out of doors.



June 1st
MY BELOVED MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—So eager am I to do

someth�ng that w�ll please and d�vert you �n return for your care, for
your ceaseless efforts on my behalf—�n short, for your love for me—
that I have dec�ded to begu�le a le�sure hour for you by delv�ng �nto
my locker, and extract�ng thence the manuscr�pt wh�ch I send you
herew�th. I began �t dur�ng the happ�er per�od of my l�fe, and have
cont�nued �t at �ntervals s�nce. So often have you asked me about my
former ex�stence—about my mother, about Pokrovsk�, about my
sojourn w�th Anna Thedorovna, about my more recent m�sfortunes;
so often have you expressed an earnest des�re to read the
manuscr�pt �n wh�ch (God knows why) I have recorded certa�n
�nc�dents of my l�fe, that I feel no doubt but that the send�ng of �t w�ll
g�ve you s�ncere pleasure. Yet somehow I feel depressed when I
read �t, for I seem now to have grown tw�ce as old as I was when I
penned �ts conclud�ng l�nes. Ah, Makar Alex�ev�tch, how weary I am
—how th�s �nsomn�a tortures me! Convalescence �s �ndeed a hard
th�ng to bear!

B. D. ONE
UP to the age of fourteen, when my father d�ed, my ch�ldhood was

the happ�est per�od of my l�fe. It began very far away from here �n the
depths of the prov�nce of Tula, where my father f�lled the pos�t�on of
steward on the vast estates of the Pr�nce P——. Our house was
s�tuated �n one of the Pr�nce’s v�llages, and we l�ved a qu�et, obscure,
but happy, l�fe. A gay l�ttle ch�ld was I—my one �dea be�ng
ceaselessly to run about the f�elds and the woods and the garden.
No one ever gave me a thought, for my father was always occup�ed
w�th bus�ness affa�rs, and my mother w�th her housekeep�ng. Nor d�d
any one ever g�ve me any lessons—a c�rcumstance for wh�ch I was
not sorry. At earl�est dawn I would h�e me to a pond or a copse, or to
a hay or a harvest f�eld, where the sun could warm me, and I could
roam wherever I l�ked, and scratch my hands w�th bushes, and tear



my clothes �n p�eces. For th�s I used to get blamed afterwards, but I
d�d not care.

Had �t befallen me never to qu�t that v�llage—had �t befallen me to
rema�n for ever �n that spot—I should always have been happy; but
fate orda�ned that I should leave my b�rthplace even before my
g�rlhood had come to an end. In short, I was only twelve years old
when we removed to St. Petersburg. Ah! how �t hurts me to recall the
mournful gather�ngs before our departure, and to recall how b�tterly I
wept when the t�me came for us to say farewell to all that I had held
so dear! I remember throw�ng myself upon my father’s neck, and
beseech�ng h�m w�th tears to stay �n the country a l�ttle longer; but he
b�d me be s�lent, and my mother, add�ng her tears to m�ne, expla�ned
that bus�ness matters compelled us to go. As a matter of fact, old
Pr�nce P—— had just d�ed, and h�s he�rs had d�sm�ssed my father
from h�s post; whereupon, s�nce he had a l�ttle money pr�vately
�nvested �n St. Petersburg, he bethought h�m that h�s personal
presence �n the cap�tal was necessary for the due management of
h�s affa�rs. It was my mother who told me th�s. Consequently we
settled here �n St. Petersburg, and d�d not aga�n move unt�l my father
d�ed.

How d�ff�cult I found �t to grow accustomed to my new l�fe! At the
t�me of our removal to St. Petersburg �t was autumn—a season
when, �n the country, the weather �s clear and keen and br�ght, all
agr�cultural labour has come to an end, the great sheaves of corn
are safely garnered �n the byre, and the b�rds are fly�ng h�ther and
th�ther �n clamorous flocks. Yes, at that season the country �s joyous
and fa�r, but here �n St. Petersburg, at the t�me when we reached the
c�ty, we encountered noth�ng but ra�n, b�tter autumn frosts, dull sk�es,
ugl�ness, and crowds of strangers who looked host�le, d�scontented,
and d�sposed to take offence. However, we managed to settle down
—though I remember that �n our new home there was much no�se
and confus�on as we set the establ�shment �n order. After th�s my
father was seldom at home, and my mother had few spare moments;
wherefore, I found myself forgotten.

The f�rst morn�ng after our arr�val, when I awoke from sleep, how
sad I felt! I could see that our w�ndows looked out upon a drab space



of wall, and that the street below was l�ttered w�th f�lth. Passers-by
were few, and as they walked they kept muffl�ng themselves up
aga�nst the cold.

Then there ensued days when dullness and depress�on re�gned
supreme. Scarcely a relat�ve or an acqua�ntance d�d we possess �n
St. Petersburg, and even Anna Thedorovna and my father had come
to loggerheads w�th one another, ow�ng to the fact that he owed her
money. In fact, our only v�s�tors were bus�ness callers, and as a rule
these came but to wrangle, to argue, and to ra�se a d�sturbance.
Such v�s�ts would make my father look very d�scontented, and seem
out of temper. For hours and hours he would pace the room w�th a
frown on h�s face and a brood�ng s�lence on h�s l�ps. Even my mother
d�d not dare address h�m at these t�mes, wh�le, for my own part, I
used to s�t read�ng qu�etly and humbly �n a corner—not ventur�ng to
make a movement of any sort.

Three months after our arr�val �n St. Petersburg I was sent to a
board�ng-school. Here I found myself thrown among strange people;
here everyth�ng was gr�m and un�nv�t�ng, w�th teachers cont�nually
shout�ng at me, and my fellow-pup�ls for ever hold�ng me up to
der�s�on, and myself constantly feel�ng awkward and uncouth. How
str�ct, how exact�ng was the system! Appo�nted hours for everyth�ng,
a common table, ever-�ns�stent teachers! These th�ngs s�mply
worr�ed and tortured me. Never from the f�rst could I sleep, but used
to weep many a ch�ll, weary n�ght away. In the even�ngs everyone
would have to repeat or to learn her lessons. As I crouched over a
d�alogue or a vocabulary, w�thout dar�ng even to st�r, how my
thoughts would turn to the ch�mney-corner at home, to my father, to
my mother, to my old nurse, to the tales wh�ch the latter had been
used to tell! How sad �t all was! The memory of the merest tr�fle at
home would please me, and I would th�nk and th�nk how n�ce th�ngs
used to be at home. Once more I would be s�tt�ng �n our l�ttle parlour
at tea w�th my parents—�n the fam�l�ar l�ttle parlour where everyth�ng
was snug and warm! How ardently, how convuls�vely I would seem
to be embrac�ng my mother! Thus I would ponder, unt�l at length
tears of sorrow would softly gush forth and choke my bosom, and
dr�ve the lessons out of my head. For I never could master the tasks
of the morrow; no matter how much my m�stress and fellow-pup�ls



m�ght g�rd at me, no matter how much I m�ght repeat my lessons
over and over to myself, knowledge never came w�th the morn�ng.
Consequently, I used to be ordered the kneel�ng pun�shment, and
g�ven only one meal �n the day. How dull and d�sp�r�ted I used to feel!
From the f�rst my fellow-pup�ls used to tease and der�de and mock
me whenever I was say�ng my lessons. Also, they used to p�nch me
as we were on our way to d�nner or tea, and to make groundless
compla�nts of me to the head m�stress. On the other hand, how
heavenly �t seemed when, on Saturday even�ng, my old nurse
arr�ved to fetch me! How I would embrace the old woman �n
transports of joy! After dress�ng me, and wrapp�ng me up, she would
f�nd that she could scarcely keep pace w�th me on the way home, so
full was I of chatter and tales about one th�ng and another. Then,
when I had arr�ved home merry and l�ghthearted, how fervently I
would embrace my parents, as though I had not seen them for ten
years. Such a fuss�ng would there be—such a talk�ng and a tell�ng of
tales! To everyone I would run w�th a greet�ng, and laugh, and g�ggle,
and scamper about, and sk�p for very joy. True, my father and I used
to have grave conversat�ons about lessons and teachers and the
French language and grammar; yet we were all very happy and
contented together. Even now �t thr�lls me to th�nk of those moments.
For my father’s sake I tr�ed hard to learn my lessons, for I could see
that he was spend�ng h�s last kopeck upon me, and h�mself
subs�st�ng God knows how. Every day he grew more morose and
d�scontented and �rr�table; every day h�s character kept chang�ng for
the worse. He had suffered an �nflux of debts, nor were h�s bus�ness
affa�rs prosper�ng. As for my mother, she was afra�d even to say a
word, or to weep aloud, for fear of st�ll further anger�ng h�m.
Gradually she s�ckened, grew th�nner and th�nner, and became taken
w�th a pa�nful cough. Whenever I reached home from school I would
f�nd every one low-sp�r�ted, and my mother shedd�ng s�lent tears, and
my father rag�ng. B�cker�ng and h�gh words would ar�se, dur�ng wh�ch
my father was wont to declare that, though he no longer der�ved the
smallest pleasure or relaxat�on from l�fe, and had spent h�s last co�n
upon my educat�on, I had not yet mastered the French language. In
short, everyth�ng began to go wrong, to turn to unhapp�ness; and for
that c�rcumstance, my father took vengeance upon myself and my



mother. How he could treat my poor mother so I cannot understand.
It used to rend my heart to see her, so hollow were her cheeks
becom�ng, so sunken her eyes, so hect�c her face. But �t was ch�efly
around myself that the d�sputes raged. Though beg�nn�ng only w�th
some tr�fle, they would soon go on to God knows what. Frequently,
even I myself d�d not know to what they related. Anyth�ng and
everyth�ng would enter �nto them, for my father would say that I was
an utter dunce at the French language; that the head m�stress of my
school was a stup�d, common sort of women who cared noth�ng for
morals; that he (my father) had not yet succeeded �n obta�n�ng
another post; that Lamonde’s “Grammar” was a wretched book—
even a worse one than Zapolsk�’s; that a great deal of money had
been squandered upon me; that �t was clear that I was wast�ng my
t�me �n repeat�ng d�alogues and vocabular�es; that I alone was at
fault, and that I must answer for everyth�ng. Yet th�s d�d not ar�se
from any WANT OF LOVE for me on the part of my father, but rather
from the fact that he was �ncapable of putt�ng h�mself �n my own and
my mother’s place. It came of a defect of character.

All these cares and worr�es and d�sappo�ntments tortured my poor
father unt�l he became moody and d�strustful. Next he began to
neglect h�s health, w�th the result that, catch�ng a ch�ll, he d�ed, after
a short �llness, so suddenly and unexpectedly that for a few days we
were almost bes�de ourselves w�th the shock—my mother, �n
part�cular, ly�ng for a wh�le �n such a state of torpor that I had fears
for her reason. The �nstant my father was dead cred�tors seemed to
spr�ng up out of the ground, and to assa�l us en masse. Everyth�ng
that we possessed had to be surrendered to them, �nclud�ng a l�ttle
house wh�ch my father had bought s�x months after our arr�val �n St.
Petersburg. How matters were f�nally settled I do not know, but we
found ourselves roofless, shelterless, and w�thout a copper. My
mother was gr�evously �ll, and of means of subs�stence we had none.
Before us there loomed only ru�n, sheer ru�n. At the t�me I was
fourteen years old. Soon afterwards Anna Thedorovna came to see
us, say�ng that she was a lady of property and our relat�ve; and th�s
my mother conf�rmed—though, true, she added that Anna was only a
very DISTANT relat�ve. Anna had never taken the least not�ce of us
dur�ng my father’s l�fet�me, yet now she entered our presence w�th



tears �n her eyes, and an assurance that she meant to better our
fortunes. Hav�ng condoled w�th us on our loss and dest�tute pos�t�on,
she added that my father had been to blame for everyth�ng, �n that
he had l�ved beyond h�s means, and taken upon h�mself more than
he was able to perform. Also, she expressed a w�sh to draw closer to
us, and to forget old scores; and when my mother expla�ned that, for
her own part, she harboured no resentment aga�nst Anna, the latter
burst �nto tears, and, hurry�ng my mother away to church, then and
there ordered Mass to be sa�d for the “dear departed,” as she called
my father. In th�s manner she effected a solemn reconc�l�at�on w�th
my mother.

Next, after long negot�at�ons and vac�llat�ons, coupled w�th much
v�v�d descr�pt�on of our dest�tute pos�t�on, our desolat�on, and our
helplessness, Anna �nv�ted us to pay her (as she expressed �t) a
“return v�s�t.” For th�s my mother duly thanked her, and cons�dered
the �nv�tat�on for a wh�le; after wh�ch, see�ng that there was noth�ng
else to be done, she �nformed Anna Thedorovna that she was
prepared, gratefully, to accept her offer. Ah, how I remember the
morn�ng when we removed to Vass�l�evsk� Island! [A quarter of St.
Petersburg.] It was a clear, dry, frosty morn�ng �n autumn. My mother
could not restra�n her tears, and I too felt depressed. Nay, my very
heart seemed to be break�ng under a strange, undef�ned load of
sorrow. How terr�ble �t all seemed!...

II
AT f�rst—that �s to say, unt�l my mother and myself grew used to

our new abode—we found l�v�ng at Anna Thedorovna’s both strange
and d�sagreeable. The house was her own, and conta�ned f�ve
rooms, three of wh�ch she shared w�th my orphaned cous�n, Sasha
(whom she had brought up from babyhood); a fourth was occup�ed
by my mother and myself; and the f�fth was rented of Anna by a poor
student named Pokrovsk�. Although Anna l�ved �n good style—�n far
better style than m�ght have been expected—her means and her
avocat�on were conjectural. Never was she at rest; never was she
not busy w�th some myster�ous someth�ng or other. Also, she
possessed a w�de and var�ed c�rcle of fr�ends. The stream of callers
was perpetual—although God only knows who they were, or what



the�r bus�ness was. No sooner d�d my mother hear the door-bell r�ng
than off she would carry me to our own apartment. Th�s greatly
d�spleased Anna, who used aga�n and aga�n to assure my mother
that we were too proud for our stat�on �n l�fe. In fact, she would sulk
for hours about �t. At the t�me I could not understand these
reproaches, and �t was not unt�l long afterwards that I learned—or
rather, I guessed—why eventually my mother declared that she
could not go on l�v�ng w�th Anna. Yes, Anna was a bad woman.
Never d�d she let us alone. As to the exact mot�ve why she had
asked us to come and share her house w�th her I am st�ll �n the dark.
At f�rst she was not altogether unk�nd to us but, later, she revealed to
us her real character—as soon, that �s to say, as she saw that we
were at her mercy, and had nowhere else to go. Yes, �n early days
she was qu�te k�nd to me—even offens�vely so, but afterwards, I had
to suffer as much as my mother. Constantly d�d Anna reproach us;
constantly d�d she rem�nd us of her benefact�ons, and �ntroduce us to
her fr�ends as poor relat�ves of hers whom, out of goodness of heart
and for the love of Chr�st, she had rece�ved �nto her bosom. At table,
also, she would watch every mouthful that we took; and, �f our
appet�te fa�led, �mmed�ately she would beg�n as before, and re�terate
that we were over-da�nty, that we must not assume that r�ches would
mean happ�ness, and that we had better go and l�ve by ourselves.
Moreover, she never ceased to �nve�gh aga�nst my father—say�ng
that he had sought to be better than other people, and thereby had
brought h�mself to a bad end; that he had left h�s w�fe and daughter
dest�tute; and that, but for the fact that we had happened to meet
w�th a k�nd and sympathet�c Chr�st�an soul, God alone knew where
we should have la�d our heads, save �n the street. What d�d that
woman not say? To hear her was not so much gall�ng as d�sgust�ng.
From t�me to t�me my mother would burst �nto tears, her health grew
worse from day to day, and her body was becom�ng sheer sk�n and
bone. All the wh�le, too, we had to work—to work from morn�ng t�ll
n�ght, for we had contr�ved to obta�n some employment as
occas�onal sempstresses. Th�s, however, d�d not please Anna, who
used to tell us that there was no room �n her house for a mod�ste’s
establ�shment. Yet we had to get clothes to wear, to prov�de for
unforeseen expenses, and to have a l�ttle money at our d�sposal �n



case we should some day w�sh to remove elsewhere. Unfortunately,
the stra�n underm�ned my mother’s health, and she became
gradually weaker. S�ckness, l�ke a cankerworm, was gnaw�ng at her
l�fe, and dragg�ng her towards the tomb. Well could I see what she
was endur�ng, what she was suffer�ng. Yes, �t all lay open to my
eyes.

Day succeeded day, and each day was l�ke the last one. We l�ved
a l�fe as qu�et as though we had been �n the country. Anna herself
grew qu�eter �n proport�on as she came to real�se the extent of her
power over us. In noth�ng d�d we dare to thwart her. From her port�on
of the house our apartment was d�v�ded by a corr�dor, wh�le next to
us (as ment�oned above) dwelt a certa�n Pokrovsk�, who was
engaged �n teach�ng Sasha the French and German languages, as
well as h�story and geography—“all the sc�ences,” as Anna used to
say. In return for these serv�ces he rece�ved free board and lodg�ng.
As for Sasha, she was a clever, but rude and uncouth, g�rl of
th�rteen. On one occas�on Anna remarked to my mother that �t m�ght
be as well �f I also were to take some lessons, see�ng that my
educat�on had been neglected at school; and, my mother joyfully
assent�ng, I jo�ned Sasha for a year �n study�ng under th�s Pokrovsk�.

The latter was a poor—a very poor—young man whose health
would not perm�t of h�s undertak�ng the regular un�vers�ty course.
Indeed, �t was only for form’s sake that we called h�m “The Student.”
He l�ved �n such a qu�et, humble, ret�r�ng fash�on that never a sound
reached us from h�s room. Also, h�s exter�or was pecul�ar—he moved
and walked awkwardly, and uttered h�s words �n such a strange
manner that at f�rst I could never look at h�m w�thout laugh�ng. Sasha
was for ever play�ng tr�cks upon h�m—more espec�ally when he was
g�v�ng us our lessons. But unfortunately, he was of a temperament
as exc�table as herself. Indeed, he was so �rr�table that the least tr�fle
would send h�m �nto a frenzy, and set h�m shout�ng at us, and
compla�n�ng of our conduct. Somet�mes he would even rush away to
h�s room before school hours were over, and s�t there for days over
h�s books, of wh�ch he had a store that was both rare and valuable.
In add�t�on, he acted as teacher at another establ�shment, and
rece�ved payment for h�s serv�ces there; and, whenever he had



rece�ved h�s fees for th�s extra work, he would hasten off and
purchase more books.

In t�me I got to know and l�ke h�m better, for �n real�ty he was a
good, worthy fellow—more so than any of the people w�th whom we
otherw�se came �n contact. My mother �n part�cular had a great
respect for h�m, and, after herself, he was my best fr�end. But at f�rst
I was just an overgrown hoyden, and jo�ned Sasha �n play�ng the
fool. For hours we would dev�se tr�cks to anger and d�stract h�m, for
he looked extremely r�d�culous when he was angry, and so d�verted
us the more (ashamed though I am now to adm�t �t). But once, when
we had dr�ven h�m nearly to tears, I heard h�m say to h�mself under
h�s breath, “What cruel ch�ldren!” and �nstantly I repented—I began
to feel sad and ashamed and sorry for h�m. I reddened to my ears,
and begged h�m, almost w�th tears, not to m�nd us, nor to take
offence at our stup�d jests. Nevertheless, w�thout f�n�sh�ng the
lesson, he closed h�s book, and departed to h�s own room. All that
day I felt torn w�th remorse. To th�nk that we two ch�ldren had forced
h�m, the poor, the unhappy one, to remember h�s hard lot! And at
n�ght I could not sleep for gr�ef and regret. Remorse �s sa�d to br�ng
rel�ef to the soul, but �t �s not so. How far my gr�ef was �nternally
connected w�th my conce�t I do not know, but at least I d�d not w�sh
h�m to th�nk me a baby, see�ng that I had now reached the age of
f�fteen years. Therefore, from that day onwards I began to torture my
�mag�nat�on w�th dev�s�ng a thousand schemes wh�ch should compel
Pokrovsk� to alter h�s op�n�on of me. At the same t�me, be�ng yet shy
and reserved by nature, I ended by f�nd�ng that, �n my present
pos�t�on, I could make up my m�nd to noth�ng but vague dreams (and
such dreams I had). However, I ceased to jo�n Sasha �n play�ng the
fool, wh�le Pokrovsk�, for h�s part, ceased to lose h�s temper w�th us
so much. Unfortunately th�s was not enough to sat�sfy my self-
esteem.

At th�s po�nt, I must say a few words about the strangest, the most
�nterest�ng, the most p�t�able human be�ng that I have ever come
across. I speak of h�m now—at th�s part�cular po�nt �n these memo�rs
—for the reason that h�therto I had pa�d h�m no attent�on whatever,
and began to do so now only because everyth�ng connected w�th
Pokrovsk� had suddenly become of absorb�ng �nterest �n my eyes.



Somet�mes there came to the house a ragged, poorly-dressed,
grey-headed, awkward, amorphous—�n short, a very strange-look�ng
—l�ttle old man. At f�rst glance �t m�ght have been thought that he
was perpetually ashamed of someth�ng—that he had on h�s
consc�ence someth�ng wh�ch always made h�m, as �t were, br�stle up
and then shr�nk �nto h�mself. Such cur�ous starts and gr�maces d�d he
�ndulge �n that one was forced to conclude that he was scarcely �n
h�s r�ght m�nd. On arr�v�ng, he would halt for a wh�le by the w�ndow �n
the hall, as though afra�d to enter; unt�l, should any one happen to
pass �n or out of the door—whether Sasha or myself or one of the
servants (to the latter he always resorted the most read�ly, as be�ng
the most nearly ak�n to h�s own class)—he would beg�n to gest�culate
and to beckon to that person, and to make var�ous s�gns. Then,
should the person �n quest�on nod to h�m, or call h�m by name (the
recogn�sed token that no other v�s�tor was present, and that he m�ght
enter freely), he would open the door gently, g�ve a sm�le of
sat�sfact�on as he rubbed h�s hands together, and proceed on t�ptoe
to young Pokrovsk�’s room. Th�s old fellow was none other than
Pokrovsk�’s father.

Later I came to know h�s story �n deta�l. Formerly a c�v�l servant, he
had possessed no add�t�onal means, and so had occup�ed a very low
and �ns�gn�f�cant pos�t�on �n the serv�ce. Then, after h�s f�rst w�fe
(mother of the younger Pokrovsk�) had d�ed, the w�dower bethought
h�m of marry�ng a second t�me, and took to h�mself a tradesman’s
daughter, who soon assumed the re�ns over everyth�ng, and brought
the home to rack and ru�n, so that the old man was worse off than
before. But to the younger Pokrovsk�, fate proved k�nder, for a
landowner named Bw�kov, who had formerly known the lad’s father
and been h�s benefactor, took the boy under h�s protect�on, and sent
h�m to school. Another reason why th�s Bw�kov took an �nterest �n
young Pokrovsk� was that he had known the lad’s dead mother, who,
wh�le st�ll a serv�ng-ma�d, had been befr�ended by Anna Thedorovna,
and subsequently marr�ed to the elder Pokrovsk�. At the wedd�ng
Bw�kov, actuated by h�s fr�endsh�p for Anna, conferred upon the
young br�de a dowry of f�ve thousand roubles; but wh�ther that
money had s�nce d�sappeared I cannot say. It was from Anna’s l�ps
that I heard the story, for the student Pokrovsk� was never prone to



talk about h�s fam�ly affa�rs. H�s mother was sa�d to have been very
good-look�ng; wherefore, �t �s the more myster�ous why she should
have made so poor a match. She d�ed when young—only four years
after her espousal.

From school the young Pokrovsk� advanced to a gymnas�um,
[Secondary school.] and thence to the Un�vers�ty, where Bw�kov, who
frequently v�s�ted the cap�tal, cont�nued to accord the youth h�s
protect�on. Gradually, however, �ll health put an end to the young
man’s un�vers�ty course; whereupon Bw�kov �ntroduced and
personally recommended h�m to Anna Thedorovna, and he came to
lodge w�th her on cond�t�on that he taught Sasha whatever m�ght be
requ�red of h�m.

Gr�ef at the harshness of h�s w�fe led the elder Pokrovsk� to plunge
�nto d�ss�pat�on, and to rema�n �n an almost permanent cond�t�on of
drunkenness. Constantly h�s w�fe beat h�m, or sent h�m to s�t �n the
k�tchen—w�th the result that �n t�me, he became so �nured to blows
and neglect, that he ceased to compla�n. St�ll not greatly advanced �n
years, he had nevertheless endangered h�s reason through ev�l
courses—h�s only s�gn of decent human feel�ng be�ng h�s love for h�s
son. The latter was sa�d to resemble h�s dead mother as one pea
may resemble another. What recollect�ons, therefore, of the k�nd
helpmeet of former days may not have moved the breast of the poor
broken old man to th�s boundless affect�on for the boy? Of naught
else could the father ever speak but of h�s son, and never d�d he fa�l
to v�s�t h�m tw�ce a week. To come oftener he d�d not dare, for the
reason that the younger Pokrovsk� d�d not l�ke these v�s�ts of h�s
father’s. In fact, there can be no doubt that the youth’s greatest fault
was h�s lack of f�l�al respect. Yet the father was certa�nly rather a
d�ff�cult person to deal w�th, for, �n the f�rst place, he was extremely
�nqu�s�t�ve, wh�le, �n the second place, h�s long-w�nded conversat�on
and quest�ons—quest�ons of the most vap�d and senseless order
conce�vable—always prevented the son from work�ng. L�kew�se, the
old man occas�onally arr�ved there drunk. Gradually, however, the
son was wean�ng h�s parent from h�s v�c�ous ways and everlast�ng
�nqu�s�t�veness, and teach�ng the old man to look upon h�m, h�s son,
as an oracle, and never to speak w�thout that son’s perm�ss�on.



On the subject of h�s Pet�nka, as he called h�m, the poor old man
could never suff�c�ently rhapsod�se and d�late. Yet when he arr�ved to
see h�s son he almost �nvar�ably had on h�s face a downcast, t�m�d
express�on that was probably due to uncerta�nty concern�ng the way
�n wh�ch he would be rece�ved. For a long t�me he would hes�tate to
enter, and �f I happened to be there he would quest�on me for twenty
m�nutes or so as to whether h�s Pet�nka was �n good health, as well
as to the sort of mood he was �n, whether he was engaged on
matters of �mportance, what prec�sely he was do�ng (wr�t�ng or
med�tat�ng), and so on. Then, when I had suff�c�ently encouraged
and reassured the old man, he would make up h�s m�nd to enter, and
qu�etly and caut�ously open the door. Next, he would protrude h�s
head through the ch�nk, and �f he saw that h�s son was not angry, but
threw h�m a nod, he would gl�de no�selessly �nto the room, take off
h�s scarf, and hang up h�s hat (the latter perenn�ally �n a bad state of
repa�r, full of holes, and w�th a smashed br�m)—the whole be�ng
done w�thout a word or a sound of any k�nd. Next, the old man would
seat h�mself war�ly on a cha�r, and, never remov�ng h�s eyes from h�s
son, follow h�s every movement, as though seek�ng to gauge
Pet�nka’s state of m�nd. On the other hand, �f the son was not �n
good sp�r�ts, the father would make a note of the fact, and at once
get up, say�ng that he had “only called for a m�nute or two,” that,
“hav�ng been out for a long walk, and happen�ng at the moment to be
pass�ng,” he had “looked �n for a moment’s rest.” Then s�lently and
humbly the old man would resume h�s hat and scarf; softly he would
open the door, and no�selessly depart w�th a forced sm�le on h�s face
—the better to bear the d�sappo�ntment wh�ch was seeth�ng �n h�s
breast, the better to help h�m not to show �t to h�s son.

On the other hand, whenever the son rece�ved h�s father c�v�lly the
old man would be struck dumb w�th joy. Sat�sfact�on would beam �n
h�s face, �n h�s every gesture, �n h�s every movement. And �f the son
de�gned to engage �n conversat�on w�th h�m, the old man always
rose a l�ttle from h�s cha�r, and answered softly, sympathet�cally, w�th
someth�ng l�ke reverence, wh�le strenuously endeavour�ng to make
use of the most recherche (that �s to say, the most r�d�culous)
express�ons. But, alas! He had not the g�ft of words. Always he grew
confused, and turned red �n the face; never d�d he know what to do



w�th h�s hands or w�th h�mself. L�kew�se, whenever he had returned
an answer of any k�nd, he would go on repeat�ng the same �n a
wh�sper, as though he were seek�ng to just�fy what he had just sa�d.
And �f he happened to have returned a good answer, he would beg�n
to preen h�mself, and to stra�ghten h�s wa�stcoat, frockcoat and t�e,
and to assume an a�r of consc�ous d�gn�ty. Indeed, on these
occas�ons he would feel so encouraged, he would carry h�s dar�ng to
such a p�tch, that, r�s�ng softly from h�s cha�r, he would approach the
bookshelves, take thence a book, and read over to h�mself some
passage or another. All th�s he would do w�th an a�r of fe�gned
�nd�fference and sangfro�d, as though he were free ALWAYS to use
h�s son’s books, and h�s son’s k�ndness were no rar�ty at all. Yet on
one occas�on I saw the poor old fellow actually turn pale on be�ng
told by h�s son not to touch the books. Abashed and confused, he, �n
h�s awkward hurry, replaced the volume wrong s�de uppermost;
whereupon, w�th a supreme effort to recover h�mself, he turned �t
round w�th a sm�le and a blush, as though he were at a loss how to
v�ew h�s own m�sdemeanour. Gradually, as already sa�d, the younger
Pokrovsk� weaned h�s father from h�s d�ss�pated ways by g�v�ng h�m
a small co�n whenever, on three success�ve occas�ons, he (the
father) arr�ved sober. Somet�mes, also, the younger man would buy
the older one shoes, or a t�e, or a wa�stcoat; whereafter, the old man
would be as proud of h�s acqu�s�t�on as a peacock. Not �nfrequently,
also, the old man would step �n to v�s�t ourselves, and br�ng Sasha
and myself g�ngerbread b�rds or apples, wh�le talk�ng unceas�ngly of
Pet�nka. Always he would beg of us to pay attent�on to our lessons,
on the plea that Pet�nka was a good son, an exemplary son, a son
who was �n twofold measure a man of learn�ng; after wh�ch he would
w�nk at us so qu�zz�ngly w�th h�s left eye, and tw�st h�mself about �n
such amus�ng fash�on, that we were forced to burst out laugh�ng. My
mother had a great l�k�ng for h�m, but he detested Anna Thedorovna
—although �n her presence he would be qu�eter than water and
lowl�er than the earth.

Soon after th�s I ceased to take lessons of Pokrovsk�. Even now he
thought me a ch�ld, a raw schoolg�rl, as much as he d�d Sasha; and
th�s hurt me extremely, see�ng that I had done so much to exp�ate my
former behav�our. Of my efforts �n th�s d�rect�on no not�ce had been



taken, and the fact cont�nued to anger me more and more. Scarcely
ever d�d I address a word to my tutor between school hours, for I
s�mply could not br�ng myself to do �t. If I made the attempt I only
grew red and confused, and rushed away to weep �n a corner. How �t
would all have ended I do not know, had not a cur�ous �nc�dent
helped to br�ng about a rapprochement. One even�ng, when my
mother was s�tt�ng �n Anna Thedorovna’s room, I crept on t�ptoe to
Pokrovsk�’s apartment, �n the bel�ef that he was not at home. Some
strange �mpulse moved me to do so. True, we had l�ved cheek by
jowl w�th one another; yet never once had I caught a gl�mpse of h�s
abode. Consequently my heart beat loudly—so loudly, �ndeed, that �t
seemed almost to be burst�ng from my breast. On enter�ng the room
I glanced around me w�th tense �nterest. The apartment was very
poorly furn�shed, and bore few traces of orderl�ness. On table and
cha�rs there lay heaps of books; everywhere were books and papers.
Then a strange thought entered my head, as well as, w�th the
thought, an unpleasant feel�ng of �rr�tat�on. It seemed to me that my
fr�endsh�p, my heart’s affect�on, meant l�ttle to h�m, for HE was well-
educated, whereas I was stup�d, and had learned noth�ng, and had
read not a s�ngle book. So I stood look�ng w�stfully at the long
bookshelves where they groaned under the�r we�ght of volumes. I felt
f�lled w�th gr�ef, d�sappo�ntment, and a sort of frenzy. I felt that I
MUST read those books, and dec�ded to do so—to read them one by
one, and w�th all poss�ble speed. Probably the �dea was that, by
learn�ng whatsoever HE knew, I should render myself more worthy of
h�s fr�endsh�p. So, I made a rush towards the bookcase nearest me,
and, w�thout stopp�ng further to cons�der matters, se�zed hold of the
f�rst dusty tome upon wh�ch my hands chanced to al�ght, and,
redden�ng and grow�ng pale by turns, and trembl�ng w�th fear and
exc�tement, clasped the stolen book to my breast w�th the �ntent�on
of read�ng �t by candle l�ght wh�le my mother lay asleep at n�ght.



