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INTRODUCTION

I

Turgenev �s an author who no longer belongs to Russ�a only.
Dur�ng the last f�fteen years of h�s l�fe he won for h�mself the read�ng
publ�c, f�rst �n France, then �n Germany and Amer�ca, and f�nally �n
England.

In h�s funeral orat�on the spokesman of the most art�st�c and
cr�t�cal of European nat�ons, Ernest Renan, ha�led h�m as one of the
greatest wr�ters of our t�mes: ‘The Master, whose exqu�s�te works
have charmed our century, stands more than any other man as the
�ncarnat�on of a whole race,’ because ‘a whole world l�ved �n h�m and
spoke through h�s mouth.’ Not the Russ�an world only, we may add,
but the whole Slavon�c world, to wh�ch �t was ‘an honour to have
been expressed by so great a Master.’

Th�s recogn�t�on was, however, of slow growth. It had noth�ng �n �t
of the sudden wave of cur�os�ty and gush�ng enthus�asm wh�ch �n a
few years l�fted Count Tolsto� to world-w�de fame. Ne�ther �n the
personal�ty of Turgenev, nor �n h�s talent, was there anyth�ng to str�ke
and carry away popular �mag�nat�on.

By the fecund�ty of h�s creat�ve talent Turgenev stands w�th the
greatest authors of all t�mes. The gallery of l�v�ng people, men, and
espec�ally women, each d�fferent and perfectly �nd�v�dual�sed, yet all
the creatures of actual l�fe, whom Turgenev �ntroduces to us; the vast
body of psycholog�cal truths he d�scovers, the subtle shades of
men’s feel�ngs he reveals to us, �s such as only the greatest among
the great have succeeded �n leav�ng as the�r art�st�c �nher�tance to
the�r country and to the world.

As regards h�s method of deal�ng w�th h�s mater�al and shap�ng �t
�nto mould, he stands even h�gher than as a pure creator. Tolsto� �s
more plast�cal, and certa�nly as deep and or�g�nal and r�ch �n creat�ve



power as Turgenev, and Dostoevsky �s more �ntense, ferv�d, and
dramat�c. But as an art�st, as master of the comb�nat�on of deta�ls
�nto a harmon�ous whole, as an arch�tect of �mag�nat�ve work, he
surpasses all the prose wr�ters of h�s country, and has but few equals
among the great novel�sts of other lands. Twenty-f�ve years ago, on
read�ng the translat�on of one of h�s short stor�es (Assya), George
Sand, who was then at the apogee of her fame, wrote to h�m:
‘Master, all of us have to go to study at your school.’ Th�s was,
�ndeed, a generous compl�ment, com�ng from the representat�ve of
French l�terature wh�ch �s so em�nently art�st�c. But �t was not flattery.
As an art�st, Turgenev �n real�ty stands w�th the class�cs who may be
stud�ed and adm�red for the�r perfect form long after the �nterest of
the�r subject has d�sappeared. But �t seems that �n h�s very devot�on
to art and beauty he has purposely restr�cted the range of h�s
creat�ons.

To one fam�l�ar w�th all Turgenev’s works �t �s ev�dent that he
possessed the keys of all human emot�ons, all human feel�ngs, the
h�ghest and the lowest, the noble as well as the base. From the
he�ght of h�s super�or�ty he saw all, understood all: Nature and men
had no secrets h�dden from h�s calm, penetrat�ng eyes. In h�s latter
days, sketches such as Clara M�l�tch, The Song of Tr�umphant Love,
The Dream, and the �ncomparable Phantoms, he showed that he
could equal Edgar Poe, Hofmann, and Dostoevsky �n the mastery of
the fantast�cal, the horr�ble, the myster�ous, and the
�ncomprehens�ble, wh�ch l�ve somewhere �n human nerves, though
not to be def�ned by reason.

But there was �n h�m such a love of l�ght, sunsh�ne, and l�v�ng
human poetry, such an organ�c avers�on for all that �s ugly, or coarse
and d�scordant, that he made h�mself almost exclus�vely the poet of
the gentler s�de of human nature. On the fr�nge of h�s p�ctures or �n
the�r background, just for the sake of contrast, he w�ll show us the
v�ces, the cruelt�es, even the m�re of l�fe. But he cannot stay �n these
gloomy reg�ons, and he hastens back to the realms of the sun and
flowers, or to the poet�cal moonl�ght of melancholy, wh�ch he loves
best because �n �t he can f�nd express�on for h�s own great sorrow�ng
heart.