But how vexed I felt when, on return�ng to our own room, and
hast�ly turn�ng the pages, only an old, battered worm-eaten Lat�n
work greeted my eyes! W�thout loss of t�me I retraced my steps. Just
when I was about to replace the book I heard a no�se �n the corr�dor
outs�de, and the sound of footsteps approach�ng. Fumbl�ngly I
hastened to complete what I was about, but the t�resome book had
become so t�ghtly wedged �nto �ts row that, on be�ng pulled out, �t
caused �ts fellows to close up too compactly to leave any place for
the�r comrade. To �nsert the book was beyond my strength; yet st�ll I
kept push�ng and push�ng at the row. At last the rusty na�l wh�ch
supported the shelf (the th�ng seemed to have been wa�t�ng on
purpose for that moment!) broke off short; w�th the result that the
shelf descended w�th a crash, and the books p�led themselves �n a
heap on the floor! Then the door of the room opened, and Pokrovsk�
entered!

I must here remark that he never could bear to have h�s
possess�ons tampered w�th. Woe to the person, �n part�cular, who
touched h�s books! Judge, therefore, of my horror when books small
and great, books of every poss�ble shape and s�ze and th�ckness,
came tumbl�ng from the shelf, and flew and sprang over the table,
and under the cha�rs, and about the whole room. I would have turned
and fled, but �t was too late. “All �s over!” thought I. “All �s over! I am
ru�ned, I am undone! Here have I been play�ng the fool l�ke a ten-
year-old ch�ld! What a stup�d g�rl I am! The monstrous fool!”

Indeed, Pokrovsk� was very angry. “What? Have you not done
enough?” he cr�ed. “Are you not ashamed to be for ever �ndulg�ng �n
such pranks? Are you NEVER go�ng to grow sens�ble?” W�th that he
darted forward to p�ck up the books, wh�le I bent down to help h�m.

“You need not, you need not!” he went on. “You would have done
far better not to have entered w�thout an �nv�tat�on.”

Next, a l�ttle moll�f�ed by my humble demeanour, he resumed �n h�s
usual tutor�al tone—the tone wh�ch he had adopted �n h�s new-found
role of preceptor:

“When are you go�ng to grow stead�er and more thoughtful?
Cons�der yourself for a moment. You are no longer a ch�ld, a l�ttle
g�rl, but a ma�den of f�fteen.”



Then, w�th a des�re (probably) to sat�sfy h�mself that I was no
longer a be�ng of tender years, he threw me a glance—but
stra�ghtway reddened to h�s very ears. Th�s I could not understand,
but stood gaz�ng at h�m �n aston�shment. Presently, he stra�ghtened
h�mself a l�ttle, approached me w�th a sort of confused express�on,
and halt�ngly sa�d someth�ng—probably �t was an apology for not
hav�ng before perce�ved that I was now a grown-up young person.
But the next moment I understood. What I d�d I hardly know, save
that, �n my d�smay and confus�on, I blushed even more hotly than he
had done and, cover�ng my face w�th my hands, rushed from the
room.

What to do w�th myself for shame I could not th�nk. The one
thought �n my head was that he had surpr�sed me �n h�s room. For
three whole days I found myself unable to ra�se my eyes to h�s, but
blushed always to the po�nt of weep�ng. The strangest and most
confused of thoughts kept enter�ng my bra�n. One of them—the most
extravagant—was that I should dearly l�ke to go to Pokrovsk�, and to
expla�n to h�m the s�tuat�on, and to make full confess�on, and to tell
h�m everyth�ng w�thout concealment, and to assure h�m that I had not
acted fool�shly as a m�nx, but honestly and of set purpose. In fact, I
DID make up my m�nd to take th�s course, but lacked the necessary
courage to do �t. If I had done so, what a f�gure I should have cut!
Even now I am ashamed to th�nk of �t.

A few days later, my mother suddenly fell dangerously �ll. For two
days past she had not left her bed, wh�le dur�ng the th�rd n�ght of her
�llness she became se�zed w�th fever and del�r�um. I also had not
closed my eyes dur�ng the prev�ous n�ght, but now wa�ted upon my
mother, sat by her bed, brought her dr�nk at �ntervals, and gave her
med�c�ne at duly appo�nted hours. The next n�ght I suffered terr�bly.
Every now and then sleep would cause me to nod, and objects grow
d�m before my eyes. Also, my head was turn�ng d�zzy, and I could
have fa�nted for very wear�ness. Yet always my mother’s feeble
moans recalled me to myself as I started, momentar�ly awoke, and
then aga�n felt drows�ness overcom�ng me. What torture �t was! I do
not know, I cannot clearly remember, but I th�nk that, dur�ng a
moment when wakefulness was thus contend�ng w�th slumber, a
strange dream, a horr�ble v�s�on, v�s�ted my overwrought bra�n, and I



awoke �n terror. The room was nearly �n darkness, for the candle was
fl�cker�ng, and throw�ng stray beams of l�ght wh�ch suddenly
�llum�nated the room, danced for a moment on the walls, and then
d�sappeared. Somehow I felt afra�d—a sort of horror had come upon
me—my �mag�nat�on had been over-exc�ted by the ev�l dream wh�ch
I had exper�enced, and a feel�ng of oppress�on was crush�ng my
heart.... I leapt from the cha�r, and �nvoluntar�ly uttered a cry—a cry
wrung from me by the terr�ble, tortur�ng sensat�on that was upon me.
Presently the door opened, and Pokrovsk� entered.

I remember that I was �n h�s arms when I recovered my senses.
Carefully seat�ng me on a bench, he handed me a glass of water,
and then asked me a few quest�ons—though how I answered them I
do not know. “You yourself are �ll,” he sa�d as he took my hand. “You
yourself are VERY �ll. You are fever�sh, and I can see that you are
knock�ng yourself out through your neglect of your own health. Take
a l�ttle rest. L�e down and go to sleep. Yes, l�e down, l�e down,” he
cont�nued w�thout g�v�ng me t�me to protest. Indeed, fat�gue had so
exhausted my strength that my eyes were clos�ng from very
weakness. So I lay down on the bench w�th the �ntent�on of sleep�ng
for half an hour only; but, I slept t�ll morn�ng. Pokrovsk� then awoke
me, say�ng that �t was t�me for me to go and g�ve my mother her
med�c�ne.

When the next even�ng, about e�ght o’clock, I had rested a l�ttle
and was prepar�ng to spend the n�ght �n a cha�r bes�de my mother
(f�xedly mean�ng not to go to sleep th�s t�me), Pokrovsk� suddenly
knocked at the door. I opened �t, and he �nformed me that, s�nce,
poss�bly, I m�ght f�nd the t�me wear�some, he had brought me a few
books to read. I accepted the books, but do not, even now, know
what books they were, nor whether I looked �nto them, desp�te the
fact that I never closed my eyes the whole n�ght long. The truth was
that a strange feel�ng of exc�tement was prevent�ng me from
sleep�ng, and I could not rest long �n any one spot, but had to keep
r�s�ng from my cha�r, and walk�ng about the room. Throughout my
whole be�ng there seemed to be d�ffused a k�nd of elat�on—of elat�on
at Pokrovsk�’s attent�ons, at the thought that he was anx�ous and
uneasy about me. Unt�l dawn I pondered and dreamed; and though I



felt sure Pokrovsk� would not aga�n v�s�t us that n�ght, I gave myself
up to fanc�es concern�ng what he m�ght do the follow�ng even�ng.

That even�ng, when everyone else �n the house had ret�red to rest,
Pokrovsk� opened h�s door, and opened a conversat�on from the
threshold of h�s room. Although, at th�s d�stance of t�me, I cannot
remember a word of what we sa�d to one another, I remember that I
blushed, grew confused, felt vexed w�th myself, and awa�ted w�th
�mpat�ence the end of the conversat�on although I myself had been
long�ng for the meet�ng to take place, and had spent the day �n
dream�ng of �t, and dev�s�ng a str�ng of su�table quest�ons and
repl�es. Yes, that even�ng saw the f�rst strand �n our fr�endsh�p
kn�tted; and each subsequent n�ght of my mother’s �llness we spent
several hours together. L�ttle by l�ttle I overcame h�s reserve, but
found that each of these conversat�ons left me f�lled w�th a sense of
vexat�on at myself. At the same t�me, I could see w�th secret joy and
a sense of proud elat�on that I was lead�ng h�m to forget h�s t�resome
books. At last the conversat�on turned jest�ngly upon the upsett�ng of
the shelf. The moment was a pecul�ar one, for �t came upon me just
when I was �n the r�ght mood for self-revelat�on and candour. In my
ardour, my cur�ous phase of exaltat�on, I found myself led to make a
full confess�on of the fact that I had become w�shful to learn, to
KNOW, someth�ng, s�nce I had felt hurt at be�ng taken for a ch�t, a
mere baby.... I repeat that that n�ght I was �n a very strange frame of
m�nd. My heart was �ncl�ned to be tender, and there were tears
stand�ng �n my eyes. Noth�ng d�d I conceal as I told h�m about my
fr�endsh�p for h�m, about my des�re to love h�m, about my scheme for
l�v�ng �n sympathy w�th h�m and comfort�ng h�m, and mak�ng h�s l�fe
eas�er. In return he threw me a look of confus�on m�ngled w�th
aston�shment, and sa�d noth�ng. Then suddenly I began to feel
terr�bly pa�ned and d�sappo�nted, for I conce�ved that he had fa�led to
understand me, or even that he m�ght be laugh�ng at me. Burst�ng
�nto tears l�ke a ch�ld, I sobbed, and could not stop myself, for I had
fallen �nto a k�nd of f�t; whereupon he se�zed my hand, k�ssed �t, and
clasped �t to h�s breast—say�ng var�ous th�ngs, meanwh�le, to
comfort me, for he was labour�ng under a strong emot�on. Exactly
what he sa�d I do not remember—I merely wept and laughed by
turns, and blushed, and found myself unable to speak a word for joy.



Yet, for all my ag�tat�on, I not�ced that about h�m there st�ll l�ngered
an a�r of constra�nt and uneas�ness. Ev�dently, he was lost �n wonder
at my enthus�asm and raptures—at my cur�ously ardent, unexpected,
consum�ng fr�endsh�p. It may be that at f�rst he was amazed, but that
afterwards he accepted my devot�on and words of �nv�tat�on and
express�ons of �nterest w�th the same s�mple frankness as I had
offered them, and responded to them w�th an �nterest, a fr�endl�ness,
a devot�on equal to my own, even as a fr�end or a brother would do.
How happy, how warm was the feel�ng �n my heart! Noth�ng had I
concealed or repressed. No, I had bared all to h�s s�ght, and each
day would see h�m draw nearer to me.

Truly I could not say what we d�d not talk about dur�ng those
pa�nful, yet rapturous, hours when, by the trembl�ng l�ght of a lamp,
and almost at the very beds�de of my poor s�ck mother, we kept
m�dn�ght tryst. Whatsoever f�rst came �nto our heads we spoke of—
whatsoever came r�ven from our hearts, whatsoever seemed to call
for utterance, found vo�ce. And almost always we were happy. What
a gr�evous, yet joyous, per�od �t was—a per�od gr�evous and joyous
at the same t�me! To th�s day �t both hurts and del�ghts me to recall �t.
Joyous or b�tter though �t was, �ts memor�es are yet pa�nful. At least
they seem so to me, though a certa�n sweetness assuaged the pa�n.
So, whenever I am feel�ng hearts�ck and oppressed and jaded and
sad those memor�es return to freshen and rev�ve me, even as drops
of even�ng dew return to freshen and rev�ve, after a sultry day, the
poor faded flower wh�ch has long been droop�ng �n the noont�de
heat.

My mother grew better, but st�ll I cont�nued to spend the n�ghts on
a cha�r by her beds�de. Often, too, Pokrovsk� would g�ve me books.
At f�rst I read them merely so as to avo�d go�ng to sleep, but
afterwards I exam�ned them w�th more attent�on, and subsequently
w�th actual av�d�ty, for they opened up to me a new, an unexpected,
an unknown, an unfam�l�ar world. New thoughts, added to new
�mpress�ons, would come pour�ng �nto my heart �n a r�ch flood; and
the more emot�on, the more pa�n and labour, �t cost me to ass�m�late
these new �mpress�ons, the dearer d�d they become to me, and the
more gratefully d�d they st�r my soul to �ts very depths. Crowd�ng �nto
my heart w�thout g�v�ng �t t�me even to breathe, they would cause my



whole be�ng to become lost �n a wondrous chaos. Yet th�s sp�r�tual
ferment was not suff�c�ently strong wholly to undo me. For that I was
too fanc�ful, and the fact saved me.

W�th the pass�ng of my mother’s �llness the m�dn�ght meet�ngs and
long conversat�ons between myself and Pokrovsk� came to an end.
Only occas�onally d�d we exchange a few words w�th one another—
words, for the most part, that were of l�ttle purport or substance, yet
words to wh�ch �t del�ghted me to apport�on the�r several mean�ngs,
the�r pecul�ar secret values. My l�fe had now become full—I was
happy; I was qu�etly, restfully happy. Thus d�d several weeks
elapse....

One day the elder Pokrovsk� came to see us, and chattered �n a
br�sk, cheerful, garrulous sort of way. He laughed, launched out �nto
w�tt�c�sms, and, f�nally, resolved the r�ddle of h�s transports by
�nform�ng us that �n a week’s t�me �t would be h�s Pet�nka’s b�rthday,
when, �n honour of the occas�on, he (the father) meant to don a new
jacket (as well as new shoes wh�ch h�s w�fe was go�ng to buy for
h�m), and to come and pay a v�s�t to h�s son. In short, the old man
was perfectly happy, and goss�ped about whatsoever f�rst entered
h�s head.

My lover’s b�rthday! Thenceforward, I could not rest by n�ght or
day. Whatever m�ght happen, �t was my f�xed �ntent�on to rem�nd
Pokrovsk� of our fr�endsh�p by g�v�ng h�m a present. But what sort of
present? F�nally, I dec�ded to g�ve h�m books. I knew that he had
long wanted to possess a complete set of Pushk�n’s works, �n the
latest ed�t�on; so, I dec�ded to buy Pushk�n. My pr�vate fund
cons�sted of th�rty roubles, earned by hand�work, and des�gned
eventually to procure me a new dress, but at once I d�spatched our
cook, old Matrena, to ascerta�n the pr�ce of such an ed�t�on. Horrors!
The pr�ce of the eleven volumes, added to extra outlay upon the
b�nd�ng, would amount to at least SIXTY roubles! Where was the
money to come from? I thought and thought, yet could not dec�de. I
d�d not l�ke to resort to my mother. Of course she would help me, but
�n that case every one �n the house would become aware of my g�ft,
and the g�ft �tself would assume the gu�se of a recompense—of
payment for Pokrovsk�’s labours on my behalf dur�ng the past year;



whereas, I w�shed to present the g�ft ALONE, and w�thout the
knowledge of anyone. For the trouble that he had taken w�th me I
w�shed to be h�s perpetual debtor—to make h�m no payment at all
save my fr�endsh�p. At length, I thought of a way out of the d�ff�culty.

I knew that of the hucksters �n the Gost�nn� Dvor one could
somet�mes buy a book—even one that had been l�ttle used and was
almost ent�rely new—for a half of �ts pr�ce, prov�ded that one haggled
suff�c�ently over �t; wherefore I determ�ned to repa�r th�ther. It so
happened that, next day, both Anna Thedorovna and ourselves were
�n want of sundry art�cles; and s�nce my mother was unwell and
Anna lazy, the execut�on of the comm�ss�ons devolved upon me, and
I set forth w�th Matrena.

Luck�ly, I soon chanced upon a set of Pushk�n, handsomely bound,
and set myself to barga�n for �t. At f�rst more was demanded than
would have been asked of me �n a shop; but afterwards—though not
w�thout a great deal of trouble on my part, and several fe�nts at
depart�ng—I �nduced the dealer to lower h�s pr�ce, and to l�m�t h�s
demands to ten roubles �n s�lver. How I rejo�ced that I had engaged
�n th�s barga�n�ng! Poor Matrena could not �mag�ne what had come to
me, nor why I so des�red to buy books. But, oh horror of horrors! As
soon as ever the dealer caught s�ght of my cap�tal of th�rty roubles �n
notes, he refused to let the Pushk�n go for less than the sum he had
f�rst named; and though, �n answer to my prayers and protestat�ons,
he eventually y�elded a l�ttle, he d�d so only to the tune of two-and-a-
half roubles more than I possessed, wh�le swear�ng that he was
mak�ng the concess�on for my sake alone, s�nce I was “a sweet
young lady,” and that he would have done so for no one else �n the
world. To th�nk that only two-and-a-half roubles should st�ll be
want�ng! I could have wept w�th vexat�on. Suddenly an unlooked-for
c�rcumstance occurred to help me �n my d�stress.

Not far away, near another table that was heaped w�th books, I
perce�ved the elder Pokrovsk�, and a crowd of four or f�ve hucksters
plagu�ng h�m nearly out of h�s senses. Each of these fellows was
proffer�ng the old man h�s own part�cular wares; and wh�le there was
noth�ng that they d�d not subm�t for h�s approval, there was noth�ng
that he w�shed to buy. The poor old fellow had the a�r of a man who



�s rece�v�ng a thrash�ng. What to make of what he was be�ng offered
h�m he d�d not know. Approach�ng h�m, I �nqu�red what he happened
to be do�ng there; whereat the old man was del�ghted, s�nce he l�ked
me (�t may be) no less than he d�d Pet�nka.

“I am buy�ng some books, Barbara Alex�evna,” sa�d he, “I am
buy�ng them for my Pet�nka. It w�ll be h�s b�rthday soon, and s�nce he
l�kes books I thought I would get h�m some.”

The old man always expressed h�mself �n a very roundabout sort
of fash�on, and on the present occas�on he was doubly, terr�bly
confused. Of no matter what book he asked the pr�ce, �t was sure to
be one, two, or three roubles. The larger books he could not afford at
all; he could only look at them w�stfully, fumble the�r leaves w�th h�s
f�nger, turn over the volumes �n h�s hands, and then replace them.
“No, no, that �s too dear,” he would mutter under h�s breath. “I must
go and try somewhere else.” Then aga�n he would fall to exam�n�ng
copy-books, collect�ons of poems, and almanacs of the cheaper
order.

“Why should you buy th�ngs l�ke those?” I asked h�m. “They are
such rubb�sh!”

“No, no!” he repl�ed. “See what n�ce books they are! Yes, they ARE
n�ce books!” Yet these last words he uttered so l�nger�ngly that I
could see he was ready to weep w�th vexat�on at f�nd�ng the better
sorts of books so expens�ve. Already a l�ttle tear was tr�ckl�ng down
h�s pale cheeks and red nose. I �nqu�red whether he had much
money on h�m; whereupon the poor old fellow pulled out h�s ent�re
stock, wrapped �n a p�ece of d�rty newspaper, and cons�st�ng of a few
small s�lver co�ns, w�th twenty kopecks �n copper. At once I se�zed
the lot, and, dragg�ng h�m off to my huckster, sa�d: “Look here. These
eleven volumes of Pushk�n are pr�ced at th�rty-two-and-a-half
roubles, and I have only th�rty roubles. Let us add to them these two-
and-a-half roubles of yours, and buy the books together, and make
them our jo�nt g�ft.” The old man was overjoyed, and pulled out h�s
money en masse; whereupon the huckster loaded h�m w�th our
common l�brary. Stuff�ng �t �nto h�s pockets, as well as f�ll�ng both
arms w�th �t, he departed homewards w�th h�s pr�ze, after g�v�ng me
h�s word to br�ng me the books pr�vately on the morrow.



Next day the old man came to see h�s son, and sat w�th h�m, as
usual, for about an hour; after wh�ch he v�s�ted ourselves, wear�ng on
h�s face the most com�cal, the most myster�ous express�on
conce�vable. Sm�l�ng broadly w�th sat�sfact�on at the thought that he
was the possessor of a secret, he �nformed me that he had stealth�ly
brought the books to our rooms, and h�dden them �n a corner of the
k�tchen, under Matrena’s care. Next, by a natural trans�t�on, the
conversat�on passed to the com�ng fête-day; whereupon, the old
man proceeded to hold forth extens�vely on the subject of g�fts. The
further he delved �nto h�s thes�s, and the more he expounded �t, the
clearer could I see that on h�s m�nd there was someth�ng wh�ch he
could not, dared not, d�vulge. So I wa�ted and kept s�lent. The
myster�ous exaltat�on, the repressed sat�sfact�on wh�ch I had h�therto
d�scerned �n h�s ant�cs and gr�maces and left-eyed w�nks gradually
d�sappeared, and he began to grow momentar�ly more anx�ous and
uneasy. At length he could conta�n h�mself no longer.

“L�sten, Barbara Alex�evna,” he sa�d t�m�dly. “L�sten to what I have
got to say to you. When h�s b�rthday �s come, do you take TEN of the
books, and g�ve them to h�m yourself—that �s, FOR yourself, as
be�ng YOUR share of the g�ft. Then I w�ll take the eleventh book, and
g�ve �t to h�m MYSELF, as be�ng my g�ft. If we do that, you w�ll have a
present for h�m and I shall have one—both of us al�ke.”

“Why do you not want us to present our g�fts together, Zachar
Petrov�tch?” I asked h�m.

“Oh, very well,” he repl�ed. “Very well, Barbara Alex�evna. Only—
only, I thought that—”

The old man broke off �n confus�on, wh�le h�s face flushed w�th the
exert�on of thus express�ng h�mself. For a moment or two he sat
glued to h�s seat.

“You see,” he went on, “I play the fool too much. I am forever
play�ng the fool, and cannot help myself, though I know that �t �s
wrong to do so. At home �t �s often cold, and somet�mes there are
other troubles as well, and �t all makes me depressed. Well,
whenever that happens, I �ndulge a l�ttle, and occas�onally dr�nk too
much. Now, Pet�nka does not l�ke that; he loses h�s temper about �t,
Barbara Alex�evna, and scolds me, and reads me lectures. So I want



by my g�ft to show h�m that I am mend�ng my ways, and beg�nn�ng to
conduct myself better. For a long t�me past, I have been sav�ng up to
buy h�m a book—yes, for a long t�me past I have been sav�ng up for
�t, s�nce �t �s seldom that I have any money, unless Pet�nka happens
to g�ve me some. He knows that, and, consequently, as soon as ever
he perce�ves the use to wh�ch I have put h�s money, he w�ll
understand that �t �s for h�s sake alone that I have acted.”

My heart ached for the old man. See�ng h�m look�ng at me w�th
such anx�ety, I made up my m�nd w�thout delay.

“I tell you what,” I sa�d. “Do you g�ve h�m all the books.”
“ALL?” he ejaculated. “ALL the books?”
“Yes, all of them.”
“As my own g�ft?”
“Yes, as your own g�ft.”
“As my g�ft alone?”
“Yes, as your g�ft alone.”
Surely I had spoken clearly enough, yet the old man seemed

hardly to understand me.
“Well,” sa�d he after reflect�on, “that certa�nly would be splend�d—

certa�nly �t would be most splend�d. But what about yourself, Barbara
Alex�evna?”

“Oh, I shall g�ve your son noth�ng.”
“What?” he cr�ed �n d�smay. “Are you go�ng to g�ve Pet�nka noth�ng

—do you WISH to g�ve h�m noth�ng?” So put about was the old
fellow w�th what I had sa�d, that he seemed almost ready to
renounce h�s own proposal �f only I would g�ve h�s son someth�ng.
What a k�nd heart he had! I hastened to assure h�m that I should
certa�nly have a g�ft of some sort ready, s�nce my one w�sh was to
avo�d spo�l�ng h�s pleasure.

“Prov�ded that your son �s pleased,” I added, “and that you are
pleased, I shall be equally pleased, for �n my secret heart I shall feel
as though I had presented the g�ft.”

Th�s fully reassured the old man. He stopped w�th us another
couple of hours, yet could not s�t st�ll for a moment, but kept jump�ng



up from h�s seat, laugh�ng, crack�ng jokes w�th Sasha, bestow�ng
stealthy k�sses upon myself, p�nch�ng my hands, and mak�ng s�lent
gr�maces at Anna Thedorovna. At length, she turned h�m out of the
house. In short, h�s transports of joy exceeded anyth�ng that I had
yet beheld.

On the festal day he arr�ved exactly at eleven o’clock, d�rect from
Mass. He was dressed �n a carefully mended frockcoat, a new
wa�stcoat, and a pa�r of new shoes, wh�le �n h�s arms he carr�ed our
p�le of books. Next we all sat down to coffee (the day be�ng Sunday)
�n Anna Thedorovna’s parlour. The old man led off the meal by
say�ng that Pushk�n was a magn�f�cent poet. Thereafter, w�th a return
to shamefacedness and confus�on, he passed suddenly to the
statement that a man ought to conduct h�mself properly; that, should
he not do so, �t m�ght be taken as a s�gn that he was �n some way
over�ndulg�ng h�mself; and that ev�l tendenc�es of th�s sort led to the
man’s ru�n and degradat�on. Then the orator sketched for our benef�t
some terr�ble �nstances of such �ncont�nence, and concluded by
�nform�ng us that for some t�me past he had been mend�ng h�s own
ways, and conduct�ng h�mself �n exemplary fash�on, for the reason
that he had perce�ved the just�ce of h�s son’s precepts, and had la�d
them to heart so well that he, the father, had really changed for the
better: �n proof whereof, he now begged to present to the sa�d son
some books for wh�ch he had long been sett�ng as�de h�s sav�ngs.

As I l�stened to the old man I could not help laugh�ng and cry�ng �n
a breath. Certa�nly he knew how to l�e when the occas�on requ�red!
The books were transferred to h�s son’s room, and arranged upon a
shelf, where Pokrovsk� at once guessed the truth about them. Then
the old man was �nv�ted to d�nner and we all spent a merry day
together at cards and forfe�ts. Sasha was full of l�fe, and I r�valled
her, wh�le Pokrovsk� pa�d me numerous attent�ons, and kept seek�ng
an occas�on to speak to me alone. But to allow th�s to happen I
refused. Yes, taken all �n all, �t was the happ�est day that I had known
for four years.

But now only gr�evous, pa�nful memor�es come to my recollect�on,
for I must enter upon the story of my darker exper�ences. It may be
that that �s why my pen beg�ns to move more slowly, and seems as



though �t were go�ng altogether to refuse to wr�te. The same reason
may account for my hav�ng undertaken so lov�ngly and
enthus�ast�cally a recount�ng of even the smallest deta�ls of my
younger, happ�er days. But alas! those days d�d not last long, and
were succeeded by a per�od of black sorrow wh�ch w�ll close only
God knows when!

My m�sfortunes began w�th the �llness and death of Pokrovsk�, who
was taken worse two months after what I have last recorded �n these
memo�rs. Dur�ng those two months he worked hard to procure
h�mself a l�vel�hood s�nce h�therto he had had no assured pos�t�on.
L�ke all consumpt�ves, he never—not even up to h�s last moment—
altogether abandoned the hope of be�ng able to enjoy a long l�fe. A
post as tutor fell �n h�s way, but he had never l�ked the profess�on;
wh�le for h�m to become a c�v�l servant was out of the quest�on,
ow�ng to h�s weak state of health. Moreover, �n the latter capac�ty he
would have had to have wa�ted a long t�me for h�s f�rst �nstalment of
salary. Aga�n, he always looked at the darker s�de of th�ngs, for h�s
character was gradually be�ng warped, and h�s health underm�ned by
h�s �llness, though he never not�ced �t. Then autumn came on, and
da�ly he went out to bus�ness—that �s to say, to apply for and to
canvass for posts—clad only �n a l�ght jacket; w�th the result that,
after repeated soak�ngs w�th ra�n, he had to take to h�s bed, and
never aga�n left �t. He d�ed �n m�d-autumn at the close of the month
of October.

Throughout h�s �llness I scarcely ever left h�s room, but wa�ted on
h�m hand and foot. Often he could not sleep for several n�ghts at a
t�me. Often, too, he was unconsc�ous, or else �n a del�r�um; and at
such t�mes he would talk of all sorts of th�ngs—of h�s work, of h�s
books, of h�s father, of myself. At such t�mes I learned much wh�ch I
had not h�therto known or d�v�ned about h�s affa�rs. Dur�ng the early
part of h�s �llness everyone �n the house looked askance at me, and
Anna Thedorovna would nod her head �n a mean�ng manner; but, I
always looked them stra�ght �n the face, and gradually they ceased
to take any not�ce of my concern for Pokrovsk�. At all events my
mother ceased to trouble her head about �t.



Somet�mes Pokrovsk� would know who I was, but not often, for
more usually he was unconsc�ous. Somet�mes, too, he would talk all
n�ght w�th some unknown person, �n d�m, myster�ous language that
caused h�s gasp�ng vo�ce to echo hoarsely through the narrow room
as through a sepulchre; and at such t�mes, I found the s�tuat�on a
strange one. Dur�ng h�s last n�ght he was espec�ally l�ghtheaded, for
then he was �n terr�ble agony, and kept rambl�ng �n h�s speech unt�l
my soul was torn w�th p�ty. Everyone �n the house was alarmed, and
Anna Thedorovna fell to pray�ng that God m�ght soon take h�m.
When the doctor had been summoned, the verd�ct was that the
pat�ent would d�e w�th the morn�ng.

That n�ght the elder Pokrovsk� spent �n the corr�dor, at the door of
h�s son’s room. Though g�ven a mattress to l�e upon, he spent h�s
t�me �n runn�ng �n and out of the apartment. So broken w�th gr�ef was
he that he presented a dreadful spectacle, and appeared to have lost
both percept�on and feel�ng. H�s head trembled w�th agony, and h�s
body qu�vered from head to foot as at t�mes he murmured to h�mself
someth�ng wh�ch he appeared to be debat�ng. Every moment I
expected to see h�m go out of h�s m�nd. Just before dawn he
succumbed to the stress of mental agony, and fell asleep on h�s
mattress l�ke a man who has been beaten; but by e�ght o’clock the
son was at the po�nt of death, and I ran to wake the father. The dy�ng
man was qu�te consc�ous, and b�d us all farewell. Somehow I could
not weep, though my heart seemed to be break�ng.

The last moments were the most harass�ng and heartbreak�ng of
all. For some t�me past Pokrovsk� had been ask�ng for someth�ng
w�th h�s fa�l�ng tongue, but I had been unable to d�st�ngu�sh h�s
words. Yet my heart had been burst�ng w�th gr�ef. Then for an hour
he had la�n qu�eter, except that he had looked sadly �n my d�rect�on,
and str�ven to make some s�gn w�th h�s death-cold hands. At last he
aga�n essayed h�s p�teous request �n a hoarse, deep vo�ce, but the
words �ssued �n so many �nart�culate sounds, and once more I fa�led
to d�v�ne h�s mean�ng. By turns I brought each member of the
household to h�s beds�de, and gave h�m someth�ng to dr�nk, but he
only shook h�s head sorrowfully. F�nally, I understood what �t was he
wanted. He was ask�ng me to draw as�de the curta�n from the
w�ndow, and to open the casements. Probably he w�shed to take h�s



last look at the dayl�ght and the sun and all God’s world. I pulled
back the curta�n, but the open�ng day was as dull and mournful—
look�ng as though �t had been the fast-fl�cker�ng l�fe of the poor
�nval�d. Of sunsh�ne there was none. Clouds overla�d the sky as w�th
a shroud of m�st, and everyth�ng looked sad, ra�ny, and threaten�ng
under a f�ne dr�zzle wh�ch was beat�ng aga�nst the w�ndow-panes,
and streak�ng the�r dull, dark surfaces w�th runlets of cold, d�rty
mo�sture. Only a scanty mod�cum of dayl�ght entered to war w�th the
trembl�ng rays of the �kon lamp. The dy�ng man threw me a w�stful
look, and nodded. The next moment he had passed away.

The funeral was arranged for by Anna Thedorovna. A pla�n coff�n
was bought, and a broken-down hearse h�red; wh�le, as secur�ty for
th�s outlay, she se�zed the dead man’s books and other art�cles.
Nevertheless, the old man d�sputed the books w�th her, and, ra�s�ng
an uproar, carr�ed off as many of them as he could—stuff�ng h�s
pockets full, and even f�ll�ng h�s hat. Indeed, he spent the next three
days w�th them thus, and refused to let them leave h�s s�ght even
when �t was t�me for h�m to go to church. Throughout he acted l�ke a
man bereft of sense and memory. W�th qua�nt ass�du�ty he bus�ed
h�mself about the b�er—now stra�ghten�ng the candlest�ck on the
dead man’s breast, now snuff�ng and l�ght�ng the other candles.
Clearly h�s thoughts were powerless to rema�n long f�xed on any
subject. Ne�ther my mother nor Anna Thedorovna were present at
the requ�em, for the former was �ll and the latter was at loggerheads
w�th the old man. Only myself and the father were there. Dur�ng the
serv�ce a sort of pan�c, a sort of premon�t�on of the future, came over
me, and I could hardly hold myself upr�ght. At length the coff�n had
rece�ved �ts burden and was screwed down; after wh�ch the bearers
placed �t upon a b�er, and set out. I accompan�ed the cortège only to
the end of the street. Here the dr�ver broke �nto a trot, and the old
man started to run beh�nd the hearse—sobb�ng loudly, but w�th the
mot�on of h�s runn�ng ever and anon caus�ng the sobs to quaver and
become broken off. Next he lost h�s hat, the poor old fellow, yet
would not stop to p�ck �t up, even though the ra�n was beat�ng upon
h�s head, and a w�nd was r�s�ng and the sleet kept st�ng�ng and
lash�ng h�s face. It seemed as though he were �mperv�ous to the
cruel elements as he ran from one s�de of the hearse to the other—



the sk�rts of h�s old greatcoat flapp�ng about h�m l�ke a pa�r of w�ngs.
From every pocket of the garment protruded books, wh�le �n h�s hand
he carr�ed a spec�ally large volume, wh�ch he hugged closely to h�s
breast. The passers-by uncovered the�r heads and crossed
themselves as the cortège passed, and some of them, hav�ng done
so, rema�ned star�ng �n amazement at the poor old man. Every now
and then a book would sl�p from one of h�s pockets and fall �nto the
mud; whereupon somebody, stopp�ng h�m, would d�rect h�s attent�on
to h�s loss, and he would stop, p�ck up the book, and aga�n set off �n
pursu�t of the hearse. At the corner of the street he was jo�ned by a
ragged old woman; unt�l at length the hearse turned a corner, and
became h�dden from my eyes. Then I went home, and threw myself,
�n a transport of gr�ef, upon my mother’s breast—clasp�ng her �n my
arms, k�ss�ng her am�d a storm of sobs and tears, and cl�ng�ng to her
form as though �n my embraces I were hold�ng my last fr�end on
earth, that I m�ght preserve her from death. Yet already death was
stand�ng over her....



June 11th
How I thank you for our walk to the Islands yesterday, Makar

Alex�ev�tch! How fresh and pleasant, how full of verdure, was
everyth�ng! And I had not seen anyth�ng green for such a long t�me!
Dur�ng my �llness I used to th�nk that I should never get better, that I
was certa�nly go�ng to d�e. Judge, then, how I felt yesterday! True, I
may have seemed to you a l�ttle sad, and you must not be angry w�th
me for that. Happy and l�ght-hearted though I was, there were
moments, even at the he�ght of my fel�c�ty, when, for some unknown
reason, depress�on came sweep�ng over my soul. I kept weep�ng
about tr�fles, yet could not say why I was gr�eved. The truth �s that I
am unwell—so much so, that I look at everyth�ng from the gloomy
po�nt of v�ew. The pale, clear sky, the sett�ng sun, the even�ng
st�llness—ah, somehow I felt d�sposed to gr�eve and feel hurt at
these th�ngs; my heart seemed to be over-charged, and to be call�ng
for tears to rel�eve �t. But why should I wr�te th�s to you? It �s d�ff�cult
for my heart to express �tself; st�ll more d�ff�cult for �t to forego self-
express�on. Yet poss�bly you may understand me. Tears and
laughter!... How good you are, Makar Alex�ev�tch! Yesterday you
looked �nto my eyes as though you could read �n them all that I was
feel�ng—as though you were rejo�c�ng at my happ�ness. Whether �t
were a group of shrubs or an alleyway or a v�sta of water that we
were pass�ng, you would halt before me, and stand gaz�ng at my
face as though you were show�ng me possess�ons of your own. It
told me how k�nd �s your nature, and I love you for �t. Today I am
aga�n unwell, for yesterday I wetted my feet, and took a ch�ll.
Thedora also �s unwell; both of us are a�l�ng. Do not forget me. Come
and see me as often as you can.—Your own,

BARBARA ALEXIEVNA.



June 12th.
MY DEAREST BARBARA ALEXIEVNA—I had supposed that you

meant to descr�be our do�ngs of the other day �n verse; yet from you
there has arr�ved only a s�ngle sheet of wr�t�ng. Nevertheless, I must
say that, l�ttle though you have put �nto your letter, that l�ttle �s not
expressed w�th rare beauty and grace. Nature, your descr�pt�ons of
rural scenes, your analys�s of your own feel�ngs—the whole �s
beaut�fully wr�tten. Alas, I have no such talent! Though I may f�ll a
score of pages, noth�ng comes of �t—I m�ght as well never have put
pen to paper. Yes, th�s I know from exper�ence.

You say, my darl�ng, that I am k�nd and good, that I could not harm
my fellow-men, that I have power to comprehend the goodness of
God (as expressed �n nature’s hand�work), and so on. It may all be
so, my dearest one—�t may all be exactly as you say. Indeed, I th�nk
that you are r�ght. But �f so, the reason �s that when one reads such a
letter as you have just sent me, one’s heart �nvoluntar�ly softens, and
affords entrance to thoughts of a graver and we�ght�er order. L�sten,
my darl�ng; I have someth�ng to tell you, my beloved one.

I w�ll beg�n from the t�me when I was seventeen years old and f�rst
entered the serv�ce—though I shall soon have completed my th�rt�eth
year of off�c�al act�v�ty. I may say that at f�rst I was much pleased w�th
my new un�form; and, as I grew older, I grew �n m�nd, and fell to
study�ng my fellow-men. L�kew�se I may say that I l�ved an upr�ght l�fe
—so much so that at last I �ncurred persecut�on. Th�s you may not
bel�eve, but �t �s true. To th�nk that men so cruel should ex�st! For
though, dearest one, I am dull and of no account, I have feel�ngs l�ke
everyone else. Consequently, would you bel�eve �t, Barbara, when I
tell you what these cruel fellows d�d to me? I feel ashamed to tell �t
you—and all because I was of a qu�et, peaceful, good-natured
d�spos�t�on! Th�ngs began w�th “th�s or that, Makar Alex�ev�tch, �s
your fault.” Then �t went on to “I need hardly say that the fault �s
wholly Makar Alex�ev�tch’s.” F�nally �t became “OF COURSE Makar



Alex�ev�tch �s to blame.” Do you see the sequence of th�ngs, my
darl�ng? Every m�stake was attr�buted to me, unt�l “Makar
Alex�ev�tch” became a byword �n our department. Also, wh�le mak�ng
of me a proverb, these fellows could not g�ve me a sm�le or a c�v�l
word. They found fault w�th my boots, w�th my un�form, w�th my ha�r,
w�th my f�gure. None of these th�ngs were to the�r taste: everyth�ng
had to be changed. And so �t has been from that day to th�s. True, I
have now grown used to �t, for I can grow accustomed to anyth�ng
(be�ng, as you know, a man of peaceable d�spos�t�on, l�ke all men of
small stature)—yet why should these th�ngs be? Whom have I
harmed? Whom have I ever supplanted? Whom have I ever
traduced to h�s super�ors? No, the fault �s that more than once I have
asked for an �ncrease of salary. But have I ever CABALLED for �t?
No, you would be wrong �n th�nk�ng so, my dearest one. HOW could I
ever have done so? You yourself have had many opportun�t�es of
see�ng how �ncapable I am of dece�t or ch�canery. Why then, should
th�s have fallen to my lot?... However, s�nce you th�nk me worthy of
respect, my darl�ng, I do not care, for you are far and away the best
person �n the world.... What do you cons�der to be the greatest soc�al
v�rtue? In pr�vate conversat�on Evstaf� Ivanov�tch once told me that
the greatest soc�al v�rtue m�ght be cons�dered to be an ab�l�ty to get
money to spend. Also, my comrades used jest�ngly (yes, I know only
jest�ngly) to propound the eth�cal max�m that a man ought never to
let h�mself become a burden upon anyone. Well, I am a burden upon
no one. It �s my own crust of bread that I eat; and though that crust �s
but a poor one, and somet�mes actually a maggoty one, �t has at
least been EARNED, and therefore, �s be�ng put to a r�ght and lawful
use. What therefore, ought I to do? I know that I can earn but l�ttle by
my labours as a copy�st; yet even of that l�ttle I am proud, for �t has
enta�led WORK, and has wrung sweat from my brow. What harm �s
there �n be�ng a copy�st? “He �s only an amanuens�s,” people say of
me. But what �s there so d�sgraceful �n that? My wr�t�ng �s at least
leg�ble, neat, and pleasant to look upon—and h�s Excellency �s
sat�sf�ed w�th �t. Indeed, I transcr�be many �mportant documents. At
the same t�me, I know that my wr�t�ng lacks STYLE, wh�ch �s why I
have never r�sen �n the serv�ce. Even to you, my dear one, I wr�te
s�mply and w�thout tr�cks, but just as a thought may happen to enter



my head. Yes, I know all th�s; but �f everyone were to become a f�ne
wr�ter, who would there be left to act as copy�sts?... Whatsoever
quest�ons I may put to you �n my letters, dearest, I pray you to
answer them. I am sure that you need me, that I can be of use to
you; and, s�nce that �s so, I must not allow myself to be d�stracted by
any tr�fle. Even �f I be l�kened to a rat, I do not care, prov�ded that
that part�cular rat be wanted by you, and be of use �n the world, and
be reta�ned �n �ts pos�t�on, and rece�ve �ts reward. But what a rat �t �s!

Enough of th�s, dearest one. I ought not to have spoken of �t, but I
lost my temper. St�ll, �t �s pleasant to speak the truth somet�mes.
Goodbye, my own, my darl�ng, my sweet l�ttle comforter! I w�ll come
to you soon—yes, I w�ll certa�nly come to you. Unt�l I do so, do not
fret yourself. W�th me I shall be br�ng�ng a book. Once more
goodbye.—Your heartfelt well-w�sher,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



June 20th.
MY DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH—I am wr�t�ng to you post-

haste—I am hurry�ng my utmost to get my work f�n�shed �n t�me.
What do you suppose �s the reason for th�s? It �s because an
opportun�ty has occurred for you to make a splend�d purchase.
Thedora tells me that a ret�red c�v�l servant of her acqua�ntance has
a un�form to sell—one cut to regulat�on pattern and �n good repa�r, as
well as l�kely to go very cheap. Now, DO not tell me that you have
not got the money, for I know from your own l�ps that you HAVE. Use
that money, I pray you, and do not hoard �t. See what terr�ble
garments you walk about �n! They are shameful—they are patched
all over! In fact, you have noth�ng new whatever. That th�s �s so, I
know for certa�n, and I care not WHAT you tell me about �t. So l�sten
to me for once, and buy th�s un�form. Do �t for MY sake. Do �t to show
that you really love me.

You have sent me some l�nen as a g�ft. But l�sten to me, Makar
Alex�ev�tch. You are s�mply ru�n�ng yourself. Is �t a jest that you
should spend so much money, such a terr�ble amount of money,
upon me? How you love to play the spendthr�ft! I tell you that I do not
need �t, that such expend�ture �s unnecessary. I know, I am
CERTAIN, that you love me—therefore, �t �s useless to rem�nd me of
the fact w�th g�fts. Nor do I l�ke rece�v�ng them, s�nce I know how
much they must have cost you. No—put your money to a better use.
I beg, I beseech of you, to do so. Also, you ask me to send you a
cont�nuat�on of my memo�rs—to conclude them. But I know not how I
contr�ved even to wr�te as much of them as I d�d; and now I have not
the strength to wr�te further of my past, nor the des�re to g�ve �t a
s�ngle thought. Such recollect�ons are terr�ble to me. Most d�ff�cult of
all �s �t for me to speak of my poor mother, who left her dest�tute
daughter a prey to v�lla�ns. My heart runs blood whenever I th�nk of �t;
�t �s so fresh �n my memory that I cannot d�sm�ss �t from my thoughts,



nor rest for �ts �ns�stence, although a year has now elapsed s�nce the
events took place. But all th�s you know.

Also, I have told you what Anna Thedorovna �s now �ntend�ng. She
accuses me of �ngrat�tude, and den�es the accusat�ons made aga�nst
herself w�th regard to Mons�eur Bw�kov. Also, she keeps send�ng for
me, and tell�ng me that I have taken to ev�l courses, but that �f I w�ll
return to her, she w�ll smooth over matters w�th Bw�kov, and force
h�m to confess h�s fault. Also, she says that he des�res to g�ve me a
dowry. Away w�th them all! I am qu�te happy here w�th you and good
Thedora, whose devot�on to me rem�nds me of my old nurse, long
s�nce dead. D�stant k�nsman though you may be, I pray you always
to defend my honour. Other people I do not w�sh to know, and would
gladly forget �f I could.... What are they want�ng w�th me now?
Thedora declares �t all to be a tr�ck, and says that �n t�me they w�ll
leave me alone. God grant �t be so!

B. D.



June 21st.
MY OWN, MY DARLING,—I w�sh to wr�te to you, yet know not

where to beg�n. Th�ngs are as strange as though we were actually
l�v�ng together. Also I would add that never �n my l�fe have I passed
such happy days as I am spend�ng at present. ‘T�s as though God
had blessed me w�th a home and a fam�ly of my own! Yes, you are
my l�ttle daughter, beloved. But why ment�on the four sorry roubles
that I sent you? You needed them; I know that from Thedora herself,
and �t w�ll always be a part�cular pleasure to me to grat�fy you �n
anyth�ng. It w�ll always be my one happ�ness �n l�fe. Pray, therefore,
leave me that happ�ness, and do not seek to cross me �n �t. Th�ngs
are not as you suppose. I have now reached the sunsh�ne s�nce, �n
the f�rst place, I am l�v�ng so close to you as almost to be w�th you
(wh�ch �s a great consolat�on to my m�nd), wh�le, �n the second place,
a ne�ghbour of m�ne named Rataz�aev (the ret�red off�c�al who g�ves
the l�terary part�es) has today �nv�ted me to tea. Th�s even�ng,
therefore, there w�ll be a gather�ng at wh�ch we shall d�scuss
l�terature! Th�nk of that my darl�ng! Well, goodbye now. I have wr�tten
th�s w�thout any def�n�te a�m �n my m�nd, but solely to assure you of
my welfare. Through Theresa I have rece�ved your message that you
need an embro�dered cloak to wear, so I w�ll go and purchase one.
Yes, tomorrow I mean to purchase that embro�dered cloak, and so
g�ve myself the pleasure of hav�ng sat�sf�ed one of your wants. I
know where to go for such a garment. For the t�me be�ng I rema�n
your s�ncere fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



June 22nd.
MY DEAREST BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—I have to tell you that a

sad event has happened �n th�s house—an event to exc�te one’s
utmost p�ty. Th�s morn�ng, about f�ve o’clock, one of Gorshkov’s
ch�ldren d�ed of scarlat�na, or someth�ng of the k�nd. I have been to
pay the parents a v�s�t of condolence, and found them l�v�ng �n the
d�rest poverty and d�sorder. Nor �s that surpr�s�ng, see�ng that the
fam�ly l�ves �n a s�ngle room, w�th only a screen to d�v�de �t for
decency’s sake. Already the coff�n was stand�ng �n the�r m�dst—a
pla�n but decent shell wh�ch had been bought ready-made. The ch�ld,
they told me, had been a boy of n�ne, and full of prom�se. What a
p�t�ful spectacle! Though not weep�ng, the mother, poor woman,
looked broken w�th gr�ef. After all, to have one burden the less on
the�r shoulders may prove a rel�ef, though there are st�ll two ch�ldren
left—a babe at the breast and a l�ttle g�rl of s�x! How pa�nful to see
these suffer�ng ch�ldren, and to be unable to help them! The father,
clad �n an old, d�rty frockcoat, was seated on a d�lap�dated cha�r.
Down h�s cheeks there were cours�ng tears—though less through
gr�ef than ow�ng to a long-stand�ng affl�ct�on of the eyes. He was so
th�n, too! Always he reddens �n the face when he �s addressed, and
becomes too confused to answer. A l�ttle g�rl, h�s daughter, was
lean�ng aga�nst the coff�n—her face look�ng so worn and thoughtful,
poor m�te! Do you know, I cannot bear to see a ch�ld look thoughtful.
On the floor there lay a rag doll, but she was not play�ng w�th �t as,
mot�onless, she stood there w�th her f�nger to her l�ps. Even a bon-
bon wh�ch the landlady had g�ven her she was not eat�ng. Is �t not all
sad, sad, Barbara?

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.





June 25th.
MY BELOVED MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH—I return you your book. In

my op�n�on �t �s a worthless one, and I would rather not have �t �n my
possess�on. Why do you save up your money to buy such trash?
Except �n jest, do such books really please you? However, you have
now prom�sed to send me someth�ng else to read. I w�ll share the
cost of �t. Now, farewell unt�l we meet aga�n. I have noth�ng more to
say.

B. D.



June 26th.
MY DEAR LITTLE BARBARA—To tell you the truth, I myself have

not read the book of wh�ch you speak. That �s to say, though I began
to read �t, I soon saw that �t was nonsense, and wr�tten only to make
people laugh. “However,” thought I, “�t �s at least a CHEERFUL work,
and so may please Barbara.” That �s why I sent �t you.

Rataz�aev has now prom�sed to g�ve me someth�ng really l�terary
to read; so you shall soon have your book, my darl�ng. He �s a man
who reflects; he �s a clever fellow, as well as h�mself a wr�ter—such a
wr�ter! H�s pen gl�des along w�th ease, and �n such a style (even
when he �s wr�t�ng the most ord�nary, the most �ns�gn�f�cant of
art�cles) that I have often remarked upon the fact, both to Phaldon�
and to Theresa. Often, too, I go to spend an even�ng w�th h�m. He
reads aloud to us unt�l f�ve o’clock �n the morn�ng, and we l�sten to
h�m. It �s a revelat�on of th�ngs rather than a read�ng. It �s charm�ng, �t
�s l�ke a bouquet of flowers—there �s a bouquet of flowers �n every
l�ne of each page. Bes�des, he �s such an approachable, courteous,
k�nd-hearted fellow! What am I compared w�th h�m? Why, noth�ng,
s�mply noth�ng! He �s a man of reputat�on, whereas I—well, I do not
ex�st at all. Yet he condescends to my level. At th�s very moment I
am copy�ng out a document for h�m. But you must not th�nk that he
f�nds any DIFFICULTY �n condescend�ng to me, who am only a
copy�st. No, you must not bel�eve the base goss�p that you may hear.
I do copy�ng work for h�m s�mply �n order to please myself, as well as
that he may not�ce me—a th�ng that always g�ves me pleasure. I
apprec�ate the del�cacy of h�s pos�t�on. He �s a good—a very good—
man, and an unapproachable wr�ter.

What a splend�d th�ng �s l�terature, Barbara—what a splend�d
th�ng! Th�s I learnt before I had known Rataz�aev even for three
days. It strengthens and �nstructs the heart of man.... No matter what
there be �n the world, you w�ll f�nd �t all wr�tten down �n Rataz�aev’s
works. And so well wr�tten down, too! L�terature �s a sort of p�cture—



a sort of p�cture or m�rror. It connotes at once pass�on, express�on,
f�ne cr�t�c�sm, good learn�ng, and a document. Yes, I have learned
th�s from Rataz�aev h�mself. I can assure you, Barbara, that �f only
you could be s�tt�ng among us, and l�sten�ng to the talk (wh�le, w�th
the rest of us, you smoked a p�pe), and were to hear those present
beg�n to argue and d�spute concern�ng d�fferent matters, you would
feel of as l�ttle account among them as I do; for I myself f�gure there
only as a blockhead, and feel ashamed, s�nce �t takes me a whole
even�ng to th�nk of a s�ngle word to �nterpolate—and even then the
word w�ll not come! In a case l�ke that a man regrets that, as the
proverb has �t, he should have reached man’s estate but not man’s
understand�ng.... What do I do �n my spare t�me? I sleep l�ke a fool,
though I would far rather be occup�ed w�th someth�ng else—say, w�th
eat�ng or wr�t�ng, s�nce the one �s useful to oneself, and the other �s
benef�c�al to one’s fellows. You should see how much money these
fellows contr�ve to save! How much, for �nstance, does not Rataz�aev
lay by? A few days’ wr�t�ng, I am told, can earn h�m as much as three
hundred roubles! Indeed, �f a man be a wr�ter of short stor�es or
anyth�ng else that �s �nterest�ng, he can somet�mes pocket f�ve
hundred roubles, or a thousand, at a t�me! Th�nk of �t, Barbara!
Rataz�aev has by h�m a small manuscr�pt of verses, and for �t he �s
ask�ng—what do you th�nk? Seven thousand roubles! Why, one
could buy a whole house for that sum! He has even refused f�ve
thousand for a manuscr�pt, and on that occas�on I reasoned w�th
h�m, and adv�sed h�m to accept the f�ve thousand. But �t was of no
use. “For,” sa�d he, “they w�ll soon offer me seven thousand,” and
kept to h�s po�nt, for he �s a man of some determ�nat�on.

Suppose, now, that I were to g�ve you an extract from “Pass�on �n
Italy” (as another work of h�s �s called). Read th�s, dearest Barbara,
and judge for yourself:

“Vlad�m�r started, for �n h�s ve�ns the lust of pass�on had welled
unt�l �t had reached bo�l�ng po�nt.

“‘Countess,’ he cr�ed, ‘do you know how terr�ble �s th�s adorat�on of
m�ne, how �nf�n�te th�s madness? No! My fanc�es have not dece�ved
me—I love you ecstat�cally, d�abol�cally, as a madman m�ght! All the
blood that �s �n your husband’s body could never quench the fur�ous,



surg�ng rapture that �s �n my soul! No puny obstacle could thwart the
all-destroy�ng, �nfernal flame wh�ch �s eat�ng �nto my exhausted
breast! Oh Z�na�da, my Z�na�da!’

“‘Vlad�m�r!’ she wh�spered, almost bes�de herself, as she sank
upon h�s bosom.

“‘My Z�na�da!’ cr�ed the enraptured Sm�lesk� once more.
“H�s breath was com�ng �n sharp, broken pants. The lamp of love

was burn�ng br�ghtly on the altar of pass�on, and sear�ng the hearts
of the two unfortunate sufferers.

“‘Vlad�m�r!’ aga�n she wh�spered �n her �ntox�cat�on, wh�le her
bosom heaved, her cheeks glowed, and her eyes flashed f�re.

“Thus was a new and dread un�on consummated.
“Half an hour later the aged Count entered h�s w�fe’s boudo�r.
“‘How now, my love?’ sa�d he. ‘Surely �t �s for some welcome guest

beyond the common that you have had the samovar [Tea-urn.] thus
prepared?’ And he smote her l�ghtly on the cheek.”

What th�nk you of THAT, Barbara? True, �t �s a l�ttle too outspoken
—there can be no doubt of that; yet how grand �t �s, how splend�d!
W�th your perm�ss�on I w�ll also quote you an extract from
Rataz�aev’s story, Ermak and Zule�ka:

“‘You love me, Zule�ka? Say aga�n that you love me, you love me!’
“‘I DO love you, Ermak,’ wh�spered Zule�ka.
“‘Then by heaven and earth I thank you! By heaven and earth you

have made me happy! You have g�ven me all, all that my tortured
soul has for �mmemor�al years been seek�ng! ‘T�s for th�s that you
have led me h�ther, my gu�d�ng star—‘t�s for th�s that you have
conducted me to the G�rdle of Stone! To all the world w�ll I now show
my Zule�ka, and no man, demon or monster of Hell, shall b�d me nay!
Oh, �f men would but understand the myster�ous pass�ons of her
tender heart, and see the poem wh�ch lurks �n each of her l�ttle tears!
Suffer me to dry those tears w�th my k�sses! Suffer me to dr�nk of
those heavenly drops, Oh be�ng who art not of th�s earth!’

“‘Ermak,’ sa�d Zule�ka, ‘the world �s cruel, and men are unjust. But
LET them dr�ve us from the�r m�dst—let them judge us, my beloved



Ermak! What has a poor ma�den who was reared am�d the snows of
S�ber�a to do w�th the�r cold, �cy, self-suff�c�ent world? Men cannot
understand me, my darl�ng, my sweetheart.’

“‘Is that so? Then shall the sword of the Cossacks s�ng and wh�stle
over the�r heads!’ cr�ed Ermak w�th a fur�ous look �n h�s eyes.”

What must Ermak have felt when he learnt that h�s Zule�ka had
been murdered, Barbara?—that, tak�ng advantages of the cover of
n�ght, the bl�nd old Kouchoum had, �n Ermak’s absence, broken �nto
the latter’s tent, and stabbed h�s own daughter �n m�stake for the
man who had robbed h�m of sceptre and crown?

“‘Oh that I had a stone whereon to whet my sword!’ cr�ed Ermak �n
the madness of h�s wrath as he strove to sharpen h�s steel blade
upon the enchanted rock. ‘I would have h�s blood, h�s blood! I would
tear h�m l�mb from l�mb, the v�lla�n!’”

Then Ermak, unable to surv�ve the loss of h�s Zule�ka, throws
h�mself �nto the Irt�sch, and the tale comes to an end.

Here, aga�n, �s another short extract—th�s t�me wr�tten �n a more
com�cal ve�n, to make people laugh:

“Do you know Ivan Prokof�ev�tch Zheltopuzh? He �s the man who
took a p�ece out of Prokof� Ivanov�tch’s leg. Ivan’s character �s one of
the rugged order, and therefore, one that �s rather lack�ng �n v�rtue.
Yet he has a pass�onate rel�sh for rad�shes and honey. Once he also
possessed a fr�end named Pelagea Antonovna. Do you know
Pelagea Antonovna? She �s the woman who always puts on her
pett�coat wrong s�de outwards.”

What humour, Barbara—what purest humour! We rocked w�th
laughter when he read �t aloud to us. Yes, that �s the k�nd of man he
�s. Poss�bly the passage �s a tr�fle over-frol�csome, but at least �t �s
harmless, and conta�ns no freethought or l�beral �deas. In pass�ng, I
may say that Rataz�aev �s not only a supreme wr�ter, but also a man
of upr�ght l�fe—wh�ch �s more than can be sa�d for most wr�ters.

What, do you th�nk, �s an �dea that somet�mes enters my head? In
fact, what �f I myself were to wr�te someth�ng? How �f suddenly a
book were to make �ts appearance �n the world bear�ng the t�tle of
“The Poet�cal Works of Makar D�evushk�n”? What THEN, my angel?



How should you v�ew, should you rece�ve, such an event? I may say
of myself that never, after my book had appeared, should I have the
hard�hood to show my face on the Nevsk� Prospect; for would �t not
be too dreadful to hear every one say�ng, “Here comes the l�terateur
and poet, D�evushk�n—yes, �t �s D�evushk�n h�mself.” What, �n such a
case, should I do w�th my feet (for I may tell you that almost always
my shoes are patched, or have just been resoled, and therefore look
anyth�ng but becom�ng)? To th�nk that the great wr�ter D�evushk�n
should walk about �n patched footgear! If a duchess or a countess
should recogn�se me, what would she say, poor woman? Perhaps,
though, she would not not�ce my shoes at all, s�nce �t may
reasonably be supposed that countesses do not greatly occupy
themselves w�th footgear, espec�ally w�th the footgear of c�v�l serv�ce
off�c�als (footgear may d�ffer from footgear, �t must be remembered).
Bes�des, I should f�nd that the countess had heard all about me, for
my fr�ends would have betrayed me to her—Rataz�aev among the
f�rst of them, see�ng that he often goes to v�s�t Countess V., and
pract�cally l�ves at her house. She �s sa�d to be a woman of great
�ntellect and w�t. An artful dog, that Rataz�aev!

But enough of th�s. I wr�te th�s sort of th�ng both to amuse myself
and to d�vert your thoughts. Goodbye now, my angel. Th�s �s a long
ep�stle that I am send�ng you, but the reason �s that today I feel �n
good sp�r�ts after d�n�ng at Rataz�aev’s. There I came across a novel
wh�ch I hardly know how to descr�be to you. Do not th�nk the worse
of me on that account, even though I br�ng you another book �nstead
(for I certa�nly mean to br�ng one). The novel �n quest�on was one of
Paul de Kock’s, and not a novel for you to read. No, no! Such a work
�s unf�t for your eyes. In fact, �t �s sa�d to have greatly offended the
cr�t�cs of St. Petersburg. Also, I am send�ng you a pound of bonbons
—bought spec�ally for yourself. Each t�me that you eat one, beloved,
remember the sender. Only, do not b�te the �ced ones, but suck them
gently, lest they make your teeth ache. Perhaps, too, you l�ke
comf�ts? Well, wr�te and tell me �f �t �s so. Goodbye, goodbye. Chr�st
watch over you, my darl�ng!—Always your fa�thful fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.





June 27th.
MY DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH—Thedora tells me that,

should I w�sh, there are some people who w�ll be glad to help me by
obta�n�ng me an excellent post as governess �n a certa�n house.
What th�nk you, my fr�end? Shall I go or not? Of course, I should
then cease to be a burden to you, and the post appears to be a
comfortable one. On the other hand, the �dea of enter�ng a strange
house appals me. The people �n �t are landed gentry, and they w�ll
beg�n to ask me quest�ons, and to busy themselves about me. What
answers shall I then return? You see, I am now so unused to soc�ety
—so shy! I l�ke to l�ve �n a corner to wh�ch I have long grown used.
Yes, the place w�th wh�ch one �s fam�l�ar �s always the best. Even �f
for compan�on one has but sorrow, that place w�ll st�ll be the best....
God alone knows what dut�es the post w�ll enta�l. Perhaps I shall
merely be requ�red to act as nursema�d; and �n any case, I hear that
the governess there has been changed three t�mes �n two years. For
God’s sake, Makar Alex�ev�tch, adv�se me whether to go or not. Why
do you never come near me now? Do let my eyes have an
occas�onal s�ght of you. Mass on Sundays �s almost the only t�me
when we see one another. How ret�r�ng you have become! So also
have I, even though, �n a way, I am your k�nswoman. You must have
ceased to love me, Makar Alex�ev�tch. I spend many a weary hour
because of �t. Somet�mes, when dusk �s fall�ng, I f�nd myself lonely—
oh, so lonely! Thedora has gone out somewhere, and I s�t here and
th�nk, and th�nk, and th�nk. I remember all the past, �ts joys and �ts
sorrows. It passes before my eyes �n deta�l, �t gl�mmers at me as out
of a m�st; and as �t does so, well-known faces appear, wh�ch seem
actually to be present w�th me �n th�s room! Most frequently of all, I
see my mother. Ah, the dreams that come to me! I feel that my
health �s break�ng, so weak am I. When th�s morn�ng I arose,
s�ckness took me unt�l I vom�ted and vom�ted. Yes, I feel, I know, that
death �s approach�ng. Who w�ll bury me when �t has come? Who w�ll
v�s�t my tomb? Who w�ll sorrow for me? And now �t �s �n a strange



place, �n the house of a stranger, that I may have to d�e! Yes, �n a
corner wh�ch I do not know!... My God, how sad a th�ng �s l�fe!... Why
do you send me comf�ts to eat? Whence do you get the money to
buy them? Ah, for God’s sake keep the money, keep the money.
Thedora has sold a carpet wh�ch I have made. She got f�fty roubles
for �t, wh�ch �s very good—I had expected less. Of the f�fty roubles I
shall g�ve Thedora three, and w�th the rema�nder make myself a
pla�n, warm dress. Also, I am go�ng to make you a wa�stcoat—to
make �t myself, and out of good mater�al.

Also, Thedora has brought me a book—“The Stor�es of B�elk�n”—
wh�ch I w�ll forward you, �f you would care to read �t. Only, do not so�l
�t, nor yet reta�n �t, for �t does not belong to me. It �s by Pushk�n. Two
years ago I read these stor�es w�th my mother, and �t would hurt me
to read them aga�n. If you yourself have any books, pray let me have
them—so long as they have not been obta�ned from Rataz�aev.
Probably he w�ll be g�v�ng you one of h�s own works when he has
had one pr�nted. How �s �t that h�s compos�t�ons please you so much,
Makar Alex�ev�tch? I th�nk them SUCH rubb�sh! —Now goodbye.
How I have been chatter�ng on! When feel�ng sad, I always l�ke to
talk of someth�ng, for �t acts upon me l�ke med�c�ne—I beg�n to feel
eas�er as soon as I have uttered what �s prey�ng upon my heart.
Good bye, good-bye, my fr�end—Your own

B. D.



June 28th.
MY DEAREST BARBARA ALEXIEVNA—Away w�th melancholy!

Really, beloved, you ought to be ashamed of yourself! How can you
allow such thoughts to enter your head? Really and truly you are
qu�te well; really and truly you are, my darl�ng. Why, you are
bloom�ng—s�mply bloom�ng. True, I see a certa�n touch of pallor �n
your face, but st�ll you are bloom�ng. A f�g for dreams and v�s�ons!
Yes, for shame, dearest! Dr�ve away those fanc�es; try to desp�se
them. Why do I sleep so well? Why am I never a�l�ng? Look at ME,
beloved. I l�ve well, I sleep peacefully, I reta�n my health, I can ruffle �t
w�th my jun�ors. In fact, �t �s a pleasure to see me. Come, come,
then, sweetheart! Let us have no more of th�s. I know that that l�ttle
head of yours �s capable of any fancy—that all too eas�ly you take to
dream�ng and rep�n�ng; but for my sake, cease to do so.