Even jealousy, wh�ch �s the black shadow of the most poet�cal of
human feel�ngs, �s avo�ded by the gentle art�st. He hardly ever
descr�bes �t, only allud�ng to �t cursor�ly. But there �s no novel�st who
g�ves so much room to the pure, crystall�ne, eternally youthful feel�ng
of love. We may say that the descr�pt�on of love �s Turgenev’s
spec�al�ty. What Francesco Petrarca d�d for one k�nd of love—the
romant�c, art�f�c�al, hot-house love of the t�mes of ch�valry—Turgenev
d�d for the natural, spontaneous, modern love �n all �ts var�ety of
forms, k�nds, and man�festat�ons: the slow and gradual as well as the
sudden and �nstantaneous; the sp�r�tual, the adm�r�ng and �nsp�r�ng,
as well as the l�fe-po�son�ng, terr�ble k�nd of love, wh�ch �nfects a man
as a prolonged d�sease. There �s someth�ng prod�g�ous �n Turgenev’s
�ns�ght �nto, and h�s �nexhaust�ble r�chness, truthfulness, and
freshness �n the render�ng of those emot�ons wh�ch have been the
theme of all poets and novel�sts for two thousand years.

In the well-known memo�rs of Carol�ne Bauer one comes across a
cur�ous legend about Pagan�n�. She tells that the great enchanter
owed h�s un�que command over the emot�ons of h�s aud�ences to a
pecul�ar use of one s�ngle str�ng, G, wh�ch he made s�ng and
wh�sper, cry and thunder, at the touch of h�s marvellous bow.

There �s someth�ng of th�s �n Turgenev’s descr�pt�on of love. He
has many other str�ngs at h�s harp, but h�s greatest effect he obta�ns
�n touch�ng th�s one. H�s stor�es are not love poems. He only prefers
to present h�s people �n the l�ght of that feel�ng �n wh�ch a man’s soul
gathers up all �ts h�ghest energ�es, and melts as �n a cruc�ble,
show�ng �ts dross and �ts pure metal.

Turgenev began h�s l�terary career and won an enormous
popular�ty �n Russ�a by h�s sketches from peasant l�fe. H�s D�ary of a
Sportsman conta�ns some of the best of h�s short stor�es, and h�s
Country Inn, wr�tten a few years later, �n the matur�ty of h�s talent, �s
as good as Tolsto�’s l�ttle masterp�ece, Pol�kushka.

He was certa�nly able to pa�nt all classes and cond�t�ons of
Russ�an people. But �n h�s greater works Turgenev lays the act�on
exclus�vely w�th one class of Russ�an people. There �s noth�ng of the
enormous canvas of Count Tolsto�, �n wh�ch the whole of Russ�a
seems to pass �n rev�ew before the readers. In Turgenev’s novels we



see only educated Russ�a, or rather the more advanced th�nk�ng part
of �t, wh�ch he knew best, because he was a part of �t h�mself.

We are far from regrett�ng th�s spec�al�sat�on. Qual�ty can
somet�mes hold �ts own aga�nst quant�ty. Although small numer�cally,
the sect�on of Russ�an soc�ety wh�ch Turgenev represents �s
enormously �nterest�ng, because �t �s the bra�n of the nat�on, the
l�v�ng ferment wh�ch alone can leaven the huge unformed masses. It
�s upon them that depend the dest�n�es of the�r country. Bes�des, the
art�st�c value of h�s works could only be enhanced by h�s
concentrat�ng h�s gen�us upon a f�eld so fam�l�ar to h�m, and
engross�ng so completely h�s m�nd and h�s sympath�es. What he
loses �n d�mens�ons he ga�ns �n correctness, depth, wonderful
subtlety and effect�veness of every m�nute deta�l, and the surpass�ng
beauty of the whole. The jewels of art he left us are l�ke those wh�ch
nat�ons store �n the sanctuar�es of the�r museums and galler�es to be
adm�red, the longer they are stud�ed. But we must look to Tolsto� for
the huge and tower�ng monuments, hewn �n mass�ve gran�te, to be
put upon some cross way of nat�ons as an object of wonder and
adm�rat�on for all who come from the four w�nds of heaven.

Turgenev d�d not wr�te for the masses but for the el�te among men.
The fact that he has won such a fame among fore�gners, and that
the number of h�s readers �s w�den�ng every year, proves that great
art �s �nternat�onal, and also, I may say, that art�st�c taste and
understand�ng �s grow�ng everywhere.