Are you to go to these people, you ask me? Never! No, no, aga�n
no! How could you th�nk of do�ng such a th�ng as tak�ng a journey? I
w�ll not allow �t—I �ntend to combat your �ntent�on w�th all my m�ght. I
w�ll sell my frockcoat, and walk the streets �n my sh�rt sleeves, rather
than let you be �n want. But no, Barbara. I know you, I know you.
Th�s �s merely a tr�ck, merely a tr�ck. And probably Thedora alone �s
to blame for �t. She appears to be a fool�sh old woman, and to be
able to persuade you to do anyth�ng. Do not bel�eve her, my dearest.
I am sure that you know what �s what, as well as SHE does. Eh,
sweetheart? She �s a stup�d, quarrelsome, rubb�sh-talk�ng old
woman who brought her late husband to the grave. Probably she
has been plagu�ng you as much as she d�d h�m. No, no, dearest; you
must not take th�s step. What should I do then? What would there be
left for ME to do? Pray put the �dea out of your head. What �s �t you
lack here? I cannot feel suff�c�ently overjoyed to be near you, wh�le,
for your part, you love me well, and can l�ve your l�fe here as qu�etly
as you w�sh. Read or sew, wh�chever you l�ke—or read and do not
sew. Only, do not desert me. Try, yourself, to �mag�ne how th�ngs



would seem after you had gone. Here am I send�ng you books, and
later we w�ll go for a walk. Come, come, then, my Barbara! Summon
to your a�d your reason, and cease to babble of tr�fles.

As soon as I can I w�ll come and see you, and then you shall tell
me the whole story. Th�s w�ll not do, sweetheart; th�s certa�nly w�ll not
do. Of course, I know that I am not an educated man, and have
rece�ved but a sorry school�ng, and have had no �ncl�nat�on for �t, and
th�nk too much of Rataz�aev, �f you w�ll; but he �s my fr�end, and
therefore, I must put �n a word or two for h�m. Yes, he �s a splend�d
wr�ter. Aga�n and aga�n I assert that he wr�tes magn�f�cently. I do not
agree w�th you about h�s works, and never shall. He wr�tes too
ornately, too lacon�cally, w�th too great a wealth of �magery and
�mag�nat�on. Perhaps you have read h�m w�thout �ns�ght, Barbara?
Or perhaps you were out of sp�r�ts at the t�me, or angry w�th Thedora
about someth�ng, or worr�ed about some m�schance? Ah, but you
should read h�m sympathet�cally, and, best of all, at a t�me when you
are feel�ng happy and contented and pleasantly d�sposed—for
�nstance, when you have a bonbon or two �n your mouth. Yes, that �s
the way to read Rataz�aev. I do not d�spute (�ndeed, who would do
so?) that better wr�ters than he ex�st—even far better; but they are
good, and he �s good too—they wr�te well, and he wr�tes well. It �s
ch�efly for h�s own sake that he wr�tes, and he �s to be approved for
so do�ng.

Now goodbye, dearest. More I cannot wr�te, for I must hurry away
to bus�ness. Be of good cheer, and the Lord God watch over you!—
Your fa�thful fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.
P.S—Thank you so much for the book, darl�ng! I w�ll read �t

through, th�s volume of Pushk�n, and ton�ght come to you.
MY DEAR MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH—No, no, my fr�end, I must not

go on l�v�ng near you. I have been th�nk�ng the matter over, and
come to the conclus�on that I should be do�ng very wrong to refuse
so good a post. I should at least have an assured crust of bread; I
m�ght at least set to work to earn my employers’ favour, and even try
to change my character �f requ�red to do so. Of course �t �s a sad and
sorry th�ng to have to l�ve among strangers, and to be forced to seek



the�r patronage, and to conceal and constra�n one’s own personal�ty
—but God w�ll help me. I must not rema�n forever a recluse, for
s�m�lar chances have come my way before. I remember how, when a
l�ttle g�rl at school, I used to go home on Sundays and spend the
t�me �n fr�sk�ng and danc�ng about. Somet�mes my mother would
ch�de me for so do�ng, but I d�d not care, for my heart was too
joyous, and my sp�r�ts too buoyant, for that. Yet as the even�ng of
Sunday came on, a sadness as of death would overtake me, for at
n�ne o’clock I had to return to school, where everyth�ng was cold and
strange and severe—where the governesses, on Mondays, lost the�r
tempers, and n�pped my ears, and made me cry. On such occas�ons
I would ret�re to a corner and weep alone; conceal�ng my tears lest I
should be called lazy. Yet �t was not because I had to study that I
used to weep, and �n t�me I grew more used to th�ngs, and, after my
schooldays were over, shed tears only when I was part�ng w�th
fr�ends... It �s not r�ght for me to l�ve �n dependence upon you. The
thought tortures me. I tell you th�s frankly, for the reason that
frankness w�th you has become a hab�t. Cannot I see that da�ly, at
earl�est dawn, Thedora r�ses to do wash�ng and scrubb�ng, and
rema�ns work�ng at �t unt�l late at n�ght, even though her poor old
bones must be ach�ng for want of rest? Cannot I also see that YOU
are ru�n�ng yourself for me, and hoard�ng your last kopeck that you
may spend �t on my behalf? You ought not so to act, my fr�end, even
though you wr�te that you would rather sell your all than let me want
for anyth�ng. I bel�eve �n you, my fr�end—I ent�rely bel�eve �n your
good heart; but, you say that to me now (when, perhaps, you have
rece�ved some unexpected sum or gratu�ty) and there �s st�ll the
future to be thought of. You yourself know that I am always a�l�ng—
that I cannot work as you do, glad though I should be of any work �f I
could get �t; so what else �s there for me to do? To s�t and rep�ne as I
watch you and Thedora? But how would that be of any use to you?
AM I necessary to you, comrade of m�ne? HAVE I ever done you any
good? Though I am bound to you w�th my whole soul, and love you
dearly and strongly and wholeheartedly, a b�tter fate has orda�ned
that that love should be all that I have to g�ve—that I should be
unable, by creat�ng for you subs�stence, to repay you for all your
k�ndness. Do not, therefore, deta�n me longer, but th�nk the matter



out, and g�ve me your op�n�on on �t. In expectat�on of wh�ch I rema�n
your sweetheart,

B. D.



July 1st.
Rubb�sh, rubb�sh, Barbara!—What you say �s sheer rubb�sh. Stay

here, rather, and put such thoughts out of your head. None of what
you suppose �s true. I can see for myself that �t �s not. Whatsoever
you lack here, you have but to ask me for �t. Here you love and are
loved, and we m�ght eas�ly be happy and contented together. What
could you want more? What have you to do w�th strangers? You
cannot poss�bly know what strangers are l�ke. I know �t, though, and
could have told you �f you had asked me. There �s a stranger whom I
know, and whose bread I have eaten. He �s a cruel man, Barbara—a
man so bad that he would be unworthy of your l�ttle heart, and would
soon tear �t to p�eces w�th h�s ra�l�ngs and reproaches and black
looks. On the other hand, you are safe and well here—you are as
safe as though you were sheltered �n a nest. Bes�des, you would, as
�t were, leave me w�th my head gone. For what should I have to do
when you were gone? What could I, an old man, f�nd to do? Are you
not necessary to me? Are you not useful to me? Eh? Surely you do
not th�nk that you are not useful? You are of great use to me,
Barbara, for you exerc�se a benef�c�al �nfluence upon my l�fe. Even at
th�s moment, as I th�nk of you, I feel cheered, for always I can wr�te
letters to you, and put �nto them what I am feel�ng, and rece�ve from
you deta�led answers.... I have bought you a wardrobe, and also
procured you a bonnet; so you see that you have only to g�ve me a
comm�ss�on for �t to be executed.... No—�n what way are you not
useful? What should I do �f I were deserted �n my old age? What
would become of me? Perhaps you never thought of that, Barbara—
perhaps you never sa�d to yourself, “How could HE get on w�thout
me?” You see, I have grown so accustomed to you. What else would
�t end �n, �f you were to go away? Why, �n my h�k�ng to the Neva’s
bank and do�ng away w�th myself. Ah, Barbara, darl�ng, I can see
that you want me to be taken away to the Volkovo Cemetery �n a
broken-down old hearse, w�th some poor outcast of the streets to
accompany my coff�n as ch�ef mourner, and the graved�ggers to



heap my body w�th clay, and depart and leave me there. How wrong
of you, how wrong of you, my beloved! Yes, by heavens, how wrong
of you! I am return�ng you your book, l�ttle fr�end; and, �f you were to
ask of me my op�n�on of �t, I should say that never before �n my l�fe
had I read a book so splend�d. I keep wonder�ng how I have h�therto
contr�ved to rema�n such an owl. For what have I ever done? From
what w�lds d�d I spr�ng �nto ex�stence? I KNOW noth�ng—I know
s�mply NOTHING. My �gnorance �s complete. Frankly, I am not an
educated man, for unt�l now I have read scarcely a s�ngle book—only
“A Portra�t of Man” (a clever enough work �n �ts way), “The Boy Who
Could Play Many Tunes Upon Bells”, and “Iv�k’s Storks”. That �s all.
But now I have also read “The Stat�on Overseer” �n your l�ttle
volume; and �t �s wonderful to th�nk that one may l�ve and yet be
�gnorant of the fact that under one’s very nose there may be a book
�n wh�ch one’s whole l�fe �s descr�bed as �n a p�cture. Never should I
have guessed that, as soon as ever one beg�ns to read such a book,
�t sets one on both to remember and to cons�der and to foretell
events. Another reason why I l�ked th�s book so much �s that, though,
�n the case of other works (however clever they be), one may read
them, yet remember not a word of them (for I am a man naturally dull
of comprehens�on, and unable to read works of any great
�mportance),—although, as I say, one may read such works, one
reads such a book as YOURS as eas�ly as though �t had been
wr�tten by oneself, and had taken possess�on of one’s heart, and
turned �t �ns�de out for �nspect�on, and were descr�b�ng �t �n deta�l as
a matter of perfect s�mpl�c�ty. Why, I m�ght almost have wr�tten the
book myself! Why not, �ndeed? I can feel just as the people �n the
book do, and f�nd myself �n pos�t�ons prec�sely s�m�lar to those of,
say, the character Samson V�r�n. In fact, how many good-hearted
wretches l�ke V�r�n are there not walk�ng about amongst us? How
eas�ly, too, �t �s all descr�bed! I assure you, my darl�ng, that I almost
shed tears when I read that V�r�n so took to dr�nk as to lose h�s
memory, become morose, and spend whole days over h�s l�quor; as
also that he choked w�th gr�ef and wept b�tterly when, rubb�ng h�s
eyes w�th h�s d�rty hand, he bethought h�m of h�s wander�ng lamb, h�s
daughter Dunasha! How natural, how natural! You should read the
book for yourself. The th�ng �s actually al�ve. Even I can see that;



even I can real�se that �t �s a p�cture cut from the very l�fe around me.
In �t I see our own Theresa (to go no further) and the poor tch�novn�k
—who �s just such a man as th�s Samson V�r�n, except for h�s
surname of Gorshkov. The book descr�bes just what m�ght happen to
ourselves—to myself �n part�cular. Even a count who l�ves �n the
Nevsk� Prospect or �n Naberezhna�a Street m�ght have a s�m�lar
exper�ence, though he m�ght APPEAR to be d�fferent, ow�ng to the
fact that h�s l�fe �s cast on a h�gher plane. Yes, just the same th�ngs
m�ght happen to h�m—just the same th�ngs.... Here you are w�sh�ng
to go away and leave us; yet, be careful lest �t would not be I who
had to pay the penalty of your do�ng so. For you m�ght ru�n both
yourself and me. For the love of God, put away these thoughts from
you, my darl�ng, and do not torture me �n va�n. How could you, my
poor l�ttle unfledged nestl�ng, f�nd yourself food, and defend yourself
from m�sfortune, and ward off the w�les of ev�l men? Th�nk better of
�t, Barbara, and pay no more heed to fool�sh adv�ce and calumny, but
read your book aga�n, and read �t w�th attent�on. It may do you much
good.

I have spoken of Rataz�aev’s “The Stat�on Overseer”. However,
the author has told me that the work �s old-fash�oned, s�nce,
nowadays, books are �ssued w�th �llustrat�ons and embell�shments of
d�fferent sorts (though I could not make out all that he sa�d). Pushk�n
he adjudges a splend�d poet, and one who has done honour to Holy
Russ�a. Read your book aga�n, Barbara, and follow my adv�ce, and
make an old man happy. The Lord God H�mself w�ll reward you. Yes,
He w�ll surely reward you.—Your fa�thful fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.
MY DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—Today Thedora came to

me w�th f�fteen roubles �n s�lver. How glad was the poor woman when
I gave her three of them! I am wr�t�ng to you �n great haste, for I am
busy cutt�ng out a wa�stcoat to send to you—buff, w�th a pattern of
flowers. Also I am send�ng you a book of stor�es; some of wh�ch I
have read myself, part�cularly one called “The Cloak.” ... You �nv�te
me to go to the theatre w�th you. But w�ll �t not cost too much? Of
course we m�ght s�t �n the gallery. It �s a long t�me (�ndeed I cannot
remember when I last d�d so) s�nce I v�s�ted a theatre! Yet I cannot



help fear�ng that such an amusement �s beyond our means. Thedora
keeps nodd�ng her head, and say�ng that you have taken to l�v�ng
above your �ncome. I myself d�v�ne the same th�ng by the amount
wh�ch you have spent upon me. Take care, dear fr�end, that
m�sfortune does not come of �t, for Thedora has also �nformed me of
certa�n rumours concern�ng your �nab�l�ty to meet your landlady’s
b�lls. In fact, I am very anx�ous about you. Now, goodbye, for I must
hasten away to see about another matter—about the chang�ng of the
r�bands on my bonnet.

P.S.—Do you know, �f we go to the theatre, I th�nk that I shall wear
my new hat and black mant�lla. W�ll that not look n�ce?



July 7th.
MY DEAREST BARBARA ALEXIEVNA—SO much for yesterday!

Yes, dearest, we have both been caught play�ng the fool, for I have
become thoroughly b�tten w�th the actress of whom I spoke. Last
n�ght I l�stened to her w�th all my ears, although, strangely enough, �t
was pract�cally my f�rst s�ght of her, see�ng that only once before had
I been to the theatre. In those days I l�ved cheek by jowl w�th a party
of f�ve young men—a most no�sy crew—and one n�ght I
accompan�ed them, w�lly-n�lly, to the theatre, though I held myself
decently aloof from the�r do�ngs, and only ass�sted them for
company’s sake. How those fellows talked to me of th�s actress!
Every n�ght when the theatre was open, the ent�re band of them
(they always seemed to possess the requ�s�te money) would betake
themselves to that place of enterta�nment, where they ascended to
the gallery, and clapped the�r hands, and repeatedly recalled the
actress �n quest�on. In fact, they went s�mply mad over her. Even
after we had returned home they would g�ve me no rest, but would
go on talk�ng about her all n�ght, and call�ng her the�r Glasha, and
declar�ng themselves to be �n love w�th “the canary-b�rd of the�r
hearts.” My defenseless self, too, they would plague about the
woman, for I was as young as they. What a f�gure I must have cut
w�th them on the fourth t�er of the gallery! Yet, I never got a s�ght of
more than just a corner of the curta�n, but had to content myself w�th
l�sten�ng. She had a f�ne, resound�ng, mellow vo�ce l�ke a
n�ght�ngale’s, and we all of us used to clap our hands loudly, and to
shout at the top of our lungs. In short, we came very near to be�ng
ejected. On the f�rst occas�on I went home walk�ng as �n a m�st, w�th
a s�ngle rouble left �n my pocket, and an �nterval of ten clear days
confront�ng me before next pay-day. Yet, what th�nk you, dearest?
The very next day, before go�ng to work, I called at a French
perfumer’s, and spent my whole rema�n�ng cap�tal on some eau-de-
Cologne and scented soap! Why I d�d so I do not know. Nor d�d I
d�ne at home that day, but kept walk�ng and walk�ng past her



w�ndows (she l�ved �n a fourth-storey flat on the Nevsk� Prospect). At
length I returned to my own lodg�ng, but only to rest a short hour
before aga�n sett�ng off to the Nevsk� Prospect and resum�ng my v�g�l
before her w�ndows. For a month and a half I kept th�s up—dangl�ng
�n her tra�n. Somet�mes I would h�re cabs, and d�scharge them �n
v�ew of her abode; unt�l at length I had ent�rely ru�ned myself, and got
�nto debt. Then I fell out of love w�th her—I grew weary of the
pursu�t.... You see, therefore, to what depths an actress can reduce
a decent man. In those days I was young. Yes, �n those days I was
VERY young.

M. D.



July 8th.
MY DEAREST BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—The book wh�ch I

rece�ved from you on the 6th of th�s month I now hasten to return,
wh�le at the same t�me hasten�ng also to expla�n matters to you �n
th�s accompany�ng letter. What a m�sfortune, my beloved, that you
should have brought me to such a pass! Our lots �n l�fe are
apport�oned by the Alm�ghty accord�ng to our human deserts. To
such a one He ass�gns a l�fe �n a general’s epaulets or as a pr�vy
counc�llor—to such a one, I say, He ass�gns a l�fe of command;
whereas to another one, He allots only a l�fe of unmurmur�ng to�l and
suffer�ng. These th�ngs are calculated accord�ng to a man’s
CAPACITY. One man may be capable of one th�ng, and another of
another, and the�r several capac�t�es are ordered by the Lord God
h�mself. I have now been th�rty years �n the publ�c serv�ce, and have
fulf�lled my dut�es �rreproachably, rema�ned abstem�ous, and never
been detected �n any unbecom�ng behav�our. As a c�t�zen, I may
confess—I confess �t freely—I have been gu�lty of certa�n
shortcom�ngs; yet those shortcom�ngs have been comb�ned w�th
certa�n v�rtues. I am respected by my super�ors, and even h�s
Excellency has had no fault to f�nd w�th me; and though I have never
been shown any spec�al marks of favour, I know that every one f�nds
me at least sat�sfactory. Also, my wr�t�ng �s suff�c�ently leg�ble and
clear. Ne�ther too rounded nor too f�ne, �t �s a runn�ng hand, yet
always su�table. Of our staff only Ivan Prokof�ev�tch wr�tes a s�m�lar
hand. Thus have I l�ved t�ll the grey ha�rs of my old age; yet I can
th�nk of no ser�ous fault comm�tted. Of course, no one �s free from
MINOR faults. Everyone has some of them, and you among the rest,
my beloved. But �n grave or �n audac�ous offences never have I been
detected, nor �n �nfr�ngements of regulat�ons, nor �n breaches of the
publ�c peace. No, never! Th�s you surely know, even as the author of
your book must have known �t. Yes, he also must have known �t
when he sat down to wr�te. I had not expected th�s of you, my
Barbara. I should never have expected �t.



What? In future I am not to go on l�v�ng peacefully �n my l�ttle
corner, poor though that corner be I am not to go on l�v�ng, as the
proverb has �t, w�thout muddy�ng the water, or hurt�ng any one, or
forgett�ng the fear of the Lord God and of oneself? I am not to see,
forsooth, that no man does me an �njury, or breaks �nto my home—I
am not to take care that all shall go well w�th me, or that I have
clothes to wear, or that my shoes do not requ�re mend�ng, or that I be
g�ven work to do, or that I possess suff�c�ent meat and dr�nk? Is �t
noth�ng that, where the pavement �s rotten, I have to walk on t�ptoe
to save my boots? If I wr�te to you overmuch concern�ng myself, �s �t
concern�ng ANOTHER man, rather, that I ought to wr�te—concern�ng
HIS wants, concern�ng HIS lack of tea to dr�nk (and all the world
needs tea)? Has �t ever been my custom to pry �nto other men’s
mouths, to see what �s be�ng put �nto them? Have I ever been known
to offend any one �n that respect? No, no, beloved! Why should I
des�re to �nsult other folks when they are not molest�ng ME? Let me
g�ve you an example of what I mean. A man may go on slav�ng and
slav�ng �n the publ�c serv�ce, and earn the respect of h�s super�ors
(for what �t �s worth), and then, for no v�s�ble reason at all, f�nd
h�mself made a fool of. Of course he may break out now and then (I
am not now referr�ng only to drunkenness), and (for example) buy
h�mself a new pa�r of shoes, and take pleasure �n see�ng h�s feet
look�ng well and smartly shod. Yes, I myself have known what �t �s to
feel l�ke that (I wr�te th�s �n good fa�th). Yet I am nonetheless
aston�shed that Thedor Thedorov�tch should neglect what �s be�ng
sa�d about h�m, and take no steps to defend h�mself. True, he �s only
a subord�nate off�c�al, and somet�mes loves to rate and scold; yet
why should he not do so—why should he not �ndulge �n a l�ttle
v�tuperat�on when he feels l�ke �t? Suppose �t to be NECESSARY, for
FORM’S sake, to scold, and to set everyone r�ght, and to shower
around abuse (for, between ourselves, Barbara, our fr�end cannot
get on WITHOUT abuse—so much so that every one humours h�m,
and does th�ngs beh�nd h�s back)? Well, s�nce off�c�als d�ffer �n rank,
and every off�c�al demands that he shall be allowed to abuse h�s
fellow off�c�als �n proport�on to h�s rank, �t follows that the TONE also
of off�c�al abuse should become d�v�ded �nto ranks, and thus accord
w�th the natural order of th�ngs. All the world �s bu�lt upon the system



that each one of us shall have to y�eld precedence to some other
one, as well as to enjoy a certa�n power of abus�ng h�s fellows.
W�thout such a prov�s�on the world could not get on at all, and s�mple
chaos would ensue. Yet I am surpr�sed that our Thedor should
cont�nue to overlook �nsults of the k�nd that he endures.

Why do I do my off�c�al work at all? Why �s that necessary? W�ll my
do�ng of �t lead anyone who reads �t to g�ve me a greatcoat, or to buy
me a new pa�r of shoes? No, Barbara. Men only read the
documents, and then requ�re me to wr�te more. Somet�mes a man
w�ll h�de h�mself away, and not show h�s face abroad, for the mere
reason that, though he has done noth�ng to be ashamed of, he
dreads the goss�p and slander�ng wh�ch are everywhere to be
encountered. If h�s c�v�c and fam�ly l�fe have to do w�th l�terature,
everyth�ng w�ll be pr�nted and read and laughed over and d�scussed;
unt�l at length, he hardly dare show h�s face �n the street at all,
see�ng that he w�ll have been descr�bed by report as recogn�sable
through h�s ga�t alone! Then, when he has amended h�s ways, and
grown gentler (even though he st�ll cont�nues to be loaded w�th
off�c�al work), he w�ll come to be accounted a v�rtuous, decent c�t�zen
who has deserved well of h�s comrades, rendered obed�ence to h�s
super�ors, w�shed no one any ev�l, preserved the fear of God �n h�s
heart, and d�ed lamented. Yet would �t not be better, �nstead of lett�ng
the poor fellow d�e, to g�ve h�m a cloak wh�le yet he �s ALIVE—to
g�ve �t to th�s same Thedor Thedorov�tch (that �s to say, to myself)?
Yes, ‘twere far better �f, on hear�ng the tale of h�s subord�nate’s
v�rtues, the ch�ef of the department were to call the deserv�ng man
�nto h�s off�ce, and then and there to promote h�m, and to grant h�m
an �ncrease of salary. Thus v�ce would be pun�shed, v�rtue would
preva�l, and the staff of that department would l�ve �n peace together.
Here we have an example from everyday, commonplace l�fe. How,
therefore, could you br�ng yourself to send me that book, my
beloved? It �s a badly conce�ved work, Barbara, and also unreal, for
the reason that �n creat�on such a tch�novn�k does not ex�st. No,
aga�n I protest aga�nst �t, l�ttle Barbara; aga�n I protest.—Your most
humble, devoted servant,

M. D.





July 27th.
MY DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—Your latest conduct and

letters had fr�ghtened me, and left me thunderstruck and plunged �n
doubt, unt�l what you have sa�d about Thedor expla�ned the s�tuat�on.
Why despa�r and go �nto such frenz�es, Makar Alex�ev�tch? Your
explanat�ons only part�ally sat�sfy me. Perhaps I d�d wrong to �ns�st
upon accept�ng a good s�tuat�on when �t was offered me, see�ng that
from my last exper�ence �n that way I der�ved a shock wh�ch was
anyth�ng but a matter for jest�ng. You say also that your love for me
has compelled you to h�de yourself �n ret�rement. Now, how much I
am �ndebted to you I real�sed when you told me that you were
spend�ng for my benef�t the sum wh�ch you are always reported to
have la�d by at your bankers; but, now that I have learned that you
never possessed such a fund, but that, on hear�ng of my dest�tute
pl�ght, and be�ng moved by �t, you dec�ded to spend upon me the
whole of your salary—even to forestall �t—and when I had fallen �ll,
actually to sell your clothes—when I learned all th�s I found myself
placed �n the harass�ng pos�t�on of not know�ng how to accept �t all,
nor what to th�nk of �t. Ah, Makar Alex�ev�tch! You ought to have
stopped at your f�rst acts of char�ty—acts �nsp�red by sympathy and
the love of k�nsfolk, rather than have cont�nued to squander your
means upon what was unnecessary. Yes, you have betrayed our
fr�endsh�p, Makar Alex�ev�tch, �n that you have not been open w�th
me; and, now that I see that your last co�n has been spent upon
dresses and bon-bons and excurs�ons and books and v�s�ts to the
theatre for me, I weep b�tter tears for my unpardonable �mprov�dence
�n hav�ng accepted these th�ngs w�thout g�v�ng so much as a thought
to your welfare. Yes, all that you have done to g�ve me pleasure has
become converted �nto a source of gr�ef, and left beh�nd �t only
useless regret. Of late I have remarked that you were look�ng
depressed; and though I felt fearful that someth�ng unfortunate was
�mpend�ng, what has happened would otherw�se never have entered
my head. To th�nk that your better sense should so play you false,



Makar Alex�ev�tch! What w�ll people th�nk of you, and say of you?
Who w�ll want to know you? You whom, l�ke everyone else, I have
valued for your goodness of heart and modesty and good sense—
YOU, I say, have now g�ven way to an unpleasant v�ce of wh�ch you
seem never before to have been gu�lty. What were my feel�ngs when
Thedora �nformed me that you had been d�scovered drunk �n the
street, and taken home by the pol�ce? Why, I felt petr�f�ed w�th
aston�shment—although, �n v�ew of the fact that you had fa�led me
for four days, I had been expect�ng some such extraord�nary
occurrence. Also, have you thought what your super�ors w�ll say of
you when they come to learn the true reason of your absence? You
say that everyone �s laugh�ng at you, that every one has learnt of the
bond wh�ch ex�sts between us, and that your ne�ghbours hab�tually
refer to me w�th a sneer. Pay no attent�on to th�s, Makar Alex�ev�tch;
for the love of God, be comforted. Also, the �nc�dent between you
and the off�cers has much alarmed me, although I had heard certa�n
rumours concern�ng �t. Pray expla�n to me what �t means. You wr�te,
too, that you have been afra�d to be open w�th me, for the reason
that your confess�ons m�ght lose you my fr�endsh�p. Also, you say
that you are �n despa�r at the thought of be�ng unable to help me �n
my �llness, ow�ng to the fact that you have sold everyth�ng wh�ch
m�ght have ma�nta�ned me, and preserved me �n s�ckness, as well as
that you have borrowed as much as �t �s poss�ble for you to borrow,
and are da�ly exper�enc�ng unpleasantness w�th your landlady. Well,
�n fa�l�ng to reveal all th�s to me you chose the worse course. Now,
however, I know all. You have forced me to recogn�se that I have
been the cause of your unhappy pl�ght, as well as that my own
conduct has brought upon myself a twofold measure of sorrow. The
fact leaves me thunderstruck, Makar Alex�ev�tch. Ah, fr�end, an
�nfect�ous d�sease �s �ndeed a m�sfortune, for now we poor and
m�serable folk must perforce keep apart from one another, lest the
�nfect�on be �ncreased. Yes, I have brought upon you calam�t�es
wh�ch never before �n your humble, sol�tary l�fe you had exper�enced.
Th�s tortures and exhausts me more than I can tell to th�nk of.

Wr�te to me qu�te frankly. Tell me how you came to embark upon
such a course of conduct. Comfort, oh, comfort me �f you can. It �s
not self-love that prompts me to speak of my own comfort�ng, but my



fr�endsh�p and love for you, wh�ch w�ll never fade from my heart.
Goodbye. I awa�t your answer w�th �mpat�ence. You have thought but
poorly of me, Makar Alex�ev�tch.—Your fr�end and lover,

BARBARA DOBROSELOVA.



July 28th.
MY PRICELESS BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—What am I to say to

you, now that all �s over, and we are gradually return�ng to our old
pos�t�on? You say that you are anx�ous as to what w�ll be thought of
me. Let me tell you that the dearest th�ng �n l�fe to me �s my self-
respect; wherefore, �n �nform�ng you of my m�sfortunes and
m�sconduct, I would add that none of my super�ors know of my
do�ngs, nor ever w�ll know of them, and that therefore, I st�ll enjoy a
measure of respect �n that quarter. Only one th�ng do I fear—I fear
goss�p. Garrulous though my landlady be, she sa�d but l�ttle when,
w�th the a�d of your ten roubles, I today pa�d her part of her account;
and as for the rest of my compan�ons, they do not matter at all. So
long as I have not borrowed money from them, I need pay them no
attent�on. To conclude my explanat�ons, let me tell you that I value
your respect for me above everyth�ng �n the world, and have found �t
my greatest comfort dur�ng th�s temporary d�stress of m�ne. Thank
God, the f�rst shock of th�ngs has abated, now that you have agreed
not to look upon me as fa�thless and an egot�st s�mply because I
have dece�ved you. I w�sh to hold you to myself, for the reason that I
cannot bear to part w�th you, and love you as my guard�an angel.... I
have now returned to work, and am apply�ng myself d�l�gently to my
dut�es. Also, yesterday Evstaf� Ivanov�tch exchanged a word or two
w�th me. Yet I w�ll not conceal from you the fact that my debts are
crush�ng me down, and that my wardrobe �s �n a sorry state. At the
same t�me, these th�ngs do not REALLY matter and I would b�d you
not despa�r about them. Send me, however, another half-rouble �f
you can (though that half-rouble w�ll stab me to the heart—stab me
w�th the thought that �t �s not I who am help�ng you, but YOU who are
help�ng ME). Thedora has done well to get those f�fteen roubles for
you. At the moment, fool of an old man that I am, I have no hope of
acqu�r�ng any more money; but as soon as ever I do so, I w�ll wr�te to
you and let you know all about �t. What ch�efly worr�es me �s the fear
of goss�p. Goodbye, l�ttle angel. I k�ss your hands, and beseech you



to rega�n your health. If th�s �s not a deta�led letter, the reason �s that
I must soon be start�ng for the off�ce, �n order that, by str�ct
appl�cat�on to duty, I may make amends for the past. Further
�nformat�on concern�ng my do�ngs (as well as concern�ng that affa�r
w�th the off�cers) must be deferred unt�l ton�ght.—Your affect�onate
and respectful fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.





July 28th.
DEAREST LITTLE BARBARA,—It �s YOU who have comm�tted a

fault—and one wh�ch must we�gh heav�ly upon your consc�ence.
Indeed, your last letter has amazed and confounded me,—so much
so that, on once more look�ng �nto the recesses of my heart, I
perce�ve that I was perfectly r�ght �n what I d�d. Of course I am not
now referr�ng to my debauch (no, �ndeed!), but to the fact that I love
you, and to the fact that �t �s unw�se of me to love you—very unw�se.
You know not how matters stand, my darl�ng. You know not why I am
BOUND to love you. Otherw�se you would not say all that you do. Yet
I am persuaded that �t �s your head rather than your heart that �s
speak�ng. I am certa�n that your heart th�nks very d�fferently.

What occurred that n�ght between myself and those off�cers I
scarcely know, I scarcely remember. You must bear �n m�nd that for
some t�me past I have been �n terr�ble d�stress—that for a whole
month I have been, so to speak, hang�ng by a s�ngle thread. Indeed,
my pos�t�on has been most p�t�able. Though I h�d myself from you,
my landlady was forever shout�ng and ra�l�ng at me. Th�s would not
have mattered a jot—the horr�ble old woman m�ght have shouted as
much as she pleased—had �t not been that, �n the f�rst place, there
was the d�sgrace of �t, and, �n the second place, she had somehow
learned of our connect�on, and kept procla�m�ng �t to the household
unt�l I felt perfectly deafened, and had to stop my ears. The po�nt,
however, �s that other people d�d not stop the�r ears, but, on the
contrary, pr�cked them. Indeed, I am at a loss what to do.

Really th�s wretched rabble has dr�ven me to extrem�t�es. It all
began w�th my hear�ng a strange rumour from Thedora—namely,
that an unworthy su�tor had been to v�s�t you, and had �nsulted you
w�th an �mproper proposal. That he had �nsulted you deeply I knew
from my own feel�ngs, for I felt �nsulted �n an equal degree. Upon
that, my angel, I went to p�eces, and, los�ng all self-control, plunged
headlong. Burst�ng �nto an unspeakable frenzy, I was at once go�ng



to call upon th�s v�lla�n of a seducer—though what to do next I knew
not, see�ng that I was fearful of g�v�ng you offence. Ah, what a n�ght
of sorrow �t was, and what a t�me of gloom, ra�n, and sleet! Next, I
was return�ng home, but found myself unable to stand upon my feet.
Then Emel�a Ily�tch happened to come by. He also �s a tch�novn�k—
or rather, was a tch�novn�k, s�nce he was turned out of the serv�ce
some t�me ago. What he was do�ng there at that moment I do not
know; I only know that I went w�th h�m.... Surely �t cannot g�ve you
pleasure to read of the m�sfortunes of your fr�end—of h�s sorrows,
and of the temptat�ons wh�ch he exper�enced?... On the even�ng of
the th�rd day Emel�a urged me to go and see the off�cer of whom I
have spoken, and whose address I had learned from our dvorn�k.
More str�ctly speak�ng, I had not�ced h�m when, on a prev�ous
occas�on, he had come to play cards here, and I had followed h�m
home. Of course I now see that I d�d wrong, but I felt bes�de myself
when I heard them tell�ng h�m stor�es about me. Exactly what
happened next I cannot remember. I only remember that several
other off�cers were present as well as he. Or �t may be that I saw
everyth�ng double—God alone knows. Also, I cannot exactly
remember what I sa�d. I only remember that �n my fury I sa�d a great
deal. Then they turned me out of the room, and threw me down the
sta�rcase—pushed me down �t, that �s to say. How I got home you
know. That �s all. Of course, later I blamed myself, and my pr�de
underwent a fall; but no extraneous person except yourself knows of
the affa�r, and �n any case �t does not matter. Perhaps the affa�r �s as
you �mag�ne �t to have been, Barbara? One th�ng I know for certa�n,
and that �s that last year one of our lodgers, Aksent� Os�pov�tch, took
a s�m�lar l�berty w�th Peter Petrov�tch, yet kept the fact secret, an
absolute secret. He called h�m �nto h�s room (I happened to be
look�ng through a crack �n the part�t�on-wall), and had an explanat�on
w�th h�m �n the way that a gentleman should—no one except myself
be�ng a w�tness of the scene; whereas, �n my own case, I had no
explanat�on at all. After the scene was over, noth�ng further
transp�red between Aksent� Os�pov�tch and Peter Petrov�tch, for the
reason that the latter was so des�rous of gett�ng on �n l�fe that he held
h�s tongue. As a result, they bow and shake hands whenever they
meet.... I w�ll not d�spute the fact that I have erred most gr�evously—



that I should never dare to d�spute, or that I have fallen greatly �n my
own est�mat�on; but, I th�nk I was fated from b�rth so to do—and one
cannot escape fate, my beloved. Here, therefore, �s a deta�led
explanat�on of my m�sfortunes and sorrows, wr�tten for you to read
whenever you may f�nd �t conven�ent. I am far from well, beloved,
and have lost all my ga�ety of d�spos�t�on, but I send you th�s letter as
a token of my love, devot�on, and respect, Oh dear lady of my
affect�ons.—Your humble servant,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



July 29th.
MY DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—I have read your two

letters, and they make my heart ache. See here, dear fr�end of m�ne.
You pass over certa�n th�ngs �n s�lence, and wr�te about a PORTION
only of your m�sfortunes. Can �t be that the letters are the outcome of
a mental d�sorder?... Come and see me, for God’s sake. Come
today, d�rect from the off�ce, and d�ne w�th us as you have done
before. As to how you are l�v�ng now, or as to what settlement you
have made w�th your landlady, I know not, for you wr�te noth�ng
concern�ng those two po�nts, and seem purposely to have left them
unment�oned. Au revo�r, my fr�end. Come to me today w�thout fa�l.
You would do better ALWAYS to d�ne here. Thedora �s an excellent
cook. Goodbye—Your own,

BARBARA DOBROSELOVA.



August 1st.
MY DARLING BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—Thank God that He has

sent you a chance of repay�ng my good w�th good. I bel�eve �n so
do�ng, as well as �n the sweetness of your angel�c heart. Therefore, I
w�ll not reproach you. Only I pray you, do not aga�n blame me
because �n the decl�ne of my l�fe I have played the spendthr�ft. It was
such a s�n, was �t not?—such a th�ng to do? And even �f you would
st�ll have �t that the s�n was there, remember, l�ttle fr�end, what �t
costs me to hear such words fall from your l�ps. Do not be vexed w�th
me for say�ng th�s, for my heart �s fa�nt�ng. Poor people are subject to
fanc�es—th�s �s a prov�s�on of nature. I myself have had reason to
know th�s. The poor man �s exact�ng. He cannot see God’s world as
�t �s, but eyes each passer-by askance, and looks around h�m
uneas�ly �n order that he may l�sten to every word that �s be�ng
uttered. May not people be talk�ng of h�m? How �s �t that he �s so
uns�ghtly? What �s he feel�ng at all? What sort of f�gure �s he cutt�ng
on the one s�de or on the other? It �s matter of common knowledge,
my Barbara, that the poor man ranks lower than a rag, and w�ll never
earn the respect of any one. Yes, wr�te about h�m as you l�ke—let
scr�bblers say what they choose about h�m—he w�ll ever rema�n as
he was. And why �s th�s? It �s because, from h�s very nature, the poor
man has to wear h�s feel�ngs on h�s sleeve, so that noth�ng about
h�m �s sacred, and as for h�s self-respect—! Well, Emel�a told me the
other day that once, when he had to collect subscr�pt�ons, off�c�al
sanct�on was demanded for every s�ngle co�n, s�nce people thought
that �t would be no use pay�ng the�r money to a poor man. Nowadays
char�ty �s strangely adm�n�stered. Perhaps �t has always been so.
E�ther folk do not know how to adm�n�ster �t, or they are adept �n the
art—one of the two. Perhaps you d�d not know th�s, so I beg to tell �t
you. And how comes �t that the poor man knows, �s so consc�ous of �t
all? The answer �s—by exper�ence. He knows because any day he
may see a gentleman enter a restaurant and ask h�mself, “What shall
I have to eat today? I w�ll have such and such a d�sh,” wh�le all the



t�me the poor man w�ll have noth�ng to eat that day but gruel. There
are men, too—wretched busybod�es—who walk about merely to see
�f they can f�nd some wretched tch�novn�k or broken-down off�c�al
who has got toes project�ng from h�s boots or h�s ha�r uncut! And
when they have found such a one they make a report of the
c�rcumstance, and the�r rubb�sh gets entered on the f�le.... But what
does �t matter to you �f my ha�r lacks the shears? If you w�ll forg�ve
me what may seem to you a p�ece of rudeness, I declare that the
poor man �s ashamed of such th�ngs w�th the sens�t�veness of a
young g�rl. YOU, for �nstance, would not care (pray pardon my
bluntness) to unrobe yourself before the publ�c eye; and �n the same
way, the poor man does not l�ke to be pr�ed at or quest�oned
concern�ng h�s fam�ly relat�ons, and so forth. A man of honour and
self-respect such as I am f�nds �t pa�nful and gr�evous to have to
consort w�th men who would depr�ve h�m of both.

Today I sat before my colleagues l�ke a bear’s cub or a plucked
sparrow, so that I fa�rly burned w�th shame. Yes, �t hurt me terr�bly,
Barbara. Naturally one blushes when one can see one’s naked toes
project�ng through one’s boots, and one’s buttons hang�ng by a
s�ngle thread! As though on purpose, I seemed, on th�s occas�on, to
be pecul�arly d�shevelled. No wonder that my sp�r�ts fell. When I was
talk�ng on bus�ness matters to Stepan Karlov�tch, he suddenly
excla�med, for no apparent reason, “Ah, poor old Makar Alex�ev�tch!”
and then left the rest unf�n�shed. But I knew what he had �n h�s m�nd,
and blushed so hotly that even the bald patch on my head grew red.
Of course the whole th�ng �s noth�ng, but �t worr�es me, and leads to
anx�ous thoughts. What can these fellows know about me? God
send that they know noth�ng! But I confess that I suspect, I strongly
suspect, one of my colleagues. Let them only betray me! They would
betray one’s pr�vate l�fe for a groat, for they hold noth�ng sacred.

I have an �dea who �s at the bottom of �t all. It �s Rataz�aev.
Probably he knows someone �n our department to whom he has
recounted the story w�th add�t�ons. Or perhaps he has spread �t
abroad �n h�s own department, and thence, �t has crept and crawled
�nto ours. Everyone here knows �t, down to the last deta�l, for I have
seen them po�nt at you w�th the�r f�ngers through the w�ndow. Oh
yes, I have seen them do �t. Yesterday, when I stepped across to



d�ne w�th you, the whole crew were hang�ng out of the w�ndow to
watch me, and the landlady excla�med that the dev�l was �n young
people, and called you certa�n unbecom�ng names. But th�s �s as
noth�ng compared w�th Rataz�aev’s foul �ntent�on to place us �n h�s
books, and to descr�be us �n a sat�re. He h�mself has declared that
he �s go�ng to do so, and other people say the same. In fact, I know
not what to th�nk, nor what to dec�de. It �s no use conceal�ng the fact
that you and I have s�nned aga�nst the Lord God.... You were go�ng
to send me a book of some sort, to d�vert my m�nd—were you not,
dearest? What book, though, could now d�vert me? Only such books
as have never ex�sted on earth. Novels are rubb�sh, and wr�tten for
fools and for the �dle. Bel�eve me, dearest, I know �t through long
exper�ence. Even should they vaunt Shakespeare to you, I tell you
that Shakespeare �s rubb�sh, and proper only for lampoons—Your
own,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



August 2nd.
MY DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—Do not d�squ�et yourself.

God w�ll grant that all shall turn out well. Thedora has obta�ned a
quant�ty of work, both for me and herself, and we are sett�ng about �t
w�th a w�ll. Perhaps �t w�ll put us stra�ght aga�n. Thedora suspects my
late m�sfortunes to be connected w�th Anna Thedorovna; but I do not
care—I feel extraord�nar�ly cheerful today. So you are th�nk�ng of
borrow�ng more money? If so, may God preserve you, for you w�ll
assuredly be ru�ned when the t�me comes for repayment! You had far
better come and l�ve w�th us here for a l�ttle wh�le. Yes, come and
take up your abode here, and pay no attent�on whatever to what your
landlady says. As for the rest of your enem�es and �ll-w�shers, I am
certa�n that �t �s w�th va�n �mag�n�ngs that you are vex�ng yourself....
In pass�ng, let me tell you that your style d�ffers greatly from letter to
letter. Goodbye unt�l we meet aga�n. I awa�t your com�ng w�th
�mpat�ence—Your own,

B. D.



August 3rd.
MY ANGEL, BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—I hasten to �nform you, Oh

l�ght of my l�fe, that my hopes are r�s�ng aga�n. But, l�ttle daughter of
m�ne—do you really mean �t when you say that I am to �ndulge �n no
more borrow�ngs? Why, I could not do w�thout them. Th�ngs would
go badly w�th us both �f I d�d so. You are a�l�ng. Consequently, I tell
you roundly that I MUST borrow, and that I must cont�nue to do so.

Also, I may tell you that my seat �n the off�ce �s now next to that of
a certa�n Emel�a Ivanov�tch. He �s not the Emel�a whom you know,
but a man who, l�ke myself, �s a pr�vy counc�llor, as well as
represents, w�th myself, the sen�or and oldest off�c�al �n our
department. L�kew�se he �s a good, d�s�nterested soul, and one that
�s not over-talkat�ve, though a true bear �n appearance and
demeanour. Industr�ous, and possessed of a handwr�t�ng purely
Engl�sh, h�s cal�graphy �s, �t must be confessed, even worse than my
own. Yes, he �s a good soul. At the same t�me, we have never been
�nt�mate w�th one another. We have done no more than exchange
greet�ngs on meet�ng or part�ng, borrow one another’s penkn�fe �f we
needed one, and, �n short, observe such bare c�v�l�t�es as convent�on
demands. Well, today he sa�d to me, “Makar Alex�ev�tch, what makes
you look so thoughtful?” and �nasmuch as I could see that he w�shed
me well, I told h�m all—or, rather, I d�d not tell h�m EVERYTHING, for
that I do to no man (I have not the heart to do �t); I told h�m just a few
scattered deta�ls concern�ng my f�nanc�al stra�ts. “Then you ought to
borrow,” sa�d he. “You ought to obta�n a loan of Peter Petrov�tch, who
does a l�ttle �n that way. I myself once borrowed some money of h�m,
and he charged me fa�r and l�ght �nterest.” Well, Barbara, my heart
leapt w�th�n me at these words. I kept th�nk�ng and th�nk�ng,—�f only
God would put �t �nto the m�nd of Peter Petrov�tch to be my
benefactor by advanc�ng me a loan! I calculated that w�th �ts a�d I
m�ght both repay my landlady and ass�st yourself and get r�d of my
surround�ngs (where I can hardly s�t down to table w�thout the



rascals mak�ng jokes about me). Somet�mes h�s Excellency passes
our desk �n the off�ce. He glances at me, and cannot but perce�ve
how poorly I am dressed. Now, neatness and cleanl�ness are two of
h�s strongest po�nts. Even though he says noth�ng, I feel ready to d�e
w�th shame when he approaches. Well, harden�ng my heart, and
putt�ng my d�ff�dence �nto my ragged pocket, I approached Peter
Petrov�tch, and halted before h�m more dead than al�ve. Yet I was
hopeful, and though, as �t turned out, he was bus�ly engaged �n
talk�ng to Thedose� Ivanov�tch, I walked up to h�m from beh�nd, and
plucked at h�s sleeve. He looked away from me, but I rec�ted my
speech about th�rty roubles, et cetera, et cetera, of wh�ch, at f�rst, he
fa�led to catch the mean�ng. Even when I had expla�ned matters to
h�m more fully, he only burst out laugh�ng, and sa�d noth�ng. Aga�n I
addressed to h�m my request; whereupon, ask�ng me what secur�ty I
could g�ve, he aga�n bur�ed h�mself �n h�s papers, and went on wr�t�ng
w�thout de�gn�ng me even a second glance. D�smay se�zed me.
“Peter Petrov�tch,” I sa�d, “I can offer you no secur�ty,” but to th�s I
added an explanat�on that some salary would, �n t�me, be due to me,
wh�ch I would make over to h�m, and account the loan my f�rst debt.
At that moment someone called h�m away, and I had to wa�t a l�ttle.
On return�ng, he began to mend h�s pen as though he had not even
not�ced that I was there. But I was for myself th�s t�me. “Peter
Petrov�tch,” I cont�nued, “can you not do ANYTHING?” St�ll he
ma�nta�ned s�lence, and seemed not to have heard me. I wa�ted and
wa�ted. At length I determ�ned to make a f�nal attempt, and plucked
h�m by the sleeve. He muttered someth�ng, and, h�s pen mended, set
about h�s wr�t�ng. There was noth�ng for me to do but to depart. He
and the rest of them are worthy fellows, dearest—that I do not doubt
—but they are also proud, very proud. What have I to do w�th them?
Yet I thought I would wr�te and tell you all about �t. Meanwh�le Emel�a
Ivanov�tch had been encourag�ng me w�th nods and sm�les. He �s a
good soul, and has prom�sed to recommend me to a fr�end of h�s
who l�ves �n V�borska�a Street and lends money. Emel�a declares that
th�s fr�end w�ll certa�nly lend me a l�ttle; so tomorrow, beloved, I am
go�ng to call upon the gentleman �n quest�on.... What do you th�nk
about �t? It would be a p�ty not to obta�n a loan. My landlady �s on the
po�nt of turn�ng me out of doors, and has refused to allow me any



more board. Also, my boots are wear�ng through, and have lost
every button—and I do not possess another pa�r! Could anyone �n a
government off�ce d�splay greater shabb�ness? It �s dreadful, my
Barbara—�t �s s�mply dreadful!

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



August 4th.
MY BELOVED MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—For God’s sake borrow

some money as soon as you can. I would not ask th�s help of you
were �t not for the s�tuat�on �n wh�ch I am placed. Thedora and myself
cannot rema�n any longer �n our present lodg�ngs, for we have been
subjected to great unpleasantness, and you cannot �mag�ne my state
of ag�tat�on and d�smay. The reason �s that th�s morn�ng we rece�ved
a v�s�t from an elderly—almost an old—man whose breast was
studded w�th orders. Greatly surpr�sed, I asked h�m what he wanted
(for at the moment Thedora had gone out shopp�ng); whereupon he
began to quest�on me as to my mode of l�fe and occupat�on, and
then, w�thout wa�t�ng for an answer, �nformed me that he was uncle
to the off�cer of whom you have spoken; that he was very angry w�th
h�s nephew for the way �n wh�ch the latter had behaved, espec�ally
w�th regard to h�s slander�ng of me r�ght and left; and that he, the
uncle, was ready to protect me from the young spendthr�ft’s
�nsolence. Also, he adv�sed me to have noth�ng to say to young
fellows of that stamp, and added that he sympath�sed w�th me as
though he were my own father, and would gladly help me �n any way
he could. At th�s I blushed �n some confus�on, but d�d not greatly
hasten to thank h�m. Next, he took me forc�bly by the hand, and,
tapp�ng my cheek, sa�d that I was very good-look�ng, and that he
greatly l�ked the d�mples �n my face (God only knows what he
meant!). F�nally he tr�ed to k�ss me, on the plea that he was an old
man, the brute! At th�s moment Thedora returned; whereupon, �n
some confus�on, he repeated that he felt a great respect for my
modesty and v�rtue, and that he much w�shed to become acqua�nted
w�th me; after wh�ch he took Thedora as�de, and tr�ed, on some
pretext or another, to g�ve her money (though of course she decl�ned
�t). At last he took h�mself off—aga�n re�terat�ng h�s assurances, and
say�ng that he �ntended to return w�th some earr�ngs as a present;
that he adv�sed me to change my lodg�ngs; and, that he could
recommend me a splend�d flat wh�ch he had �n h�s m�nd’s eye as



l�kely to cost me noth�ng. Yes, he also declared that he greatly l�ked
me for my pur�ty and good sense; that I must beware of d�ssolute
young men; and that he knew Anna Thedorovna, who had charged
h�m to �nform me that she would shortly be v�s�t�ng me �n person.
Upon that, I understood all. What I d�d next I scarcely know, for I had
never before found myself �n such a pos�t�on; but I bel�eve that I
broke all restra�nts, and made the old man feel thoroughly ashamed
of h�mself—Thedora help�ng me �n the task, and well-n�gh turn�ng
h�m neck and crop out of the tenement. Ne�ther of us doubt that th�s
�s Anna Thedorovna’s work—for how otherw�se could the old man
have got to know about us?

Now, therefore, Makar Alex�ev�tch, I turn to you for help. Do not,
for God’s sake, leave me �n th�s pl�ght. Borrow all the money that you
can get, for I have not the wherew�thal to leave these lodg�ngs, yet
cannot poss�bly rema�n �n them any longer. At all events, th�s �s
Thedora’s adv�ce. She and I need at least twenty-f�ve roubles, wh�ch
I w�ll repay you out of what I earn by my work, wh�le Thedora shall
get me add�t�onal work from day to day, so that, �f there be heavy
�nterest to pay on the loan, you shall not be troubled w�th the extra
burden. Nay, I w�ll make over to you all that I possess �f only you w�ll
cont�nue to help me. Truly, I gr�eve to have to trouble you when you
yourself are so hardly s�tuated, but my hopes rest upon you, and
upon you alone. Goodbye, Makar Alex�ev�tch. Th�nk of me, and may
God speed you on your errand!

B.D.



August 4th.
MY BELOVED BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—These unlooked-for

blows have shaken me terr�bly, and these strange calam�t�es have
qu�te broken my sp�r�t. Not content w�th try�ng to br�ng you to a bed of
s�ckness, these l�cksp�ttles and pest�lent old men are try�ng to br�ng
me to the same. And I assure you that they are succeed�ng—I
assure you that they are. Yet I would rather d�e than not help you. If I
cannot help you I SHALL d�e; but, to enable me to help you, you
must flee l�ke a b�rd out of the nest where these owls, these b�rds of
prey, are seek�ng to peck you to death. How d�stressed I feel, my
dearest! Yet how cruel you yourself are! Although you are endur�ng
pa�n and �nsult, although you, l�ttle nestl�ng, are �n agony of sp�r�t, you
actually tell me that �t gr�eves you to d�sturb me, and that you w�ll
work off your debt to me w�th the labour of your own hands! In other
words, you, w�th your weak health, are propos�ng to k�ll yourself �n
order to rel�eve me to term of my f�nanc�al embarrassments! Stop a
moment, and th�nk what you are say�ng. WHY should you sew, and
work, and torture your poor head w�th anx�ety, and spo�l your
beaut�ful eyes, and ru�n your health? Why, �ndeed? Ah, l�ttle Barbara,
l�ttle Barbara! Do you not see that I shall never be any good to you,
never any good to you? At all events, I myself see �t. Yet I WILL help
you �n your d�stress. I WILL overcome every d�ff�culty, I WILL get
extra work to do, I WILL copy out manuscr�pts for authors, I WILL go
to the latter and force them to employ me, I WILL so apply myself to
the work that they shall see that I am a good copy�st (and good
copy�sts, I know, are always �n demand). Thus there w�ll be no need
for you to exhaust your strength, nor w�ll I allow you to do so—I w�ll
not have you carry out your d�sastrous �ntent�on... Yes, l�ttle angel, I
w�ll certa�nly borrow some money. I would rather d�e than not do so.
Merely tell me, my own darl�ng, that I am not to shr�nk from heavy
�nterest, and I w�ll not shr�nk from �t, I w�ll not shr�nk from �t—nay, I
w�ll shr�nk from noth�ng. I w�ll ask for forty roubles, to beg�n w�th. That
w�ll not be much, w�ll �t, l�ttle Barbara? Yet w�ll any one trust me even



w�th that sum at the f�rst ask�ng? Do you th�nk that I am capable of
�nsp�r�ng conf�dence at the f�rst glance? Would the mere s�ght of my
face lead any one to form of me a favourable op�n�on? Have I ever
been able, remember you, to appear to anyone �n a favourable l�ght?
What th�nk you? Personally, I see d�ff�cult�es �n the way, and feel s�ck
at heart at the mere prospect. However, of those forty roubles I mean
to set as�de twenty-f�ve for yourself, two for my landlady, and the
rema�nder for my own spend�ng. Of course, I ought to g�ve more than
two to my landlady, but you must remember my necess�t�es, and see
for yourself that that �s the most that can be ass�gned to her. We
need say no more about �t. For one rouble I shall buy me a new pa�r
of shoes, for I scarcely know whether my old ones w�ll take me to the
off�ce tomorrow morn�ng. Also, a new neck-scarf �s �nd�spensable,
see�ng that the old one has now passed �ts f�rst year; but, s�nce you
have prom�sed to make of your old apron not only a scarf, but also a
sh�rt-front, I need th�nk no more of the art�cle �n quest�on. So much
for shoes and scarves. Next, for buttons. You yourself w�ll agree that
I cannot do w�thout buttons; nor �s there on my garments a s�ngle
hem unfrayed. I tremble when I th�nk that some day h�s Excellency
may perce�ve my unt�d�ness, and say—well, what w�ll he NOT say?
Yet I shall never hear what he says, for I shall have exp�red where I
s�t—exp�red of mere shame at the thought of hav�ng been thus
exposed. Ah, dearest!... Well, my var�ous necess�t�es w�ll have left
me three roubles to go on w�th. Part of th�s sum I shall expend upon
a half-pound of tobacco—for I cannot l�ve w�thout tobacco, and �t �s
n�ne days s�nce I last put a p�pe �nto my mouth. To tell the truth, I
shall buy the tobacco w�thout acqua�nt�ng you w�th the fact, although
I ought not so to do. The p�ty of �t all �s that, wh�le you are depr�v�ng
yourself of everyth�ng, I keep solac�ng myself w�th var�ous amen�t�es
—wh�ch �s why I am tell�ng you th�s, that the pangs of consc�ence
may not torment me. Frankly, I confess that I am �n desperate stra�ts
—�n such stra�ts as I have never yet known. My landlady flouts me,
and I enjoy the respect of no one; my arrears and debts are terr�ble;
and �n the off�ce, though never have I found the place exactly a
parad�se, no one has a s�ngle word to say to me. Yet I h�de, I
carefully h�de, th�s from every one. I would h�de my person �n the
same way, were �t not that da�ly I have to attend the off�ce where I



have to be constantly on my guard aga�nst my fellows. Nevertheless,
merely to be able to CONFESS th�s to you renews my sp�r�tual
strength. We must not th�nk of these th�ngs, Barbara, lest the thought
of them break our courage. I wr�te them down merely to warn you
NOT to th�nk of them, nor to torture yourself w�th b�tter �mag�n�ngs.
Yet, my God, what �s to become of us? Stay where you are unt�l I can
come to you; after wh�ch I shall not return h�ther, but s�mply
d�sappear. Now I have f�n�shed my letter, and must go and shave
myself, �nasmuch as, when that �s done, one always feels more
decent, as well as consorts more eas�ly w�th decency. God speed
me! One prayer to H�m, and I must be off.

M. DIEVUSHKIN.



August 5th.
DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—You must not despa�r. Away

w�th melancholy! I am send�ng you th�rty kopecks �n s�lver, and regret
that I cannot send you more. Buy yourself what you most need unt�l
tomorrow. I myself have almost noth�ng left, and what I am go�ng to
do I know not. Is �t not dreadful, Makar Alex�ev�tch? Yet do not be
downcast—�t �s no good be�ng that. Thedora declares that �t would
not be a bad th�ng �f we were to rema�n �n th�s tenement, s�nce �f we
left �t susp�c�ons would ar�se, and our enem�es m�ght take �t �nto the�r
heads to look for us. On the other hand, I do not th�nk �t would be
well for us to rema�n here. If I were feel�ng less sad I would tell you
my reason.

What a strange man you are, Makar Alex�ev�tch! You take th�ngs
so much to heart that you never know what �t �s to be happy. I read
your letters attent�vely, and can see from them that, though you
worry and d�sturb yourself about me, you never g�ve a thought to
yourself. Yes, every letter tells me that you have a k�nd heart; but I
tell YOU that that heart �s overly k�nd. So I w�ll g�ve you a l�ttle
fr�endly adv�ce, Makar Alex�ev�tch. I am full of grat�tude towards you
—I am �ndeed full for all that you have done for me, I am most
sens�ble of your goodness; but, to th�nk that I should be forced to see
that, �n sp�te of your own troubles (of wh�ch I have been the
�nvoluntary cause), you l�ve for me alone—you l�ve but for MY joys
and MY sorrows and MY affect�on! If you take the affa�rs of another
person so to heart, and suffer w�th her to such an extent, I do not
wonder that you yourself are unhappy. Today, when you came to see
me after off�ce-work was done, I felt afra�d even to ra�se my eyes to
yours, for you looked so pale and desperate, and your face had so
fallen �n. Yes, you were dread�ng to have to tell me of your fa�lure to
borrow money—you were dread�ng to have to gr�eve and alarm me;
but, when you saw that I came very near to sm�l�ng, the load was, I
know, l�fted from your heart. So do not be despondent, do not g�ve



way, but allow more re�n to your better sense. I beg and �mplore th�s
of you, for �t w�ll not be long before you see th�ngs take a turn for the
better. You w�ll but spo�l your l�fe �f you constantly lament another
person’s sorrow. Goodbye, dear fr�end. I beseech you not to be over-
anx�ous about me.

B. D.



August 5th.
MY DARLING LITTLE BARBARA,—Th�s �s well, th�s �s well, my

angel! So you are of op�n�on that the fact that I have fa�led to obta�n
any money does not matter? Then I too am reassured, I too am
happy on your account. Also, I am del�ghted to th�nk that you are not
go�ng to desert your old fr�end, but �ntend to rema�n �n your present
lodg�ngs. Indeed, my heart was overcharged w�th joy when I read �n
your letter those k�ndly words about myself, as well as a not wholly
unmer�ted recogn�t�on of my sent�ments. I say th�s not out of pr�de,
but because now I know how much you love me to be thus sol�c�tous
for my feel�ngs. How good to th�nk that I may speak to you of them!
You b�d me, darl�ng, not be fa�nt-hearted. Indeed, there �s no need
for me to be so. Th�nk, for �nstance, of the pa�r of shoes wh�ch I shall
be wear�ng to the off�ce tomorrow! The fact �s that over-brood�ng
proves the undo�ng of a man—h�s complete undo�ng. What has
saved me �s the fact that �t �s not for myself that I am gr�ev�ng, that I
am suffer�ng, but for YOU. Nor would �t matter to me �n the least that
I should have to walk through the b�tter cold w�thout an overcoat or
boots—I could bear �t, I could well endure �t, for I am a s�mple man �n
my requ�rements; but the po�nt �s—what would people say, what
would every env�ous and host�le tongue excla�m, when I was seen
w�thout an overcoat? It �s for OTHER folk that one wears an overcoat
and boots. In any case, therefore, I should have needed boots to
ma�nta�n my name and reputat�on; to both of wh�ch my ragged
footgear would otherw�se have spelled ru�n. Yes, �t �s so, my beloved,
and you may bel�eve an old man who has had many years of
exper�ence, and knows both the world and mank�nd, rather than a
set of scr�bblers and daubers.

But I have not yet told you �n deta�l how th�ngs have gone w�th me
today. Dur�ng the morn�ng I suffered as much agony of sp�r�t as m�ght
have been exper�enced �n a year. ‘Twas l�ke th�s: F�rst of all, I went
out to call upon the gentleman of whom I have spoken. I started very



early, before go�ng to the off�ce. Ra�n and sleet were fall�ng, and I
hugged myself �n my greatcoat as I walked along. “Lord,” thought I,
“pardon my offences, and send me fulf�lment of all my des�res;” and
as I passed a church I crossed myself, repented of my s�ns, and
rem�nded myself that I was unworthy to hold commun�cat�on w�th the
Lord God. Then I ret�red �nto myself, and tr�ed to look at noth�ng; and
so, walk�ng w�thout not�c�ng the streets, I proceeded on my way.
Everyth�ng had an empty a�r, and everyone whom I met looked
careworn and preoccup�ed, and no wonder, for who would choose to
walk abroad at such an early hour, and �n such weather? Next a
band of ragged workmen met me, and jostled me boor�shly as they
passed; upon wh�ch nervousness overtook me, and I felt uneasy,
and tr�ed hard not to th�nk of the money that was my errand. Near
the Voskresensk� Br�dge my feet began to ache w�th wear�ness, unt�l
I could hardly pull myself along; unt�l presently I met w�th Ermolaev, a
wr�ter �n our off�ce, who, stepp�ng as�de, halted, and followed me w�th
h�s eyes, as though to beg of me a glass of vodka. “Ah, fr�end,”
thought I, “go YOU to your vodka, but what have I to do w�th such
stuff?” Then, sadly weary, I halted for a moment’s rest, and thereafter
dragged myself further on my way. Purposely I kept look�ng about
me for someth�ng upon wh�ch to fasten my thoughts, w�th wh�ch to
d�stract, to encourage myself; but there was noth�ng. Not a s�ngle
�dea could I connect w�th any g�ven object, wh�le, �n add�t�on, my
appearance was so draggled that I felt utterly ashamed of �t. At
length I perce�ved from afar a gabled house that was bu�lt of yellow
wood. Th�s, I thought, must be the res�dence of the Mons�eur Markov
whom Emel�a Ivanov�tch had ment�oned to me as ready to lend
money on �nterest. Half unconsc�ous of what I was do�ng, I asked a
watchman �f he could tell me to whom the house belonged;
whereupon grudg�ngly, and as though he were vexed at someth�ng,
the fellow muttered that �t belonged to one Markov. Are ALL
watchmen so unfeel�ng? Why d�d th�s one reply as he d�d? In any
case I felt d�sagreeably �mpressed, for l�ke always answers to l�ke,
and, no matter what pos�t�on one �s �n, th�ngs �nvar�ably appear to
correspond to �t. Three t�mes d�d I pass the house and walk the
length of the street; unt�l the further I walked, the worse became my
state of m�nd. “No, never, never w�ll he lend me anyth�ng!” I thought



to myself, “He does not know me, and my affa�rs w�ll seem to h�m
r�d�culous, and I shall cut a sorry f�gure. However, let fate dec�de for
me. Only, let Heaven send that I do not afterwards repent me, and
eat out my heart w�th remorse!” Softly I opened the w�cket-gate.
Horrors! A great ragged brute of a watch-dog came fly�ng out at me,
and foam�ng at the mouth, and nearly jump�ng out h�s sk�n! Cur�ous
�s �t to note what l�ttle, tr�v�al �nc�dents w�ll nearly make a man crazy,
and str�ke terror to h�s heart, and ann�h�late the f�rm purpose w�th
wh�ch he has armed h�mself. At all events, I approached the house
more dead than al�ve, and walked stra�ght �nto another catastrophe.
That �s to say, not not�c�ng the sl�pper�ness of the threshold, I
stumbled aga�nst an old woman who was f�ll�ng m�lk-jugs from a pa�l,
and sent the m�lk fly�ng �n every d�rect�on! The fool�sh old dame gave
a start and a cry, and then demanded of me wh�ther I had been
com�ng, and what �t was I wanted; after wh�ch she rated me soundly
for my awkwardness. Always have I found someth�ng of the k�nd
befall me when engaged on errands of th�s nature. It seems to be my
dest�ny �nvar�ably to run �nto someth�ng. Upon that, the no�se and the
commot�on brought out the m�stress of the house—an old beldame
of mean appearance. I addressed myself d�rectly to her: “Does
Mons�eur Markov l�ve here?” was my �nqu�ry. “No,” she repl�ed, and
then stood look�ng at me c�v�lly enough. “But what want you w�th
h�m?” she cont�nued; upon wh�ch I told her about Emel�a Ivanov�tch
and the rest of the bus�ness. As soon as I had f�n�shed, she called
her daughter—a barefooted g�rl �n her teens—and told her to
summon her father from upsta�rs. Meanwh�le, I was shown �nto a
room wh�ch conta�ned several portra�ts of generals on the walls and
was furn�shed w�th a sofa, a large table, and a few pots of
m�gnonette and balsam. “Shall I, or shall I not (come weal, come
woe) take myself off?” was my thought as I wa�ted there. Ah, how I
longed to run away! “Yes,” I cont�nued, “I had better come aga�n
tomorrow, for the weather may then be better, and I shall not have
upset the m�lk, and these generals w�ll not be look�ng at me so
f�ercely.” In fact, I had actually begun to move towards the door when
Mons�eur Markov entered—a grey-headed man w�th th�ev�sh eyes,
and clad �n a d�rty dress�ng-gown fastened w�th a belt. Greet�ngs
over, I stumbled out someth�ng about Emel�a Ivanov�tch and forty



roubles, and then came to a dead halt, for h�s eyes told me that my
errand had been fut�le. “No.” sa�d he, “I have no money. Moreover,
what secur�ty could you offer?” I adm�tted that I could offer none, but
aga�n added someth�ng about Emel�a, as well as about my press�ng
needs. Markov heard me out, and then repeated that he had no
money. “Ah,” thought I, “I m�ght have known th�s—I m�ght have
foreseen �t!” And, to tell the truth, Barbara, I could have w�shed that
the earth had opened under my feet, so ch�lled d�d I feel as he sa�d
what he d�d, so numbed d�d my legs grow as sh�vers began to run
down my back. Thus I rema�ned gaz�ng at h�m wh�le he returned my
gaze w�th a look wh�ch sa�d, “Well now, my fr�end? Why do you not
go s�nce you have no further bus�ness to do here?” Somehow I felt
consc�ence-str�cken. “How �s �t that you are �n such need of money?”
was what he appeared to be ask�ng; whereupon, I opened my mouth
(anyth�ng rather than stand there to no purpose at all!) but found that
he was not even l�sten�ng. “I have no money,” aga�n he sa�d, “or I
would lend you some w�th pleasure.” Several t�mes I repeated that I
myself possessed a l�ttle, and that I would repay any loan from h�m
punctually, most punctually, and that he m�ght charge me what
�nterest he l�ked, s�nce I would meet �t w�thout fa�l. Yes, at that
moment I remembered our m�sfortunes, our necess�t�es, and I
remembered your half-rouble. “No,” sa�d he, “I can lend you noth�ng
w�thout secur�ty,” and cl�nched h�s assurance w�th an oath, the
robber!

How I contr�ved to leave the house and, pass�ng through
V�borska�a Street, to reach the Voskresensk� Br�dge I do not know. I
only remember that I felt terr�bly weary, cold, and starved, and that �t
was ten o’clock before I reached the off�ce. Arr�v�ng, I tr�ed to clean
myself up a l�ttle, but Sn�eg�rev, the porter, sa�d that �t was �mposs�ble
for me to do so, and that I should only spo�l the brush, wh�ch
belonged to the Government. Thus, my darl�ng, do such fellows rate
me lower than the mat on wh�ch they w�pe the�r boots! What �s �t that
w�ll most surely break me? It �s not the want of money, but the
LITTLE worr�es of l�fe—these wh�sper�ngs and nods and jeers. Any
day h�s Excellency h�mself may round upon me. Ah, dearest, my
golden days are gone. Today I have spent �n read�ng your letters



through; and the read�ng of them has made me sad. Goodbye, my
own, and may the Lord watch over you!

M. DIEVUSHKIN.
P.S.—To conceal my sorrow I would have wr�tten th�s letter half

jest�ngly; but, the faculty of jest�ng has not been g�ven me. My one
des�re, however, �s to afford you pleasure. Soon I w�ll come and see
you, dearest. W�thout fa�l I w�ll come and see you.



August 11th.
O Barbara Alex�evna, I am undone—we are both of us undone!

Both of us are lost beyond recall! Everyth�ng �s ru�ned—my
reputat�on, my self-respect, all that I have �n the world! And you as
much as I. Never shall we retr�eve what we have lost. I—I have
brought you to th�s pass, for I have become an outcast, my darl�ng.
Everywhere I am laughed at and desp�sed. Even my landlady has
taken to abus�ng me. Today she overwhelmed me w�th shr�ll
reproaches, and abased me to the level of a hearth-brush. And last
n�ght, when I was �n Rataz�aev’s rooms, one of h�s fr�ends began to
read a scr�bbled note wh�ch I had wr�tten to you, and then
�nadvertently pulled out of my pocket. Oh beloved, what laughter
there arose at the rec�tal! How those scoundrels mocked and der�ded
you and myself! I walked up to them and accused Rataz�aev of
break�ng fa�th. I sa�d that he had played the tra�tor. But he only
repl�ed that I had been the betrayer �n the case, by �ndulg�ng �n
var�ous amours. “You have kept them very dark though, Mr.
Lovelace!” sa�d he—and now I am known everywhere by th�s name
of “Lovelace.” They know EVERYTHING about us, my darl�ng,
EVERYTHING—both about you and your affa�rs and about myself;
and when today I was for send�ng Phaldon� to the bakeshop for
someth�ng or other, he refused to go, say�ng that �t was not h�s
bus�ness. “But you MUST go,” sa�d I. “I w�ll not,” he repl�ed. “You
have not pa�d my m�stress what you owe her, so I am not bound to
run your errands.” At such an �nsult from a raw peasant I lost my
temper, and called h�m a fool; to wh�ch he retorted �n a s�m�lar ve�n.
Upon th�s I thought that he must be drunk, and told h�m so;
whereupon he repl�ed: “WHAT say you that I am? Suppose you
yourself go and sober up, for I know that the other day you went to
v�s�t a woman, and that you got drunk w�th her on two gr�venn�ks.” To
such a pass have th�ngs come! I feel ashamed to be seen al�ve. I
am, as �t were, a man procla�med; I am �n a worse pl�ght even than a



tramp who has lost h�s passport. How m�sfortunes are heap�ng
themselves upon me! I am lost—I am lost for ever!

M. D.



August 13th.
MY BELOVED MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—It �s true that m�sfortune

�s follow�ng upon m�sfortune. I myself scarcely know what to do. Yet,
no matter how you may be fa�r�ng, you must not look for help from
me, for only today I burned my left hand w�th the �ron! At one and the
same moment I dropped the �ron, made a m�stake �n my work, and
burned myself! So now I can no longer work. Also, these three days
past, Thedora has been a�l�ng. My anx�ety �s becom�ng pos�t�vely
torturous. Nevertheless, I send you th�rty kopecks—almost the last
co�ns that I have left to me, much as I should have l�ked to have
helped you more when you are so much �n need. I feel vexed to the
po�nt of weep�ng. Goodbye, dear fr�end of m�ne. You w�ll br�ng me
much comfort �f only you w�ll come and see me today.

B. D.



August 14th.
What �s the matter w�th you, Makar Alex�ev�tch? Surely you cannot

fear the Lord God as you ought to do? You are not only dr�v�ng me to
d�stract�on but also ru�n�ng yourself w�th th�s eternal sol�c�tude for
your reputat�on. You are a man of honour, nob�l�ty of character, and
self-respect, as everyone knows; yet, at any moment, you are ready
to d�e w�th shame! Surely you should have more cons�derat�on for
your grey ha�rs. No, the fear of God has departed from you. Thedora
has told you that �t �s out of my power to render you anymore help.
See, therefore, to what a pass you have brought me! Probably you
th�nk �t �s noth�ng to me that you should behave so badly; probably
you do not real�se what you have made me suffer. I dare not set foot
on the sta�rcase here, for �f I do so I am stared at, and po�nted at,
and spoken about �n the most horr�ble manner. Yes, �t �s even sa�d of
me that I am “un�ted to a drunkard.” What a th�ng to hear! And
whenever you are brought home drunk folk say, “They are carry�ng �n
that tch�novn�k.” THAT �s not the proper way to make me help you. I
swear that I MUST leave th�s place, and go and get work as a cook
or a laundress. It �s �mposs�ble for me to stay here. Long ago I wrote
and asked you to come and see me, yet you have not come. Truly
my tears and prayers must mean NOTHING to you, Makar
Alex�ev�tch! Whence, too, d�d you get the money for your
debauchery? For the love of God be more careful of yourself, or you
w�ll be ru�ned. How shameful, how abom�nable of you! So the
landlady would not adm�t you last n�ght, and you spent the n�ght on
the doorstep? Oh, I know all about �t. Yet �f only you could have seen
my agony when I heard the news!... Come and see me, Makar
Alex�ev�tch, and we w�ll once more be happy together. Yes, we w�ll
read together, and talk of old t�mes, and Thedora shall tell you of her
p�lgr�mages �n former days. For God’s sake beloved, do not ru�n both
yourself and me. I l�ve for you alone; �t �s for your sake alone that I
am st�ll here. Be your better self once more—the self wh�ch st�ll can
rema�n f�rm �n the face of m�sfortune. Poverty �s no cr�me; always



remember that. After all, why should we despa�r? Our present
d�ff�cult�es w�ll pass away, and God w�ll r�ght us. Only be brave. I
send you two gr�venn�ks for the purchase of some tobacco or
anyth�ng else that you need; but, for the love of heaven, do not
spend the money fool�shly. Come you and see me soon; come
w�thout fa�l. Perhaps you may be ashamed to meet me, as you were
before, but you NEED not feel l�ke that—such shame would be
m�splaced. Only do br�ng w�th you s�ncere repentance and trust �n
God, who orders all th�ngs for the best.

B. D.



August 19th.
MY DEAREST BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,-Yes, I AM ashamed to

meet you, my darl�ng—I AM ashamed. At the same t�me, what �s
there �n all th�s? Why should we not be cheerful aga�n? Why should I
m�nd the soles of my feet com�ng through my boots? The sole of
one’s foot �s a mere bagatelle—�t w�ll never be anyth�ng but just a
base, d�rty sole. And shoes do not matter, e�ther. The Greek sages
used to walk about w�thout them, so why should we coddle ourselves
w�th such th�ngs? Yet why, also, should I be �nsulted and desp�sed
because of them? Tell Thedora that she �s a rubb�shy, t�resome,
gabbl�ng old woman, as well as an �nexpress�bly fool�sh one. As for
my grey ha�rs, you are qu�te wrong about them, �nasmuch as I am
not such an old man as you th�nk. Emel�a sends you h�s greet�ng.
You wr�te that you are �n great d�stress, and have been weep�ng.
Well, I too am �n great d�stress, and have been weep�ng. Nay, nay. I
w�sh you the best of health and happ�ness, even as I am well and
happy myself, so long as I may rema�n, my darl�ng,—Your fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



August 21st.
MY DEAR AND KIND BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—I feel that I am

gu�lty, I feel that I have s�nned aga�nst you. Yet also I feel, from what
you say, that �t �s no use for me so to feel. Even before I had s�nned I
felt as I do now; but I gave way to despa�r, and the more so as
recogn�sed my fault. Darl�ng, I am not cruel or hardhearted. To rend
your l�ttle soul would be the act of a blood-th�rsty t�ger, whereas I
have the heart of a sheep. You yourself know that I am not add�cted
to bloodth�rst�ness, and therefore that I cannot really be gu�lty of the
fault �n quest�on, see�ng that ne�ther my m�nd nor my heart have
part�c�pated �n �t. Nor can I understand where�n the gu�lt l�es. To me �t
�s all a mystery. When you sent me those th�rty kopecks, and
thereafter those two gr�venn�ks, my heart sank w�th�n me as I looked
at the poor l�ttle money. To th�nk that though you had burned your
hand, and would soon be hungry, you could wr�te to me that I was to
buy tobacco! What was I to do? Remorselessly to rob you, an
orphan, as any br�gand m�ght do? I felt greatly depressed, dearest.
That �s to say, persuaded that I should never do any good w�th my
l�fe, and that I was �nfer�or even to the sole of my own boot, I took �t
�nto my head that �t was absurd for me to asp�re at all—rather, that I
ought to account myself a d�sgrace and an abom�nat�on. Once a man
has lost h�s self-respect, and has dec�ded to abjure h�s better
qual�t�es and human d�gn�ty, he falls headlong, and cannot choose
but do so. It �s decreed of fate, and therefore I am not gu�lty �n th�s
respect. That even�ng I went out merely to get a breath of fresh a�r,
but one th�ng followed another—the weather was cold, all nature was
look�ng mournful, and I had fallen �n w�th Emel�a. Th�s man had spent
everyth�ng that he possessed, and, at the t�me I met h�m, had not for
two days tasted a crust of bread. He had tr�ed to ra�se money by
pawn�ng, but what art�cles he had for the purpose had been refused
by the pawnbrokers. It was more from sympathy for a fellow-man
than from any l�k�ng for the �nd�v�dual that I y�elded. That �s how the
fault arose, dearest. He spoke of you, and I m�ngled my tears w�th



h�s. Yes, he �s a man of k�nd, k�nd heart—a man of deep feel�ng. I
often feel as he d�d, dearest, and, �n add�t�on, I know how beholden
to you I am. As soon as ever I got to know you I began both to
real�se myself and to love you; for unt�l you came �nto my l�fe I had
been a lonely man—I had been, as �t were, asleep rather than al�ve.
In former days my rascally colleagues used to tell me that I was unf�t
even to be seen; �n fact, they so d�sl�ked me that at length I began to
d�sl�ke myself, for, be�ng frequently told that I was stup�d, I began to
bel�eve that I really was so. But the �nstant that YOU came �nto my
l�fe, you l�ghtened the dark places �n �t, you l�ghtened both my heart
and my soul. Gradually, I ga�ned rest of sp�r�t, unt�l I had come to see
that I was no worse than other men, and that, though I had ne�ther
style nor br�ll�ancy nor pol�sh, I was st�ll a MAN as regards my
thoughts and feel�ngs. But now, alas! pursued and scorned of fate, I
have aga�n allowed myself to abjure my own d�gn�ty. Oppressed of
m�sfortune, I have lost my courage. Here �s my confess�on to you,
dearest. W�th tears I beseech you not to �nqu�re further �nto the
matter, for my heart �s break�ng, and l�fe has grown �ndeed hard and
b�tter for me—Beloved, I offer you my respect, and rema�n ever your
fa�thful fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.





September 3rd.
The reason why I d�d not f�n�sh my last letter, Makar Alex�ev�tch,

was that I found �t so d�ff�cult to wr�te. There are moments when I am
glad to be alone—to gr�eve and rep�ne w�thout any one to share my
sorrow: and those moments are beg�nn�ng to come upon me w�th
ever-�ncreas�ng frequency. Always �n my rem�n�scences I f�nd
someth�ng wh�ch �s �nexpl�cable, yet strongly attract�ve—so much so
that for hours together I rema�n �nsens�ble to my surround�ngs,
obl�v�ous of real�ty. Indeed, �n my present l�fe there �s not a s�ngle
�mpress�on that I encounter—pleasant or the reverse—wh�ch does
not recall to my m�nd someth�ng of a s�m�lar nature �n the past. More
part�cularly �s th�s the case w�th regard to my ch�ldhood, my golden
ch�ldhood. Yet such moments always leave me depressed. They
render me weak, and exhaust my powers of fancy; w�th the result
that my health, already not good, grows stead�ly worse.

However, th�s morn�ng �t �s a f�ne, fresh, cloudless day, such as we
seldom get �n autumn. The a�r has rev�ved me and I greet �t w�th joy.
Yet to th�nk that already the fall of the year has come! How I used to
love the country �n autumn! Then but a ch�ld, I was yet a sens�t�ve
be�ng who loved autumn even�ngs better than autumn morn�ngs. I
remember how bes�de our house, at the foot of a h�ll, there lay a
large pond, and how the pond—I can see �t even now!—shone w�th a
broad, level surface that was as clear as crystal. On st�ll even�ngs
th�s pond would be at rest, and not a rustle would d�sturb the trees
wh�ch grew on �ts banks and overhung the mot�onless expanse of
water. How fresh �t used to seem, yet how cold! The dew would be
fall�ng upon the turf, l�ghts would be beg�nn�ng to sh�ne forth from the
huts on the pond’s marg�n, and the cattle would be wend�ng the�r
way home. Then qu�etly I would sl�p out of the house to look at my
beloved pond, and forget myself �n contemplat�on. Here and there a
f�sherman’s bundle of brushwood would be burn�ng at the water’s
edge, and send�ng �ts l�ght far and w�de over the surface. Above, the



sky would be of a cold blue colour, save for a fr�nge of flame-
coloured streaks on the hor�zon that kept turn�ng ever paler and
paler; and when the moon had come out there would be wafted
through the l�mp�d a�r the sounds of a fr�ghtened b�rd flutter�ng, of a
bulrush rubb�ng aga�nst �ts fellows �n the gentle breeze, and of a f�sh
r�s�ng w�th a splash. Over the dark water there would gather a th�n,
transparent m�st; and though, �n the d�stance, n�ght would be
loom�ng, and seem�ngly envelop�ng the ent�re hor�zon, everyth�ng
closer at hand would be stand�ng out as though shaped w�th a ch�sel
—banks, boats, l�ttle �slands, and all. Bes�de the marg�n a derel�ct
barrel would be turn�ng over and over �n the water; a sw�tch of
laburnum, w�th yellow�ng leaves, would go meander�ng through the
reeds; and a belated gull would flutter up, d�ve aga�n �nto the cold
depths, r�se once more, and d�sappear �nto the m�st. How I would
watch and l�sten to these th�ngs! How strangely good they all would
seem! But I was a mere �nfant �n those days—a mere ch�ld.

Yes, truly I loved autumn-t�de—the late autumn when the crops are
garnered, and f�eld work �s ended, and the even�ng gather�ngs �n the
huts have begun, and everyone �s awa�t�ng w�nter. Then does
everyth�ng become more myster�ous, the sky frowns w�th clouds,
yellow leaves strew the paths at the edge of the naked forest, and
the forest �tself turns black and blue—more espec�ally at event�de
when damp fog �s spread�ng and the trees gl�mmer �n the depths l�ke
g�ants, l�ke formless, we�rd phantoms. Perhaps one may be out late,
and had got separated from one’s compan�ons. Oh horrors!
Suddenly one starts and trembles as one seems to see a strange-
look�ng be�ng peer�ng from out of the darkness of a hollow tree, wh�le
all the wh�le the w�nd �s moan�ng and rattl�ng and howl�ng through the
forest—moan�ng w�th a hungry sound as �t str�ps the leaves from the
bare boughs, and wh�rls them �nto the a�r. H�gh over the tree-tops, �n
a w�despread, tra�l�ng, no�sy crew, there fly, w�th resound�ng cr�es,
flocks of b�rds wh�ch seem to darken and overlay the very heavens.
Then a strange feel�ng comes over one, unt�l one seems to hear the
vo�ce of some one wh�sper�ng: “Run, run, l�ttle ch�ld! Do not be out
late, for th�s place w�ll soon have become dreadful! Run, l�ttle ch�ld!
Run!” And at the words terror w�ll possess one’s soul, and one w�ll
rush and rush unt�l one’s breath �s spent—unt�l, pant�ng, one has



reached home. At home, however, all w�ll look br�ght and bustl�ng as
we ch�ldren are set to shell peas or popp�es, and the damp tw�gs
crackle �n the stove, and our mother comes to look fondly at our
work, and our old nurse, Il�ana, tells us stor�es of bygone days, or
terr�ble legends concern�ng w�zards and dead men. At the rec�tal we
l�ttle ones w�ll press closer to one another, yet sm�le as we do so;
when suddenly, everyone becomes s�lent. Surely somebody has
knocked at the door?... But nay, nay; �t �s only the sound of
Frolovna’s sp�nn�ng-wheel. What shouts of laughter ar�se! Later one
w�ll be unable to sleep for fear of the strange dreams wh�ch come to
v�s�t one; or, �f one falls asleep, one w�ll soon wake aga�n, and, afra�d
to st�r, l�e quak�ng under the coverlet unt�l dawn. And �n the morn�ng,
one w�ll ar�se as fresh as a lark and look at the w�ndow, and see the
f�elds overla�d w�th hoarfrost, and f�ne �c�cles hang�ng from the naked
branches, and the pond covered over w�th �ce as th�n as paper, and
a wh�te steam r�s�ng from the surface, and b�rds fly�ng overhead w�th
cheerful cr�es. Next, as the sun r�ses, he throws h�s gl�tter�ng beams
everywhere, and melts the th�n, glassy �ce unt�l the whole scene has
come to look br�ght and clear and exh�larat�ng; and as the f�re beg�ns
to crackle aga�n �n the stove, we s�t down to the tea-urn, wh�le,
ch�lled w�th the n�ght cold, our black dog, Polkan, w�ll look �n at us
through the w�ndow, and wag h�s ta�l w�th a cheerful a�r. Presently, a
peasant w�ll pass the w�ndow �n h�s cart bound for the forest to cut
f�rewood, and the whole party w�ll feel merry and contented together.
Abundant gra�n l�es stored �n the byres, and great stacks of wheat
are glow�ng comfortably �n the morn�ng sunl�ght. Everyone �s qu�et
and happy, for God has blessed us w�th a bounteous harvest, and
we know that there w�ll be abundance of food for the w�ntert�de. Yes,
the peasant may rest assured that h�s fam�ly w�ll not want for aught.
Song and dance w�ll ar�se at n�ght from the v�llage g�rls, and on
fest�val days everyone w�ll repa�r to God’s house to thank H�m w�th
grateful tears for what He has done.... Ah, a golden t�me was my
t�me of ch�ldhood!...

Carr�ed away by these memor�es, I could weep l�ke a ch�ld.
Everyth�ng, everyth�ng comes back so clearly to my recollect�on! The
past stands out so v�v�dly before me! Yet �n the present everyth�ng
looks d�m and dark! How w�ll �t all end?—how? Do you know, I have



a feel�ng, a sort of sure premon�t�on, that I am go�ng to d�e th�s
com�ng autumn; for I feel terr�bly, oh so terr�bly �ll! Often do I th�nk of
death, yet feel that I should not l�ke to d�e here and be la�d to rest �n
the so�l of St. Petersburg. Once more I have had to take to my bed,
as I d�d last spr�ng, for I have never really recovered. Indeed I feel so
depressed! Thedora has gone out for the day, and I am alone. For a
long wh�le past I have been afra�d to be left by myself, for I keep
fancy�ng that there �s someone else �n the room, and that that
someone �s speak�ng to me. Espec�ally do I fancy th�s when I have
gone off �nto a rever�e, and then suddenly awoken from �t, and am
feel�ng bew�ldered. That �s why I have made th�s letter such a long
one; for, when I am wr�t�ng, the mood passes away. Goodbye. I have
ne�ther t�me nor paper left for more, and must close. Of the money
wh�ch I saved to buy a new dress and hat, there rema�ns but a s�ngle
rouble; but, I am glad that you have been able to pay your landlady
two roubles, for they w�ll keep her tongue qu�et for a t�me. And you
must repa�r your wardrobe.

Goodbye once more. I am so t�red! Nor can I th�nk why I am
grow�ng so weak—why �t �s that even the smallest task now wear�es
me? Even �f work should come my way, how am I to do �t? That �s
what worr�es me above all th�ngs.

B. D.



September 5th.
MY BELOVED BARBARA,—Today I have undergone a var�ety of

exper�ences. In the f�rst place, my head has been ach�ng, and
towards even�ng I went out to get a breath of fresh a�r along the
Fontanka Canal. The weather was dull and damp, and even by s�x
o’clock, darkness had begun to set �n. True, ra�n was not actually
fall�ng, but only a m�st l�ke ra�n, wh�le the sky was streaked w�th
masses of tra�l�ng cloud. Crowds of people were hurry�ng along
Naberezhna�a Street, w�th faces that looked strange and dejected.
There were drunken peasants; snub-nosed old harr�dans �n sl�ppers;
bareheaded art�sans; cab dr�vers; every spec�es of beggar; boys; a
locksm�th’s apprent�ce �n a str�ped smock, w�th lean, emac�ated
features wh�ch seemed to have been washed �n ranc�d o�l; an ex-
sold�er who was offer�ng penkn�ves and copper r�ngs for sale; and so
on, and so on. It was the hour when one would expect to meet no
other folk than these. And what a quant�ty of boats there were on the
canal. It made one wonder how they could all f�nd room there. On
every br�dge were old women sell�ng damp g�ngerbread or w�thered
apples, and every woman looked as damp and d�rty as her wares. In
short, the Fontanka �s a sadden�ng spot for a walk, for there �s wet
gran�te under one’s feet, and tall, d�ngy bu�ld�ngs on e�ther s�de of
one, and wet m�st below and wet m�st above. Yes, all was dark and
gloomy there th�s even�ng.

By the t�me I had returned to Gorokhova�a Street darkness had
fallen and the lamps had been l�t. However, I d�d not l�nger long �n
that part�cular spot, for Gorokhova�a Street �s too no�sy a place. But
what sumptuous shops and stores �t conta�ns! Everyth�ng sparkles
and gl�tters, and the w�ndows are full of noth�ng but br�ght colours
and mater�als and hats of d�fferent shapes. One m�ght th�nk that they
were decked merely for d�splay; but no,—people buy these th�ngs,
and g�ve them to the�r w�ves! Yes, �t IS a sumptuous place. Hordes of
German hucksters are there, as well as qu�te respectable traders.



And the quant�t�es of carr�ages wh�ch pass along the street! One
marvels that the pavement can support so many splend�d veh�cles,
w�th w�ndows l�ke crystal, l�n�ngs made of s�lk and velvet, and
lacqueys dressed �n epaulets and wear�ng swords! Into some of
them I glanced, and saw that they conta�ned lad�es of var�ous ages.
Perhaps they were pr�ncesses and countesses! Probably at that hour
such folk would be hasten�ng to balls and other gather�ngs. In fact, �t
was �nterest�ng to be able to look so closely at a pr�ncess or a great
lady. They were all very f�ne. At all events, I had never before seen
such persons as I beheld �n those carr�ages....

Then I thought of you. Ah, my own, my darl�ng, �t �s often that I
th�nk of you and feel my heart s�nk. How �s �t that YOU are so
unfortunate, Barbara? How �s �t that YOU are so much worse off than
other people? In my eyes you are k�nd-hearted, beaut�ful, and clever
—why, then, has such an ev�l fate fallen to your lot? How comes �t
that you are left desolate—you, so good a human be�ng! Wh�le to
others happ�ness comes w�thout an �nv�tat�on at all? Yes, I know—I
know �t well—that I ought not to say �t, for to do so savours of free-
thought; but why should that raven, Fate, croak out upon the
fortunes of one person wh�le she �s yet �n her mother’s womb, wh�le
another person �t perm�ts to go forth �n happ�ness from the home
wh�ch has reared her? To even an �d�ot of an Ivanushka such
happ�ness �s somet�mes granted. “You, you fool Ivanushka,” says
Fate, “shall succeed to your grandfather’s money-bags, and eat,
dr�nk, and be merry; whereas YOU (such and such another one)
shall do no more than l�ck the d�sh, s�nce that �s all that you are good
for.” Yes, I know that �t �s wrong to hold such op�n�ons, but
�nvoluntar�ly the s�n of so do�ng grows upon one’s soul.
Nevertheless, �t �s you, my darl�ng, who ought to be r�d�ng �n one of
those carr�ages. Generals would have come seek�ng your favour,
and, �nstead of be�ng clad �n a humble cotton dress, you would have
been walk�ng �n s�lken and golden att�re. Then you would not have
been th�n and wan as now, but fresh and plump and rosy-cheeked as
a f�gure on a sugar-cake. Then should I too have been happy—
happy �f only I could look at your l�ghted w�ndows from the street,
and watch your shadow—happy �f only I could th�nk that you were
well and happy, my sweet l�ttle b�rd! Yet how are th�ngs �n real�ty? Not



only have ev�l folk brought you to ru�n, but there comes also an old
rascal of a l�bert�ne to �nsult you! Just because he struts about �n a
frockcoat, and can ogle you through a gold-mounted lorgnette, the
brute th�nks that everyth�ng w�ll fall �nto h�s hands—that you are
bound to l�sten to h�s �nsult�ng condescens�on! Out upon h�m! But
why �s th�s? It �s because you are an orphan, �t �s because you are
unprotected, �t �s because you have no powerful fr�end to afford you
the decent support wh�ch �s your due. WHAT do such facts matter to
a man or to men to whom the �nsult�ng of an orphan �s an offence
allowed? Such fellows are not men at all, but mere verm�n, no matter
what they th�nk themselves to be. Of that I am certa�n. Why, an
organ-gr�nder whom I met �n Gorokhova�a Street would �nsp�re more
respect than they do, for at least he walks about all day, and suffers
hunger—at least he looks for a stray, superfluous groat to earn h�m
subs�stence, and �s, therefore, a true gentleman, �n that he supports
h�mself. To beg alms he would be ashamed; and, moreover, he
works for the benef�t of mank�nd just as does a factory mach�ne. “So
far as �n me l�es,” says he, “I w�ll g�ve you pleasure.” True, he �s a
pauper, and noth�ng but a pauper; but, at least he �s an
HONOURABLE pauper. Though t�red and hungry, he st�ll goes on
work�ng—work�ng �n h�s own pecul�ar fash�on, yet st�ll do�ng honest
labour. Yes, many a decent fellow whose labour may be
d�sproport�onate to �ts ut�l�ty pulls the forelock to no one, and begs
h�s bread of no one. I myself resemble that organ-gr�nder. That �s to
say, though not exactly he, I resemble h�m �n th�s respect, that I work
accord�ng to my capab�l�t�es, and so far as �n me l�es. More could be
asked of no one; nor ought I to be adjudged to do more.

Apropos of the organ-gr�nder, I may tell you, dearest, that today I
exper�enced a double m�sfortune. As I was look�ng at the gr�nder,
certa�n thoughts entered my head and I stood wrapped �n a rever�e.
Some cabmen also had halted at the spot, as well as a young g�rl,
w�th a yet smaller g�rl who was dressed �n rags and tatters. These
people had halted there to l�sten to the organ-gr�nder, who was
play�ng �n front of some one’s w�ndows. Next, I caught s�ght of a l�ttle
urch�n of about ten—a boy who would have been good-look�ng but
for the fact that h�s face was p�nched and s�ckly. Almost barefooted,
and clad only �n a sh�rt, he was stand�ng agape to l�sten to the mus�c



—a p�t�ful ch�ld�sh f�gure. Nearer to the gr�nder a few more urch�ns
were danc�ng, but �n the case of th�s lad h�s hands and feet looked
numbed, and he kept b�t�ng the end of h�s sleeve and sh�ver�ng. Also,
I not�ced that �n h�s hands he had a paper of some sort. Presently a
gentleman came by, and tossed the gr�nder a small co�n, wh�ch fell
stra�ght �nto a box adorned w�th a representat�on of a Frenchman
and some lad�es. The �nstant he heard the rattle of the co�n, the boy
started, looked t�m�dly round, and ev�dently made up h�s m�nd that I
had thrown the money; whereupon, he ran to me w�th h�s l�ttle hands
all shak�ng, and sa�d �n a tremulous vo�ce as he proffered me h�s
paper: “Pl-please s�gn th�s.” I turned over the paper, and saw that
there was wr�tten on �t what �s usual under such c�rcumstances.
“K�nd fr�ends I am a s�ck mother w�th three hungry ch�ldren. Pray
help me. Though soon I shall be dead, yet, �f you w�ll not forget my
l�ttle ones �n th�s world, ne�ther w�ll I forget you �n the world that �s to
come.” The th�ng seemed clear enough; �t was a matter of l�fe and
death. Yet what was I to g�ve the lad? Well, I gave h�m noth�ng. But
my heart ached for h�m. I am certa�n that, sh�ver�ng w�th cold though
he was, and perhaps hungry, the poor lad was not ly�ng. No, no, he
was not ly�ng. The shameful po�nt �s that so many mothers take no
care of the�r ch�ldren, but send them out, half-clad, �nto the cold.
Perhaps th�s lad’s mother also was a feckless old woman, and
devo�d of character? Or perhaps she had no one to work for her, but
was forced to s�t w�th her legs crossed—a ver�table �nval�d? Or
perhaps she was just an old rogue who was �n the hab�t of send�ng
out p�nched and hungry boys to dece�ve the publ�c? What would
such a boy learn from begg�ng letters? H�s heart would soon be
rendered callous, for, as he ran about begg�ng, people would pass
h�m by and g�ve h�m noth�ng. Yes, the�r hearts would be as stone,
and the�r repl�es rough and harsh. “Away w�th you!” they would say.
“You are seek�ng but to tr�ck us.” He would hear that from every one,
and h�s heart would grow hard, and he would sh�ver �n va�n w�th the
cold, l�ke some poor l�ttle fledgl�ng that has fallen out of the nest. H�s
hands and feet would be freez�ng, and h�s breath com�ng w�th
d�ff�culty; unt�l, look you, he would beg�n to cough, and d�sease, l�ke
an unclean paras�te, would worm �ts way �nto h�s breast unt�l death
�tself had overtaken h�m—overtaken h�m �n some foet�d corner



whence there was no chance of escape. Yes, that �s what h�s l�fe
would become. There are many such cases. Ah, Barbara, �t �s hard
to hear “For Chr�st’s sake!” and yet pass the suppl�ant by and g�ve
noth�ng, or say merely: “May the Lord g�ve unto you!” Of course,
SOME suppl�cat�ons mean noth�ng (for suppl�cat�ons d�ffer greatly �n
character). Occas�onally suppl�cat�ons are long, drawn-out and
drawl�ng, stereotyped and mechan�cal—they are purely begg�ng
suppl�cat�ons. Requests of th�s k�nd �t �s less hard to refuse, for they
are purely profess�onal and of long stand�ng. “The beggar �s
overdo�ng �t,” one th�nks to oneself. “He knows the tr�ck too well.” But
there are other suppl�cat�ons wh�ch vo�ce a strange, hoarse,
unaccustomed note, l�ke that today when I took the poor boy’s paper.
He had been stand�ng by the kerbstone w�thout speak�ng to anybody
—save that at last to myself he sa�d, “For the love of Chr�st g�ve me
a groat!” �n a vo�ce so hoarse and broken that I started, and felt a
queer sensat�on �n my heart, although I d�d not g�ve h�m a groat.
Indeed, I had not a groat on me. R�ch folk d�sl�ke hear�ng poor
people compla�n of the�r poverty. “They d�sturb us,” they say, “and
are �mpert�nent as well. Why should poverty be so �mpert�nent? Why
should �ts hungry moans prevent us from sleep�ng?”

To tell you the truth, my darl�ng, I have wr�tten the forego�ng not
merely to rel�eve my feel�ngs, but, also, st�ll more, to g�ve you an
example of the excellent style �n wh�ch I can wr�te. You yourself w�ll
recogn�se that my style was formed long ago, but of late such f�ts of
despondency have se�zed upon me that my style has begun to
correspond to my feel�ngs; and though I know that such
correspondence ga�ns one l�ttle, �t at least renders one a certa�n
just�ce. For not unfrequently �t happens that, for some reason or
another, one feels abased, and �ncl�ned to value oneself at noth�ng,
and to account oneself lower than a d�shclout; but th�s merely ar�ses
from the fact that at the t�me one �s feel�ng harassed and depressed,
l�ke the poor boy who today asked of me alms. Let me tell you an
allegory, dearest, and do you hearken to �t. Often, as I hasten to the
off�ce �n the morn�ng, I look around me at the c�ty—I watch �t
awak�ng, gett�ng out of bed, l�ght�ng �ts f�res, cook�ng �ts breakfast,
and becom�ng vocal; and at the s�ght, I beg�n to feel smaller, as
though some one had dealt me a rap on my �nqu�s�t�ve nose. Yes, at



such t�mes I sl�nk along w�th a sense of utter hum�l�at�on �n my heart.
For one would have but to see what �s pass�ng w�th�n those great,
black, gr�my houses of the cap�tal, and to penetrate w�th�n the�r walls,
for one at once to real�se what good reason there �s for self-
depredat�on and heart-search�ng. Of course, you w�ll note that I am
speak�ng f�gurat�vely rather than l�terally.

Let us look at what �s pass�ng w�th�n those houses. In some d�ngy
corner, perhaps, �n some damp kennel wh�ch �s supposed to be a
room, an art�san has just awakened from sleep. All n�ght he has
dreamt—IF such an �ns�gn�f�cant fellow �s capable of dream�ng?—
about the shoes wh�ch last n�ght he mechan�cally cut out. He �s a
master-shoemaker, you see, and therefore able to th�nk of noth�ng
but h�s one subject of �nterest. Nearby are some squall�ng ch�ldren
and a hungry w�fe. Nor �s he the only man that has to greet the day
�n th�s fash�on. Indeed, the �nc�dent would be noth�ng—�t would not
be worth wr�t�ng about, save for another c�rcumstance. In that same
house ANOTHER person—a person of great wealth—may also have
been dream�ng of shoes; but, of shoes of a very d�fferent pattern and
fash�on (�n a manner of speak�ng, �f you understand my metaphor,
we are all of us shoemakers). Th�s, aga�n, would be noth�ng, were �t
not that the r�ch person has no one to wh�sper �n h�s ear: “Why dost
thou th�nk of such th�ngs? Why dost thou th�nk of thyself alone, and
l�ve only for thyself—thou who art not a shoemaker? THY ch�ldren
are not a�l�ng. THY w�fe �s not hungry. Look around thee. Can’st thou
not f�nd a subject more f�tt�ng for thy thoughts than thy shoes?” That
�s what I want to say to you �n allegor�cal language, Barbara. Maybe
�t savours a l�ttle of free-thought, dearest; but, such �deas WILL keep
ar�s�ng �n my m�nd and f�nd�ng utterance �n �mpetuous speech. Why,
therefore, should one not value oneself at a groat as one l�stens �n
fear and trembl�ng to the roar and turmo�l of the c�ty? Maybe you
th�nk that I am exaggerat�ng th�ngs—that th�s �s a mere wh�m of
m�ne, or that I am quot�ng from a book? No, no, Barbara. You may
rest assured that �t �s not so. Exaggerat�on I abhor, w�th wh�ms I have
noth�ng to do, and of quotat�on I am gu�ltless.

I arr�ved home today �n a melancholy mood. S�tt�ng down to the
table, I had warmed myself some tea, and was about to dr�nk a
second glass of �t, when there entered Gorshkov, the poor lodger.



Already, th�s morn�ng, I had not�ced that he was hover�ng around the
other lodgers, and also seem�ng to want to speak to myself. In
pass�ng I may say that h�s c�rcumstances are �nf�n�tely worse than
my own; for, only th�nk of �t, he has a w�fe and ch�ldren! Indeed, �f I
were he, I do not know what I should do. Well, he entered my room,
and bowed to me w�th the pus stand�ng, as usual, �n drops on h�s
eyelashes, h�s feet shuffl�ng about, and h�s tongue unable, at f�rst, to
art�culate a word. I mot�oned h�m to a cha�r (�t was a d�lap�dated
enough one, but I had no other), and asked h�m to have a glass of
tea. To th�s he demurred—for qu�te a long t�me he demurred, but at
length he accepted the offer. Next, he was for dr�nk�ng the tea
w�thout sugar, and renewed h�s excuses, but upon the sugar I
�ns�sted. After long res�stance and many refusals, he DID consent to
take some, but only the smallest poss�ble lump; after wh�ch, he
assured me that h�s tea was perfectly sweet. To what depths of
hum�l�ty can poverty reduce a man! “Well, what �s �t, my good s�r?” I
�nqu�red of h�m; whereupon he repl�ed: “It �s th�s, Makar Alex�ev�tch.
You have once before been my benefactor. Pray aga�n show me the
char�ty of God, and ass�st my unfortunate fam�ly. My w�fe and
ch�ldren have noth�ng to eat. To th�nk that a father should have to say
th�s!” I was about to speak aga�n when he �nterrupted me. “You see,”
he cont�nued, “I am afra�d of the other lodgers here. That �s to say, I
am not so much afra�d of, as ashamed to address them, for they are
a proud, conce�ted lot of men. Nor would I have troubled even you,
my fr�end and former benefactor, were �t not that I know that you
yourself have exper�enced m�sfortune and are �n debt; wherefore, I
have ventured to come and make th�s request of you, �n that I know
you not only to be k�nd-hearted, but also to be �n need, and for that
reason the more l�kely to sympath�se w�th me �n my d�stress.” To th�s
he added an apology for h�s awkwardness and presumpt�on. I repl�ed
that, glad though I should have been to serve h�m, I had noth�ng,
absolutely noth�ng, at my d�sposal. “Ah, Makar Alex�ev�tch,” he went
on, “surely �t �s not much that I am ask�ng of you? My-my w�fe and
ch�ldren are starv�ng. C-could you not afford me just a gr�venn�k?” At
that my heart contracted, “How these people put me to shame!”
thought I. But I had only twenty kopecks left, and upon them I had
been count�ng for meet�ng my most press�ng requ�rements. “No,



good s�r, I cannot,” sa�d I. “Well, what you w�ll,” he pers�sted.
“Perhaps ten kopecks?” Well I got out my cash-box, and gave h�m
the twenty. It was a good deed. To th�nk that such poverty should
ex�st! Then I had some further talk w�th h�m. “How �s �t,” I asked h�m,
“that, though you are �n such stra�ts, you have h�red a room at f�ve
roubles?” He repl�ed that though, when he engaged the room s�x
months ago, he pa�d three months’ rent �n advance, h�s affa�rs had
subsequently turned out badly, and never r�ghted themselves s�nce.
You see, Barbara, he was sued at law by a merchant who had
defrauded the Treasury �n the matter of a contract. When the fraud
was d�scovered the merchant was prosecuted, but the transact�ons
�n wh�ch he had engaged �nvolved Gorshkov, although the latter had
been gu�lty only of negl�gence, want of prudence, and culpable
�nd�fference to the Treasury’s �nterests. True, the affa�r had taken
place some years ago, but var�ous obstacles had s�nce comb�ned to
thwart Gorshkov. “Of the d�sgrace put upon me,” sa�d he to me, “I am
�nnocent. True, I to a certa�n extent d�sobeyed orders, but never d�d I
comm�t theft or embezzlement.” Nevertheless the affa�r lost h�m h�s
character. He was d�sm�ssed the serv�ce, and though not adjudged
cap�tally gu�lty, has been unable s�nce to recover from the merchant
a large sum of money wh�ch �s h�s by r�ght, as spared to h�m
(Gorshkov) by the legal tr�bunal. True, the tr�bunal �n quest�on d�d not
altogether bel�eve �n Gorshkov, but I do so. The matter �s of a nature
so complex and crooked that probably a hundred years would be
�nsuff�c�ent to unravel �t; and, though �t has now to a certa�n extent
been cleared up, the merchant st�ll holds the key to the s�tuat�on.
Personally I s�de w�th Gorshkov, and am very sorry for h�m. Though
lack�ng a post of any k�nd, he st�ll refuses to despa�r, though h�s
resources are completely exhausted. Yes, �t �s a tangled affa�r, and
meanwh�le he must l�ve, for, unfortunately, another ch�ld wh�ch has
been born to h�m has enta�led upon the fam�ly fresh expenses. Also,
another of h�s ch�ldren recently fell �ll and d�ed—wh�ch meant yet
further expense. Lastly, not only �s h�s w�fe �n bad health, but he
h�mself �s suffer�ng from a compla�nt of long stand�ng. In short, he
has had a very great deal to undergo. Yet he declares that da�ly he
expects a favourable �ssue to h�s affa�r—that he has no doubt of �t
whatever. I am terr�bly sorry for h�m, and sa�d what I could to g�ve



h�m comfort, for he �s a man who has been much bull�ed and m�sled.
He had come to me for protect�on from h�s troubles, so I d�d my best
to soothe h�m. Now, goodbye, my darl�ng. May Chr�st watch over you
and preserve your health. Dearest one, even to th�nk of you �s l�ke
med�c�ne to my a�l�ng soul. Though I suffer for you, I at least suffer
gladly.—Your true fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



September 9th.
MY DEAREST BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—I am bes�de myself as I

take up my pen, for a most terr�ble th�ng has happened. My head �s
wh�rl�ng round. Ah, beloved, how am I to tell you about �t all? I had
never foreseen what has happened. But no—I cannot say that I had
NEVER foreseen �t, for my m�nd DID get an �nkl�ng of what was
com�ng, through my see�ng someth�ng very s�m�lar to �t �n a dream.

I w�ll tell you the whole story—s�mply, and as God may put �t �nto
my heart. Today I went to the off�ce as usual, and, upon arr�val, sat
down to wr�te. You must know that I had been engaged on the same
sort of work yesterday, and that, wh�le execut�ng �t, I had been
approached by T�mothe� Ivanov�tch w�th an urgent request for a
part�cular document. “Makar Alex�ev�tch,” he had sa�d, “pray copy
th�s out for me. Copy �t as qu�ckly and as carefully as you can, for �t
w�ll requ�re to be s�gned today.” Also let me tell you, dearest, that
yesterday I had not been feel�ng myself, nor able to look at anyth�ng.
I had been troubled w�th grave depress�on—my breast had felt
ch�lled, and my head clouded. All the wh�le I had been th�nk�ng of
you, my darl�ng. Well, I set to work upon the copy�ng, and executed �t
cleanly and well, except for the fact that, whether the dev�l confused
my m�nd, or a myster�ous fate so orda�ned, or the occurrence was
s�mply bound to happen, I left out a whole l�ne of the document, and
thus made nonsense of �t! The work had been g�ven me too late for
s�gnature last n�ght, so �t went before h�s Excellency th�s morn�ng. I
reached the off�ce at my usual hour, and sat down bes�de Emel�a
Ivanov�tch. Here I may remark that for a long t�me past I have been
feel�ng tw�ce as shy and d�ff�dent as I used to do; I have been f�nd�ng
�t �mposs�ble to look people �n the face. Let only a cha�r creak, and I
become more dead than al�ve. Today, therefore, I crept humbly to my
seat and sat down �n such a crouch�ng posture that Ef�m Ak�mov�tch
(the most touchy man �n the world) sa�d to me sotto voce: “What on
earth makes you s�t l�ke that, Makar Alex�ev�tch?” Then he pulled



such a gr�mace that everyone near us rocked w�th laughter at my
expense. I stopped my ears, frowned, and sat w�thout mov�ng, for I
found th�s the best method of putt�ng a stop to such merr�ment. All at
once I heard a bustle and a commot�on and the sound of someone
runn�ng towards us. D�d my ears dece�ve me? It was I who was
be�ng summoned �n peremptory tones! My heart started to tremble
w�th�n me, though I could not say why. I only know that never �n my
l�fe before had �t trembled as �t d�d then. St�ll I clung to my cha�r—and
at that moment was hardly myself at all. The vo�ces were com�ng
nearer and nearer, unt�l they were shout�ng �n my ear: “D�evushk�n!
D�evushk�n! Where �s D�evushk�n?” Then at length I ra�sed my eyes,
and saw before me Evstaf� Ivanov�tch. He sa�d to me: “Makar
Alex�ev�tch, go at once to h�s Excellency. You have made a m�stake
�n a document.” That was all, but �t was enough, was �t not? I felt
dead and cold as �ce—I felt absolutely depr�ved of the power of
sensat�on; but, I rose from my seat and went wh�ther I had been
b�dden. Through one room, through two rooms, through three rooms
I passed, unt�l I was conducted �nto h�s Excellency’s cab�net �tself. Of
my thoughts at that moment I can g�ve no exact account. I merely
saw h�s Excellency stand�ng before me, w�th a knot of people around
h�m. I have an �dea that I d�d not salute h�m—that I forgot to do so.
Indeed, so pan�c-str�cken was I, that my teeth were chatter�ng and
my knees knock�ng together. In the f�rst place, I was greatly
ashamed of my appearance (a glance �nto a m�rror on the r�ght had
fr�ghtened me w�th the reflect�on of myself that �t presented), and, �n
the second place, I had always been accustomed to comport myself
as though no such person as I ex�sted. Probably h�s Excellency had
never before known that I was even al�ve. Of course, he m�ght have
heard, �n pass�ng, that there was a man named D�evushk�n �n h�s
department; but never for a moment had he had any �ntercourse w�th
me.

He began angr�ly: “What �s th�s you have done, s�r? Why are you
not more careful? The document was wanted �n a hurry, and you
have gone and spo�led �t. What do you th�nk of �t?”—the last be�ng
addressed to Evstaf� Ivanov�tch. More I d�d not hear, except for some
fly�ng exclamat�ons of “What negl�gence and carelessness! How
awkward th�s �s!” and so on. I opened my mouth to say someth�ng or



other; I tr�ed to beg pardon, but could not. To attempt to leave the
room, I had not the hard�hood. Then there happened someth�ng the
recollect�on of wh�ch causes the pen to tremble �n my hand w�th
shame. A button of m�ne—the dev�l take �t!—a button of m�ne that
was hang�ng by a s�ngle thread suddenly broke off, and hopped and
sk�pped and rattled and rolled unt�l �t had reached the feet of h�s
Excellency h�mself—th�s am�d a profound general s�lence! THAT was
what came of my �ntended self-just�f�cat�on and plea for mercy! THAT
was the only answer that I had to return to my ch�ef! The sequel I
shudder to relate. At once h�s Excellency’s attent�on became drawn
to my f�gure and costume. I remembered what I had seen �n the
m�rror, and hastened to pursue the button. Obst�nacy of a sort se�zed
upon me, and I d�d my best to arrest the th�ng, but �t sl�pped away,
and kept turn�ng over and over, so that I could not grasp �t, and made
a sad spectacle of myself w�th my awkwardness. Then there came
over me a feel�ng that my last rema�n�ng strength was about to leave
me, and that all, all was lost—reputat�on, manhood, everyth�ng! In
both ears I seemed to hear the vo�ces of Theresa and Phaldon�. At
length, however, I grasped the button, and, ra�s�ng and stra�ghten�ng
myself, stood humbly w�th clasped hands—look�ng a ver�table fool!
But no. F�rst of all I tr�ed to attach the button to the ragged threads,
and sm�led each t�me that �t broke away from them, and sm�led
aga�n. In the beg�nn�ng h�s Excellency had turned away, but now he
threw me another glance, and I heard h�m say to Evstaf� Ivanov�tch:
“What on earth �s the matter w�th the fellow? Look at the f�gure he
cuts! Who to God �s he?” Ah, beloved, only to hear that, “Who to God
�s he?” Truly I had made myself a marked man! In reply to h�s
Excellency Evstaf� murmured: “He �s no one of any note, though h�s
character �s good. Bes�des, h�s salary �s suff�c�ent as the scale goes.”
“Very well, then; but help h�m out of h�s d�ff�cult�es somehow,” sa�d
h�s Excellency. “G�ve h�m a tr�fle of salary �n advance.” “It �s all
forestalled,” was the reply. “He drew �t some t�me ago. But h�s record
�s good. There �s noth�ng aga�nst h�m.” At th�s I felt as though I were
�n Hell f�re. I could actually have d�ed! “Well, well,” sa�d h�s
Excellency, “let h�m copy out the document a second t�me.
D�evushk�n, come here. You are to make another copy of th�s paper,
and to make �t as qu�ckly as poss�ble.” W�th that he turned to some



other off�c�als present, �ssued to them a few orders, and the
company d�spersed. No sooner had they done so than h�s
Excellency hurr�edly pulled out a pocket-book, took thence a note for
a hundred roubles, and, w�th the words, “Take th�s. It �s as much as I
can afford. Treat �t as you l�ke,” placed the money �n my hand! At
th�s, dearest, I started and trembled, for I was moved to my very
soul. What next I d�d I hardly know, except that I know that I se�zed
h�s Excellency by the hand. But he only grew very red, and then—
no, I am not depart�ng by a ha�r’s-breadth from the truth—�t �s true—
that he took th�s unworthy hand �n h�s, and shook �t! Yes, he took th�s
hand of m�ne �n h�s, and shook �t, as though I had been h�s equal, as
though I had been a general l�ke h�mself! “Go now,” he sa�d. “Th�s �s
all that I can do for you. Make no further m�stakes, and I w�ll overlook
your fault.”

What I th�nk about �t �s th�s: I beg of you and of Thedora, and had I
any ch�ldren I should beg of them also, to pray ever to God for h�s
Excellency. I should say to my ch�ldren: “For your father you need
not pray; but for h�s Excellency, I b�d you pray unt�l your l�ves shall
end.” Yes, dear one—I tell you th�s �n all solemn�ty, so hearken well
unto my words—that though, dur�ng these cruel days of our
advers�ty, I have nearly d�ed of d�stress of soul at the s�ght of you
and your poverty, as well as at the s�ght of myself and my
abasement and helplessness, I yet care less for the hundred roubles
wh�ch h�s Excellency has g�ven me than for the fact that he was good
enough to take the hand of a wretched drunkard �n h�s own and
press �t. By that act he restored me to myself. By that act he rev�ved
my courage, he made l�fe forever sweet to me.... Yes, sure am I that,
s�nner though I be before the Alm�ghty, my prayers for the happ�ness
and prosper�ty of h�s Excellency w�ll yet ascend to the Heavenly
Throne!...

But, my darl�ng, for the moment I am terr�bly ag�tated and
d�straught. My heart �s beat�ng as though �t would burst my breast,
and all my body seems weak.... I send you forty-f�ve roubles �n
notes. Another twenty I shall g�ve to my landlady, and the rema�n�ng
th�rty-f�ve I shall keep—twenty for new clothes and f�fteen for actual
l�v�ng expenses. But these exper�ences of the morn�ng have shaken
me to the core, and I must rest awh�le. It �s qu�et, very qu�et, here.



My breath �s com�ng �n jerks—deep down �n my breast I can hear �t
sobb�ng and trembl�ng.... I w�ll come and see you soon, but at the
moment my head �s ach�ng w�th these var�ous sensat�ons. God sees
all th�ngs, my darl�ng, my pr�celess treasure!—Your steadfast fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



September 10th.
MY BELOVED MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—I am unspeakably

rejo�ced at your good fortune, and fully apprec�ate the k�ndness of
your super�or. Now, take a rest from your cares. Only do not AGAIN
spend money to no advantage. L�ve as qu�etly and as frugally as
poss�ble, and from today beg�n always to set as�de someth�ng, lest
m�sfortune aga�n overtake you. Do not, for God’s sake, worry
yourself—Thedora and I w�ll get on somehow. Why have you sent
me so much money? I really do not need �t—what I had already
would have been qu�te suff�c�ent. True, I shall soon be need�ng
further funds �f I am to leave these lodg�ngs, but Thedora �s hop�ng
before long to rece�ve repayment of an old debt. Of course, at least
TWENTY roubles w�ll have to be set as�de for �nd�spensable
requ�rements, but the rema�nder shall be returned to you. Pray take
care of �t, Makar Alex�ev�tch. Now, goodbye. May your l�fe cont�nue
peacefully, and may you preserve your health and sp�r�ts. I would
have wr�tten to you at greater length had I not felt so terr�bly weary.
Yesterday I never left my bed. I am glad that you have prom�sed to
come and see me. Yes, you MUST pay me a v�s�t.

B. D.



September 11th.
MY DARLING BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—I �mplore you not to

leave me now that I am once more happy and contented. D�sregard
what Thedora says, and I w�ll do anyth�ng �n the world for you. I w�ll
behave myself better, even �f only out of respect for h�s Excellency,
and guard my every act�on. Once more we w�ll exchange cheerful
letters w�th one another, and make mutual conf�dence of our
thoughts and joys and sorrows (�f so be that we shall know any more
sorrows?). Yes, we w�ll l�ve tw�ce as happ�ly and comfortably as of
old. Also, we w�ll exchange books.... Angel of my heart, a great
change has taken place �n my fortunes—a change very much for the
better. My landlady has become more accommodat�ng; Theresa has
recovered her senses; even Phaldon� spr�ngs to do my b�dd�ng.
L�kew�se, I have made my peace w�th Rataz�aev. He came to see me
of h�s own accord, the moment that he heard the glad t�d�ngs. There
can be no doubt that he �s a good fellow, that there �s no truth �n the
slanders that one hears of h�m. For one th�ng, I have d�scovered that
he never had any �ntent�on of putt�ng me and yourself �nto a book.
Th�s he told me h�mself, and then read to me h�s latest work. As for
h�s call�ng me “Lovelace,” he had �ntended no rudeness or �ndecency
thereby. The term �s merely one of fore�gn der�vat�on, mean�ng a
clever fellow, or, �n more l�terary and elegant language, a gentleman
w�th whom one must reckon. That �s all; �t was a mere harmless jest,
my beloved. Only �gnorance made me lose my temper, and I have
expressed to h�m my regret.... How beaut�ful �s the weather today,
my l�ttle Barbara! True, there was a sl�ght frost �n the early morn�ng,
as though scattered through a s�eve, but �t was noth�ng, and the
breeze soon freshened the a�r. I went out to buy some shoes, and
obta�ned a splend�d pa�r. Then, after a stroll along the Nevsk�
Prospect, I read “The Da�ly Bee”. Th�s rem�nds me that I have
forgotten to tell you the most �mportant th�ng of all. It happened l�ke
th�s:



Th�s morn�ng I had a talk w�th Emel�a Ivanov�tch and Aksent�
M�chaelov�tch concern�ng h�s Excellency. Apparently, I am not the
only person to whom he has acted k�ndly and been char�table, for he
�s known to the whole world for h�s goodness of heart. In many
quarters h�s pra�ses are to be heard; �n many quarters he has called
forth tears of grat�tude. Among other th�ngs, he undertook the care of
an orphaned g�rl, and marr�ed her to an off�c�al, the son of a poor
w�dow, and found th�s man place �n a certa�n chancellory, and �n
other ways benef�ted h�m. Well, dearest, I cons�dered �t to be my
duty to add my m�te by publ�sh�ng abroad the story of h�s
Excellency’s grac�ous treatment of myself. Accord�ngly, I related the
whole occurrence to my �nterlocutors, and concealed not a s�ngle
deta�l. In fact, I put my pr�de �nto my pocket—though why should I
feel ashamed of hav�ng been elated by such an occurrence? “Let �t
only be no�sed af�eld,” sa�d I to myself, and �t w�ll resound greatly to
h�s Excellency’s cred�t.—So I expressed myself enthus�ast�cally on
the subject and never faltered. On the contrary, I felt proud to have
such a story to tell. I referred to every one concerned (except to
yourself, of course, dearest)—to my landlady, to Phaldon�, to
Rataz�aev, to Markov. I even ment�oned the matter of my shoes!
Some of those stand�ng by laughed—�n fact every one present d�d
so, but probably �t was my own f�gure or the �nc�dent of my shoes—
more part�cularly the latter—that exc�ted merr�ment, for I am sure �t
was not meant �ll-naturedly. My hearers may have been young men,
or well off; certa�nly they cannot have been laugh�ng w�th ev�l �ntent
at what I had sa�d. Anyth�ng aga�nst h�s Excellency CANNOT have
been �n the�r thoughts. Eh, Barbara?

Even now I cannot wholly collect my facult�es, so upset am I by
recent events.... Have you any fuel to go on w�th, Barbara? You must
not expose yourself to cold. Also, you have depressed my sp�r�ts w�th
your fears for the future. Da�ly I pray to God on your behalf. Ah,
HOW I pray to H�m!... L�kew�se, have you any woollen stock�ngs to
wear, and warm clothes generally? M�nd you, �f there �s anyth�ng you
need, you must not hurt an old man’s feel�ngs by fa�l�ng to apply to
h�m for what you requ�re. The bad t�mes are gone now, and the
future �s look�ng br�ght and fa�r.



But what bad t�mes they were, Barbara, even though they be
gone, and can no longer matter! As the years pass on we shall
gradually recover ourselves. How clearly I remember my youth! In
those days I never had a kopeck to spare. Yet, cold and hungry
though I was, I was always l�ght-hearted. In the morn�ng I would walk
the Nevsk� Prospect, and meet n�ce-look�ng people, and be happy all
day. Yes, �t was a glor�ous, a glor�ous t�me! It was good to be al�ve,
espec�ally �n St. Petersburg. Yet �t �s but yesterday that I was
beseech�ng God w�th tears to pardon me my s�ns dur�ng the late
sorrowful per�od—to pardon me my murmur�ngs and ev�l thoughts
and gambl�ng and drunkenness. And you I remembered �n my
prayers, for you alone have encouraged and comforted me, you
alone have g�ven me adv�ce and �nstruct�on. I shall never forget that,
dearest. Today I gave each one of your letters a k�ss.... Goodbye,
beloved. I have been told that there �s go�ng to be a sale of cloth�ng
somewhere �n th�s ne�ghbourhood. Once more goodbye, goodbye,
my angel—Yours �n heart and soul,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



September 15th.
MY DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—I am �n terr�ble d�stress. I

feel sure that someth�ng �s about to happen. The matter, my beloved
fr�end, �s that Mons�eur Bw�kov �s aga�n �n St. Petersburg, for
Thedora has met h�m. He was dr�v�ng along �n a drozhk�, but, on
meet�ng Thedora, he ordered the coachman to stop, sprang out, and
�nqu�red of her where she was l�v�ng; but th�s she would not tell h�m.
Next, he sa�d w�th a sm�le that he knew qu�te well who was l�v�ng w�th
her (ev�dently Anna Thedorovna had told h�m); whereupon Thedora
could hold out no longer, but then and there, �n the street, ra�led at
and abused h�m—tell�ng h�m that he was an �mmoral man, and the
cause of all my m�sfortunes. To th�s he repl�ed that a person who d�d
not possess a groat must surely be rather badly off; to wh�ch
Thedora retorted that I could always e�ther l�ve by the labour of my
hands or marry—that �t was not so much a quest�on of my los�ng
posts as of my los�ng my happ�ness, the ru�n of wh�ch had led almost
to my death. In reply he observed that, though I was st�ll qu�te young,
I seemed to have lost my w�ts, and that my “v�rtue appeared to be
under a cloud” (I quote h�s exact words). Both I and Thedora had
thought that he does not know where I l�ve; but, last n�ght, just as I
had left the house to make a few purchases �n the Gost�nn� Dvor, he
appeared at our rooms (ev�dently he had not wanted to f�nd me at
home), and put many quest�ons to Thedora concern�ng our way of
l�v�ng. Then, after �nspect�ng my work, he wound up w�th: “Who �s
th�s tch�novn�k fr�end of yours?” At the moment you happened to be
pass�ng through the courtyard, so Thedora po�nted you out, and the
man peered at you, and laughed. Thedora next asked h�m to depart
—tell�ng h�m that I was st�ll �ll from gr�ef, and that �t would g�ve me
great pa�n to see h�m there; to wh�ch, after a pause, he repl�ed that
he had come because he had had noth�ng better to do. Also, he was
for g�v�ng Thedora twenty-f�ve roubles, but, of course, she decl�ned
them. What does �t all mean? Why has he pa�d th�s v�s�t? I cannot
understand h�s gett�ng to know about me. I am lost �n conjecture.



Thedora, however, says that Aks�n�a, her s�ster-�n-law (who
somet�mes comes to see her), �s acqua�nted w�th a laundress named
Nastas�a, and that th�s woman has a cous�n �n the pos�t�on of
watchman to a department of wh�ch a certa�n fr�end of Anna
Thedorovna’s nephew forms one of the staff. Can �t be, therefore,
that an �ntr�gue has been hatched through THIS channel? But
Thedora may be ent�rely m�staken. We hardly know what to th�nk.
What �f he should come aga�n? The very thought terr�f�es me. When
Thedora told me of th�s last n�ght such terror se�zed upon me that I
almost swooned away. What can the man be want�ng? At all events,
I refuse to know such people. What have they to do w�th my
wretched self? Ah, how I am haunted w�th anx�ety, for every moment
I keep th�nk�ng that Bw�kov �s at hand! WHAT w�ll become of me?
WHAT MORE has fate �n store for me? For Chr�st’s sake come and
see me, Makar Alex�ev�tch! For Chr�st’s sake come and see me
soon!



September 18th.
MY BELOVED BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—Today there took place

�n th�s house a most lamentable, a most myster�ous, a most
unlooked-for occurrence. F�rst of all, let me tell you that poor
Gorshkov has been ent�rely absolved of gu�lt. The dec�s�on has been
long �n com�ng, but th�s morn�ng he went to hear the f�nal resolut�on
read. It was ent�rely �n h�s favour. Any culpab�l�ty wh�ch had been
�mputed to h�m for negl�gence and �rregular�ty was removed by the
resolut�on. L�kew�se, he was author�sed to recover of the merchant a
large sum of money. Thus, he stands ent�rely just�f�ed, and has had
h�s character cleansed from all sta�n. In short, he could not have
w�shed for a more complete v�nd�cat�on. When he arr�ved home at
three o’clock he was look�ng as wh�te as a sheet, and h�s l�ps were
qu�ver�ng. Yet there was a sm�le on h�s face as he embraced h�s w�fe
and ch�ldren. In a body the rest of us ran to congratulate h�m, and he
was greatly moved by the act. Bow�ng to us, he pressed our hands �n
turn. As he d�d so I thought, somehow, that he seemed to have
grown taller and stra�ghter, and that the pus-drops seemed to have
d�sappeared from h�s eyelashes. Yet how ag�tated he was, poor
fellow! He could not rest qu�etly for two m�nutes together, but kept
p�ck�ng up and then dropp�ng whatsoever came to h�s hand, and
bow�ng and sm�l�ng w�thout �nterm�ss�on, and s�tt�ng down and
gett�ng up, and aga�n s�tt�ng down, and chatter�ng God only knows
what about h�s honour and h�s good name and h�s l�ttle ones. How
he d�d talk—yes, and weep too! Indeed, few of ourselves could
refra�n from tears; although Rataz�aev remarked (probably to
encourage Gorshkov) that honour mattered noth�ng when one had
noth�ng to eat, and that money was the ch�ef th�ng �n the world, and
that for �t alone ought God to be thanked. Then he slapped Gorshkov
on the shoulder, but I thought that Gorshkov somehow seemed hurt
at th�s. He d�d not express any open d�spleasure, but threw
Rataz�aev a cur�ous look, and removed h�s hand from h�s shoulder.
ONCE upon a t�me he would not have acted thus; but characters



d�ffer. For example, I myself should have hes�tated, at such a season
of rejo�c�ng, to seem proud, even though excess�ve deference and
c�v�l�ty at such a moment m�ght have been construed as a lapse both
of moral courage and of mental v�gour. However, th�s �s none of my
bus�ness. All that Gorshkov sa�d was: “Yes, money IS a good th�ng,
glory be to God!” In fact, the whole t�me that we rema�ned �n h�s
room he kept repeat�ng to h�mself: “Glory be to God, glory be to
God!” H�s w�fe ordered a r�cher and more del�cate meal than usual,
and the landlady herself cooked �t, for at heart she �s not a bad
woman. But unt�l the meal was served Gorshkov could not rema�n
st�ll. He kept enter�ng everyone’s room �n turn (whether �nv�ted th�ther
or not), and, seat�ng h�mself sm�l�ngly upon a cha�r, would somet�mes
say someth�ng, and somet�mes not utter a word, but get up and go
out aga�n. In the naval off�cer’s room he even took a pack of play�ng-
cards �nto h�s hand, and was thereupon �nv�ted to make a fourth �n a
game; but after los�ng a few t�mes, as well as mak�ng several
blunders �n h�s play, he abandoned the pursu�t. “No,” sa�d he, “that �s
the sort of man that I am—that �s all that I am good for,” and
departed. Next, encounter�ng myself �n the corr�dor, he took my
hands �n h�s, and gazed �nto my face w�th a rather cur�ous a�r. Then
he pressed my hands aga�n, and moved away st�ll sm�l�ng, sm�l�ng,
but �n an odd, weary sort of manner, much as a corpse m�ght sm�le.
Meanwh�le h�s w�fe was weep�ng for joy, and everyth�ng �n the�r room
was decked �n hol�day gu�se. Presently d�nner was served, and after
they had d�ned Gorshkov sa�d to h�s w�fe: “See now, dearest, I am
go�ng to rest a l�ttle wh�le;” and w�th that went to bed. Presently he
called h�s l�ttle daughter to h�s s�de, and, lay�ng h�s hand upon the
ch�ld’s head, lay a long wh�le look�ng at her. Then he turned to h�s
w�fe aga�n, and asked her: “What of Pet�nka? Where �s our Pet�nka?”
whereupon h�s w�fe crossed herself, and repl�ed: “Why, our Pet�nka
�s dead!” “Yes, yes, I know—of course,” sa�d her husband. “Pet�nka �s
now �n the K�ngdom of Heaven.” Th�s showed h�s w�fe that her
husband was not qu�te �n h�s r�ght senses—that the recent
occurrence had upset h�m; so she sa�d: “My dearest, you must sleep
awh�le.” “I w�ll do so,” he repl�ed, “—at once—I am rather—” And he
turned over, and lay s�lent for a t�me. Then aga�n he turned round
and tr�ed to say someth�ng, but h�s w�fe could not hear what �t was.



“What do you say?” she �nqu�red, but he made no reply. Then aga�n
she wa�ted a few moments unt�l she thought to herself, “He has gone
to sleep,” and departed to spend an hour w�th the landlady. At the
end of that hour she returned—only to f�nd that her husband had not
yet awoken, but was st�ll ly�ng mot�onless. “He �s sleep�ng very
soundly,” she reflected as she sat down and began to work at
someth�ng or other. S�nce then she has told us that when half an
hour or so had elapsed she fell �nto a rever�e. What she was th�nk�ng
of she cannot remember, save that she had forgotten altogether
about her husband. Then she awoke w�th a cur�ous sort of sensat�on
at her heart. The f�rst th�ng that struck her was the deathl�ke st�llness
of the room. Glanc�ng at the bed, she perce�ved her husband to be
ly�ng �n the same pos�t�on as before. Thereupon she approached
h�m, turned the coverlet back, and saw that he was st�ff and cold—
that he had d�ed suddenly, as though sm�tten w�th a stroke. But of
what prec�sely he d�ed God only knows. The affa�r has so terr�bly
�mpressed me that even now I cannot fully collect my thoughts. It
would scarcely be bel�eved that a human be�ng could d�e so s�mply—
and he such a poor, needy wretch, th�s Gorshkov! What a fate, what
a fate, to be sure! H�s w�fe �s plunged �n tears and pan�c-str�cken,
wh�le h�s l�ttle daughter has run away somewhere to h�de herself. In
the�r room, however, all �s bustle and confus�on, for the doctors are
about to make an autopsy on the corpse. But I cannot tell you th�ngs
for certa�n; I only know that I am most gr�eved, most gr�eved. How
sad to th�nk that one never knows what even a day, what even an
hour, may br�ng forth! One seems to d�e to so l�ttle purpose!...—Your
own

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.





September 19th.
MY BELOVED BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—I hasten to let you know

that Rataz�aev has found me some work to do for a certa�n wr�ter—
the latter hav�ng subm�tted to h�m a large manuscr�pt. Glory be to
God, for th�s means a large amount of work to do. Yet, though the
copy �s wanted �n haste, the or�g�nal �s so carelessly wr�tten that I
hardly know how to set about my task. Indeed, certa�n parts of the
manuscr�pt are almost undec�pherable. I have agreed to do the work
for forty kopecks a sheet. You see therefore (and th�s �s my true
reason for wr�t�ng to you), that we shall soon be rece�v�ng money
from an extraneous source. Goodbye now, as I must beg�n upon my
labours.—Your s�ncere fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



September 23rd.
MY DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—I have not wr�tten to you

these three days past for the reason that I have been so worr�ed and
alarmed.

Three days ago Bw�kov came aga�n to see me. At the t�me I was
alone, for Thedora had gone out somewhere. As soon as I opened
the door the s�ght of h�m so terr�f�ed me that I stood rooted to the
spot, and could feel myself turn�ng pale. Enter�ng w�th h�s usual loud
laugh, he took a cha�r, and sat down. For a long wh�le I could not
collect my thoughts; I just sat where I was, and went on w�th my
work. Soon h�s sm�le faded, for my appearance seemed somehow to
have struck h�m. You see, of late I have grown th�n, and my eyes and
cheeks have fallen �n, and my face has become as wh�te as a sheet;
so that anyone who knew me a year ago would scarcely recogn�se
me now. After a prolonged �nspect�on, Bw�kov seemed to recover h�s
sp�r�ts, for he sa�d someth�ng to wh�ch I duly repl�ed. Then aga�n he
laughed. Thus he sat for a whole hour—talk�ng to me the wh�le, and
ask�ng me quest�ons about one th�ng and another. At length, just
before he rose to depart, he took me by the hand, and sa�d (to quote
h�s exact words): “Between ourselves, Barbara Alex�evna, that
k�nswoman of yours and my good fr�end and acqua�ntance—I refer
to Anna Thedorovna—�s a very bad woman,” (he also added a
grosser term of opprobr�um). “F�rst of all she led your cous�n astray,
and then she ru�ned yourself. I also have behaved l�ke a v�lla�n, but
such �s the way of the world.” Aga�n he laughed. Next, hav�ng
remarked that, though not a master of eloquence, he had always
cons�dered that obl�gat�ons of gent�l�ty obl�ged h�m to have w�th me a
clear and outspoken explanat�on, he went on to say that he sought
my hand �n marr�age; that he looked upon �t as a duty to restore to
me my honour; that he could offer me r�ches; that, after marr�age, he
would take me to h�s country seat �n the Steppes, where we would
hunt hares; that he �ntended never to v�s�t St. Petersburg aga�n,



s�nce everyth�ng there was horr�ble, and he had to enterta�n a
worthless nephew whom he had sworn to d�s�nher�t �n favour of a
legal he�r; and, f�nally, that �t was to obta�n such a legal he�r that he
was seek�ng my hand �n marr�age. Lastly, he remarked that I seemed
to be l�v�ng �n very poor c�rcumstances (wh�ch was not surpr�s�ng,
sa�d he, �n v�ew of the kennel that I �nhab�ted); that I should d�e �f I
rema�ned a month longer �n that den; that all lodg�ngs �n St.
Petersburg were detestable; and that he would be glad to know �f I
was �n want of anyth�ng.

So thunderstruck was I w�th the proposal that I could only burst
�nto tears. These tears he �nterpreted as a s�gn of grat�tude, for he
told me that he had always felt assured of my good sense,
cleverness, and sens�b�l�ty, but that h�therto he had hes�tated to take
th�s step unt�l he should have learned prec�sely how I was gett�ng on.
Next he asked me some quest�ons about YOU; say�ng that he had
heard of you as a man of good pr�nc�ple, and that s�nce he was
unw�ll�ng to rema�n your debtor, would a sum of f�ve hundred roubles
repay you for all you had done for me? To th�s I repl�ed that your
serv�ces to myself had been such as could never be requ�ted w�th
money; whereupon, he excla�med that I was talk�ng rubb�sh and
nonsense; that ev�dently I was st�ll young enough to read poetry; that
romances of th�s k�nd were the undo�ng of young g�rls, that books
only corrupted moral�ty, and that, for h�s part, he could not ab�de
them. “You ought to l�ve as long as I have done,” he added, “and
THEN you w�ll see what men can be.” W�th that he requested me to
g�ve h�s proposal my favourable cons�derat�on—say�ng that he would
not l�ke me to take such an �mportant step unguardedly, s�nce want
of thought and �mpetuos�ty often spelt ru�n to youthful �nexper�ence,
but that he hoped to rece�ve an answer �n the aff�rmat�ve.
“Otherw�se,” sa�d he, “I shall have no cho�ce but to marry a certa�n
merchant’s daughter �n Moscow, �n order that I may keep my vow to
depr�ve my nephew of the �nher�tance.”—Then he pressed f�ve
hundred roubles �nto my hand—to buy myself some bonbons, as he
phrased �t—and wound up by say�ng that �n the country I should
grow as fat as a doughnut or a cheese rolled �n butter; that at the
present moment he was extremely busy; and that, deeply engaged
�n bus�ness though he had been all day, he had snatched the present



opportun�ty of pay�ng me a v�s�t. At length he departed. For a long
t�me I sat plunged �n reflect�on. Great though my d�stress of m�nd
was, I soon arr�ved at a dec�s�on.... My fr�end, I am go�ng to marry
th�s man; I have no cho�ce but to accept h�s proposal. If anyone
could save me from th�s squalor, and restore to me my good name,
and avert from me future poverty and want and m�sfortune, he �s the
man to do �t. What else have I to look for from the future? What more
am I to ask of fate? Thedora declares that one need NEVER lose
one’s happ�ness; but what, I ask HER, can be called happ�ness
under such c�rcumstances as m�ne? At all events I see no other road
open, dear fr�end. I see noth�ng else to be done. I have worked unt�l I
have ru�ned my health. I cannot go on work�ng forever. Shall I go out
�nto the world? Nay; I am worn to a shadow w�th gr�ef, and become
good for noth�ng. S�ckly by nature, I should merely be a burden upon
other folks. Of course th�s marr�age w�ll not br�ng me parad�se, but
what else does there rema�n, my fr�end—what else does there
rema�n? What other cho�ce �s left?

I had not asked your adv�ce earl�er for the reason that I wanted to
th�nk the matter over alone. However, the dec�s�on wh�ch you have
just read �s unalterable, and I am about to announce �t to Bw�kov
h�mself, who �n any case has pressed me for a speedy reply, ow�ng
to the fact (so he says) that h�s bus�ness w�ll not wa�t nor allow h�m to
rema�n here longer, and that therefore, no tr�fle must be allowed to
stand �n �ts way. God alone knows whether I shall be happy, but my
fate �s �n H�s holy, H�s �nscrutable hand, and I have so dec�ded.
Bw�kov �s sa�d to be k�nd-hearted. He w�ll at least respect me, and
perhaps I shall be able to return that respect. What more could be
looked for from such a marr�age?

I have now told you all, Makar Alex�ev�tch, and feel sure that you
w�ll understand my despondency. Do not, however, try to d�vert me
from my �ntent�on, for all your efforts w�ll be �n va�n. Th�nk for a
moment; we�gh �n your heart for a moment all that has led me to take
th�s step. At f�rst my angu�sh was extreme, but now I am qu�eter.
What awa�ts me I know not. What must be must be, and as God may
send....



Bw�kov has just arr�ved, so I am leav�ng th�s letter unf�n�shed.
Otherw�se I had much else to say to you. Bw�kov �s even now at the
door!...



September 23rd.
MY BELOVED BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—I hasten to reply to you

—I hasten to express to you my extreme aston�shment.... In pass�ng,
I may ment�on that yesterday we bur�ed poor Gorshkov.... Yes,
Bw�kov has acted nobly, and you have no cho�ce but to accept h�m.
All th�ngs are �n God’s hands. Th�s �s so, and must always be so; and
the purposes of the D�v�ne Creator are at once good and �nscrutable,
as also �s Fate, wh�ch �s one w�th H�m... Thedora w�ll share your
happ�ness—for, of course, you w�ll be happy, and free from want,
darl�ng, dearest, sweetest of angels! But why should the matter be
so hurr�ed? Oh, of course—Mons�eur Bw�kov’s bus�ness affa�rs. Only
a man who has no affa�rs to see to can afford to d�sregard such
th�ngs. I got a gl�mpse of Mons�eur Bw�kov as he was leav�ng your
door. He �s a f�ne-look�ng man—a very f�ne-look�ng man; though that
�s not the po�nt that I should most have not�ced had I been qu�te
myself at the t�me.... In the future shall we be able to wr�te letters to
one another? I keep wonder�ng and wonder�ng what has led you to
say all that you have sa�d. To th�nk that just when twenty pages of
my copy�ng are completed THIS has happened!... I suppose you w�ll
be able to make many purchases now—to buy shoes and dresses
and all sorts of th�ngs? Do you remember the shops �n Gorokhova�a
Street of wh�ch I used to speak?... But no. You ought not to go out at
present—you s�mply ought not to, and shall not. Presently, you w�ll
he able to buy many, many th�ngs, and to, keep a carr�age. Also, at
present the weather �s bad. Ra�n �s descend�ng �n pa�lfuls, and �t �s
such a soak�ng k�nd of ra�n that—that you m�ght catch cold from �t,
my darl�ng, and the ch�ll m�ght go to your heart. Why should your fear
of th�s man lead you to take such r�sks when all the t�me I am here to
do your b�dd�ng? So Thedora declares great happ�ness to be
awa�t�ng you, does she? She �s a goss�p�ng old woman, and
ev�dently des�res to ru�n you. Shall you be at the all-n�ght Mass th�s
even�ng, dearest? I should l�ke to come and see you there. Yes,
Bw�kov spoke but the truth when he sa�d that you are a woman of



v�rtue, w�t, and good feel�ng. Yet I th�nk he would do far better to
marry the merchant’s daughter. What th�nk YOU about �t? Yes,
‘twould be far better for h�m. As soon as �t grows dark ton�ght I mean
to come and s�t w�th you for an hour. Ton�ght tw�l�ght w�ll close �n
early, so I shall soon be w�th you. Yes, come what may, I mean to
see you for an hour. At present, I suppose, you are expect�ng
Bw�kov, but I w�ll come as soon as he has gone. So stay at home
unt�l I have arr�ved, dearest.

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



September 27th.
DEAR MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—Bw�kov has just �nformed me that

I must have at least three dozen l�nen blouses; so I must go at once
and look for sempstresses to make two out of the three dozen, s�nce
t�me presses. Indeed, Mons�eur Bw�kov �s qu�te angry about the fuss
wh�ch these fr�pper�es are enta�l�ng, see�ng that there rema�n but f�ve
days before the wedd�ng, and we are to depart on the follow�ng day.
He keeps rush�ng about and declar�ng that no t�me ought to be
wasted on tr�fles. I am terr�bly worr�ed, and scarcely able to stand on
my feet. There �s so much to do, and, perhaps, so much that were
better left undone! Moreover, I have no blond or other lace; so
THERE �s another �tem to be purchased, s�nce Bw�kov declares that
he cannot have h�s br�de look l�ke a cook, but, on the contrary, she
must “put the noses of the great lad�es out of jo�nt.” That �s h�s
express�on. I w�sh, therefore, that you would go to Madame
Ch�ffon’s, �n Gorokhova�a Street, and ask her, �n the f�rst place, to
send me some sempstresses, and, �n the second place, to g�ve
herself the trouble of com�ng �n person, as I am too �ll to go out. Our
new flat �s very cold, and st�ll �n great d�sorder. Also, Bw�kov has an
aunt who �s at her last gasp through old age, and may d�e before our
departure. He h�mself, however, declares th�s to be noth�ng, and
says that she w�ll soon recover. He �s not yet l�v�ng w�th me, and I
have to go runn�ng h�ther and th�ther to f�nd h�m. Only Thedora �s
act�ng as my servant, together w�th Bw�kov’s valet, who oversees
everyth�ng, but has been absent for the past three days. Each
morn�ng Bw�kov goes to bus�ness, and loses h�s temper. Yesterday
he even had some trouble w�th the pol�ce because of h�s thrash�ng
the steward of these bu�ld�ngs... I have no one to send w�th th�s letter
so I am go�ng to post �t... Ah! I had almost forgotten the most
�mportant po�nt—wh�ch �s that I should l�ke you to go and tell
Madame Ch�ffon that I w�sh the blond lace to be changed �n
conform�ty w�th yesterday’s patterns, �f she w�ll be good enough to
br�ng w�th her a new assortment. Also say that I have altered my



m�nd about the sat�n, wh�ch I w�sh to be tamboured w�th crochet-
work; also, that tambour �s to be used w�th monograms on the
var�ous garments. Do you hear? Tambour, not smooth work. Do not
forget that �t �s to be tambour. Another th�ng I had almost forgotten,
wh�ch �s that the lappets of the fur cloak must be ra�sed, and the
collar bound w�th lace. Please tell her these th�ngs, Makar
Alex�ev�tch.—Your fr�end,

B. D.
P.S.—I am so ashamed to trouble you w�th my comm�ss�ons! Th�s

�s the th�rd morn�ng that you w�ll have spent �n runn�ng about for my
sake. But what else am I to do? The whole place �s �n d�sorder, and I
myself am �ll. Do not be vexed w�th me, Makar Alex�ev�tch. I am
feel�ng so depressed! What �s go�ng to become of me, dear fr�end,
dear, k�nd, old Makar Alex�ev�tch? I dread to look forward �nto the
future. Somehow I feel apprehens�ve; I am l�v�ng, as �t were, �n a
m�st. Yet, for God’s sake, forget none of my comm�ss�ons. I am so
afra�d lest you should make a m�stake! Remember that everyth�ng �s
to be tambour work, not smooth.



September 27th.
MY BELOVED BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—I have carefully fulf�lled

your comm�ss�ons. Madame Ch�ffon �nforms me that she herself had
thought of us�ng tambour work as be�ng more su�table (though I d�d
not qu�te take �n all she sa�d). Also, she has �nformed me that, s�nce
you have g�ven certa�n d�rect�ons �n wr�t�ng, she has followed them
(though aga�n I do not clearly remember all that she sa�d—I only
remember that she sa�d a very great deal, for she �s a most t�resome
old woman). These observat�ons she w�ll soon be repeat�ng to you �n
person. For myself, I feel absolutely exhausted, and have not been
to the off�ce today... Do not despa�r about the future, dearest. To
save you trouble I would v�s�t every shop �n St. Petersburg. You wr�te
that you dare not look forward �nto the future. But by ton�ght, at
seven o’clock, you w�ll have learned all, for Madame Ch�ffon w�ll
have arr�ved �n person to see you. Hope on, and everyth�ng w�ll order
�tself for the best. Of course, I am referr�ng only to these accursed
gewgaws, to these fr�lls and fr�pper�es! Ah me, ah me, how glad I
shall be to see you, my angel! Yes, how glad I shall be! Tw�ce
already today I have passed the gates of your abode. Unfortunately,
th�s Bw�kov �s a man of such choler that—Well, th�ngs are as they
are.

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



September 28th.
MY DEAREST MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—For God’s sake go to the

jeweller’s, and tell h�m that, after all, he need not make the pearl and
emerald earr�ngs. Mons�eur Bw�kov says that they w�ll cost h�m too
much, that they w�ll burn a ver�table hole �n h�s pocket. In fact, he has
lost h�s temper aga�n, and declares that he �s be�ng robbed.
Yesterday he added that, had he but known, but foreseen, these
expenses, he would never have marr�ed. Also, he says that, as
th�ngs are, he �ntends only to have a pla�n wedd�ng, and then to
depart. “You must not look for any danc�ng or fest�v�ty or
enterta�nment of guests, for our gala t�mes are st�ll �n the a�r.” Such
were h�s words. God knows I do not want such th�ngs, but none the
less Bw�kov has forb�dden them. I made h�m no answer on the
subject, for he �s a man all too eas�ly �rr�tated. What, what �s go�ng to
become of me?

B. D.



September 28th.
MY BELOVED BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—All �s well as regards the

jeweller. Unfortunately, I have also to say that I myself have fallen �ll,
and cannot r�se from bed. Just when so many th�ngs need to be
done, I have gone and caught a ch�ll, the dev�l take �t! Also I have to
tell you that, to complete my m�sfortunes, h�s Excellency has been
pleased to become str�cter. Today he ra�led at and scolded Emel�a
Ivanov�tch unt�l the poor fellow was qu�te put about. That �s the sum
of my news. No—there �s someth�ng else concern�ng wh�ch I should
l�ke to wr�te to you, but am afra�d to obtrude upon your not�ce. I am a
s�mple, dull fellow who wr�tes down whatsoever f�rst comes �nto h�s
head—Your fr�end,

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



September 29th.
MY OWN BARBARA ALEXIEVNA,—Today, dearest, I saw

Thedora, who �nformed me that you are to be marr�ed tomorrow, and
on the follow�ng day to go away—for wh�ch purpose Bw�kov has
ordered a post-cha�se....

Well, of the �nc�dent of h�s Excellency, I have already told you. Also
I have ver�f�ed the b�ll from the shop �n Gorokhova�a Street. It �s
correct, but very long. Why �s Mons�eur Bw�kov so out of humour
w�th you? Nay, but you must be of good cheer, my darl�ng. I am so,
and shall always be so, so long as you are happy. I should have
come to the church tomorrow, but, alas, shall be prevented from
do�ng so by the pa�n �n my lo�ns. Also, I would have wr�tten an
account of the ceremony, but that there w�ll be no one to report to me
the deta�ls....

Yes, you have been a very good fr�end to Thedora, dearest. You
have acted k�ndly, very k�ndly, towards her. For every such deed God
w�ll bless you. Good deeds never go unrewarded, nor does v�rtue
ever fa�l to w�n the crown of d�v�ne just�ce, be �t early or be �t late.
Much else should I have l�ked to wr�te to you. Every hour, every
m�nute I could occupy �n wr�t�ng. Indeed I could wr�te to you forever!
Only your book, “The Stor�es of B�elk�n”, �s left to me. Do not depr�ve
me of �t, I pray you, but suffer me to keep �t. It �s not so much
because I w�sh to read the book for �ts own sake, as because w�nter
�s com�ng on, when the even�ngs w�ll be long and dreary, and one
w�ll want to read at least SOMETHING.

Do you know, I am go�ng to move from my present quarters �nto
your old ones, wh�ch I �ntend to rent from Thedora; for I could never
part w�th that good old woman. Moreover, she �s such a splend�d
worker. Yesterday I �nspected your empty room �n deta�l, and
�nspected your embro�dery-frame, w�th the work st�ll hang�ng on �t. It
had been left untouched �n �ts corner. Next, I �nspected the work
�tself, of wh�ch there st�ll rema�ned a few remnants, and saw that you



had used one of my letters for a spool upon wh�ch to w�nd your
thread. Also, on the table I found a scrap of paper wh�ch had wr�tten
on �t, “My dearest Makar Alex�ev�tch I hasten to—” that was all.
Ev�dently, someone had �nterrupted you at an �nterest�ng po�nt.
Lastly, beh�nd a screen there was your l�ttle bed.... Oh darl�ng of
darl�ngs!!!... Well, goodbye now, goodbye now, but for God’s sake
send me someth�ng �n answer to th�s letter!

MAKAR DIEVUSHKIN.



September 30th.
MY BELOVED MAKAR ALEXIEVITCH,—All �s over! The d�e �s

cast! What my lot may have �n store I know not, but I am subm�ss�ve
to the w�ll of God. Tomorrow, then, we depart. For the last t�me, I take
my leave of you, my fr�end beyond pr�ce, my benefactor, my dear
one! Do not gr�eve for me, but try to l�ve happ�ly. Th�nk of me
somet�mes, and may the bless�ng of Alm�ghty God l�ght upon you!
For myself, I shall often have you �n remembrance, and recall you �n
my prayers. Thus our t�me together has come to an end. L�ttle
comfort �n my new l�fe shall I der�ve from memor�es of the past. The
more, therefore, shall I cher�sh the recollect�on of you, and the
dearer w�ll you ever be to my heart. Here, you have been my only
fr�end; here, you alone have loved me. Yes, I have seen all, I have
known all—I have throughout known how well you love me. A s�ngle
sm�le of m�ne, a s�ngle stroke from my pen, has been able to make
you happy.... But now you must forget me.... How lonely you w�ll be!
Why should you stay here at all, k�nd, �nest�mable, but sol�tary, fr�end
of m�ne? To your care I entrust the book, the embro�dery frame, and
the letter upon wh�ch I had begun. When you look upon the few
words wh�ch the letter conta�ns you w�ll be able mentally to read �n
thought all that you would have l�ked further to hear or rece�ve from
me—all that I would so gladly have wr�tten, but can never now wr�te.
Th�nk somet�mes of your poor l�ttle Barbara who loved you so well.
All your letters I have left beh�nd me �n the top drawer of Thedora’s
chest of drawers... You wr�te that you are �ll, but Mons�eur Bw�kov w�ll
not let me leave the house today; so that I can only wr�te to you.
Also, I w�ll wr�te aga�n before long. That �s a prom�se. Yet God only
knows when I shall be able to do so.... Now we must b�d one another
forever farewell, my fr�end, my beloved, my own! Yes, �t must be
forever! Ah, how at th�s moment I could embrace you! Goodbye,
dear fr�end—goodbye, goodbye! May you ever rest well and happy!
To the end I shall keep you �n my prayers. How my heart �s ach�ng



under �ts load of sorrow!... Mons�eur Bw�kov �s just call�ng for me....—
Your ever lov�ng

B.
P.S.—My heart �s full! It �s full to burst�ng of tears! Sorrow has me

�n �ts gr�p, and �s tear�ng me to p�eces. Goodbye. My God, what gr�ef!
Do not, do not forget your poor Barbara!

BELOVED BARBARA—MY JEWEL, MY PRICELESS ONE,—You
are now almost en route, you are now just about to depart! Would
that they had torn my heart out of my breast rather than have taken
you away from me! How could you allow �t? You weep, yet you go!
And only th�s moment I have rece�ved from you a letter sta�ned w�th
your tears! It must be that you are depart�ng unw�ll�ngly; �t must be
that you are be�ng abducted aga�nst your w�ll; �t must be that you are
sorry for me; �t must be that—that you LOVE me!... Yet how w�ll �t
fare w�th you now? Your heart w�ll soon have become ch�lled and
s�ck and depressed. Gr�ef w�ll soon have sucked away �ts l�fe; gr�ef
w�ll soon have rent �t �n twa�n! Yes, you w�ll d�e where you be, and be
la�d to rest �n the cold, mo�st earth where there �s no one to bewa�l
you. Mons�eur Bw�kov w�ll only be hunt�ng hares!... Ah, my darl�ng,
my darl�ng! WHY d�d you come to th�s dec�s�on? How could you br�ng
yourself to take such a step? What have you done, have you done,
have you done? Soon they w�ll be carry�ng you away to the tomb;
soon your beauty w�ll have become def�led, my angel. Ah, dearest
one, you are as weak as a feather. And where have I been all th�s
t�me? What have I been th�nk�ng of? I have treated you merely as a
forward ch�ld whose head was ach�ng. Fool that I was, I ne�ther saw
nor understood. I have behaved as though, r�ght or wrong, the matter
was �n no way my concern. Yes, I have been runn�ng about after
fr�pper�es!... Ah, but I WILL leave my bed. Tomorrow I WILL r�se
sound and well, and be once more myself.... Dearest, I could throw
myself under the wheels of a pass�ng veh�cle rather than that you
should go l�ke th�s. By what r�ght �s �t be�ng done?... I w�ll go w�th you;
I w�ll run beh�nd your carr�age �f you w�ll not take me—yes, I w�ll run,
and run so long as the power �s �n me, and unt�l my breath shall have
fa�led. Do you know wh�ther you are go�ng? Perhaps you w�ll not
know, and w�ll have to ask me? Before you there l�e the Steppes, my



darl�ng—only the Steppes, the naked Steppes, the Steppes that are
as bare as the palm of my hand. THERE there l�ve only heartless old
women and rude peasants and drunkards. THERE the trees have
already shed the�r leaves. THERE there ab�de but ra�n and cold.
Why should you go th�ther? True, Mons�eur Bw�kov w�ll have h�s
d�vers�ons �n that country—he w�ll be able to hunt the hare; but what
of yourself? Do you w�sh to become a mere estate lady? Nay; look at
yourself, my seraph of heaven. Are you �n any way f�tted for such a
role? How could you play �t? To whom should I wr�te letters? To
whom should I send these m�ss�ves? Whom should I call “my
darl�ng”? To whom should I apply that name of endearment? Where,
too, could I f�nd you? When you are gone, Barbara, I shall d�e—for
certa�n I shall d�e, for my heart cannot bear th�s m�sery. I love you as
I love the l�ght of God; I love you as my own daughter; to you I have
devoted my love �n �ts ent�rety; only for you have I l�ved at all; only
because you were near me have I worked and cop�ed manuscr�pts
and comm�tted my v�ews to paper under the gu�se of fr�endly letters.
Perhaps you d�d not know all th�s, but �t has been so. How, then, my
beloved, could you br�ng yourself to leave me? Nay, you MUST not
go—�t �s �mposs�ble, �t �s sheerly, �t �s utterly, �mposs�ble. The ra�n w�ll
fall upon you, and you are weak, and w�ll catch cold. The floods w�ll
stop your carr�age. No sooner w�ll �t have passed the c�ty barr�ers
than �t w�ll break down, purposely break down. Here, �n St.
Petersburg, they are bad bu�lders of carr�ages. Yes, I know well
these carr�age-bu�lders. They are jerry-bu�lders who can fash�on a
toy, but noth�ng that �s durable. Yes, I swear they can make noth�ng
that �s durable.... All that I can do �s to go upon my knees before
Mons�eur Bw�kov, and to tell h�m all, to tell h�m all. Do you also tell
h�m all, dearest, and reason w�th h�m. Tell h�m that you MUST rema�n
here, and must not go. Ah, why d�d he not marry that merchant’s
daughter �n Moscow? Let h�m go and marry her now. She would su�t
h�m far better and for reasons wh�ch I well know. Then I could keep
you. For what �s he to you, th�s Mons�eur Bw�kov? Why has he
suddenly become so dear to your heart? Is �t because he can buy
you gewgaws? What are THEY? What use are THEY? They are so
much rubb�sh. One should cons�der human l�fe rather than mere
f�nery. Nevertheless, as soon as I have rece�ved my next �nstalment



of salary I mean to buy you a new cloak. I mean to buy �t at a shop
w�th wh�ch I am acqua�nted. Only, you must wa�t unt�l my next
�nstallment �s due, my angel of a Barbara. Ah, God, my God! To th�nk
that you are go�ng away �nto the Steppes w�th Mons�eur Bw�kov—
that you are go�ng away never to return!... Nay, nay, but you SHALL
wr�te to me. You SHALL wr�te me a letter as soon as you have
started, even �f �t be your last letter of all, my dearest. Yet w�ll �t be
your last letter? How has �t come about so suddenly, so �rrevocably,
that th�s letter should be your last? Nay, nay; I w�ll wr�te, and you
shall wr�te—yes, NOW, when at length I am beg�nn�ng to �mprove my
style. Style? I do not know what I am wr�t�ng. I never do know what I
am wr�t�ng. I could not poss�bly know, for I never read over what I
have wr�tten, nor correct �ts orthography. At the present moment, I
am wr�t�ng merely for the sake of wr�t�ng, and to put as much as
poss�ble �nto th�s last letter of m�ne....

Ah, dearest, my pet, my own darl�ng!...
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