II
It �s wr�tten that no man �s a prophet �n h�s own country, and from

t�me �mmemor�al all the unsuccessful asp�rants to the profess�on
have found the�r consolat�on �n th�s proverb�al truth. But for aught we
know th�s hard l�m�tat�on has never been appl�ed to art�sts. Indeed �t
seems absurd on the face of �t that the art�st’s countrymen, for whom
and about whom he wr�tes, should be less f�t to recogn�se h�m than
strangers. Yet �n certa�n spec�al and pecul�ar cond�t�ons, the most
unl�kely th�ngs w�ll somet�mes occur, as �s proved �n the case of
Turgenev.

The fact �s that as an art�st he was apprec�ated to h�s full value f�rst
by fore�gners. The Russ�ans have begun to understand h�m, and to



ass�gn to h�m h�s r�ght place �n th�s respect only now, after h�s death,
wh�lst �n h�s l�fet�me h�s art�st�c gen�us was comparat�vely l�ttle cared
for, save by a handful of h�s personal fr�ends.

Th�s supreme art told upon the Russ�an publ�c unconsc�ously, as �t
was bound to tell upon a nat�on so r�chly endowed w�th natural
art�st�c �nst�nct. Turgenev was always the most w�dely read of
Russ�an authors, not except�ng Tolsto�, who came to the front only
after h�s death. But full recogn�t�on he had not, because he
happened to produce h�s works �n a troubled epoch of pol�t�cal and
soc�al str�fe, when the best men were absorbed �n other �nterests and
pursu�ts, and could not and would not apprec�ate and enjoy pure art.
Th�s was the pa�nful, almost trag�c, pos�t�on of an art�st, who l�ved �n
a most �nart�st�c epoch, and whose h�ghest asp�rat�ons and noblest
efforts wounded and �rr�tated those among h�s countrymen whom he
was most devoted to, and whom he des�red most ardently to serve.

Th�s str�fe emb�ttered Turgenev’s l�fe.
At one cruc�al epoch of h�s l�terary career the confl�ct became so

vehement, and the outcry aga�nst h�m, set �n mot�on by h�s very
art�st�c truthfulness and object�veness, became so loud and
unan�mous, that he contemplated g�v�ng up l�terature altogether. He
could not poss�bly have held to th�s resolut�on. But �t �s surely an
open quest�on whether, sens�t�ve and modest as he was, and prone
to despondency and d�ff�dence, he would have done so much for the
l�terature of h�s country w�thout the enthus�ast�c encouragement of
var�ous great fore�gn novel�sts, who were h�s fr�ends and adm�rers:
George Sand, Gustave Flaubert, �n France; Auerbach, �n Germany;
W. D. Howells, �n Amer�ca; George El�ot, �n England.

We w�ll tell the story of h�s troubled l�fe p�ece by p�ece as far as
space w�ll allow, as h�s works appear �n success�on. Here we w�ll
only g�ve a few b�ograph�cal tra�ts wh�ch bear part�cularly upon the
novel before us, and account for h�s pecul�ar hold over the m�nds of
h�s countrymen.

Turgenev, who was born �n 1818, belonged to a set of Russ�ans
very small �n h�s t�me, who had rece�ved a thoroughly European
educat�on �n no way �nfer�or to that of the best favoured young
German or Engl�shman. It happened, moreover, that h�s paternal



uncle, N�cholas Turgenev, the famous ‘Decembr�st,’ after the fa�lure
of that f�rst attempt (December 14, 1825) to ga�n by force of arms a
const�tut�onal government for Russ�a, succeeded �n escap�ng the
vengeance of the Tsar N�cholas I., and settled �n France, where he
publ�shed �n French the f�rst v�nd�cat�on of Russ�an revolut�on.

Wh�lst study�ng ph�losophy �n the Berl�n Un�vers�ty, Turgenev pa�d
short v�s�ts to h�s uncle, who �n�t�ated h�m �n the �deas of l�berty, from
wh�ch he never swerved throughout h�s long l�fe.

In the s�xt�es, when Alexander Hertzen, one of the most g�fted
wr�ters of our land, a sparkl�ng, w�tty, pathet�c, and powerful journal�st
and br�ll�ant essay�st, started �n London h�s Kolokol, a revolut�onary,
or rather rad�cal paper, wh�ch had a great �nfluence �n Russ�a,
Turgenev became one of h�s most act�ve contr�butors and adv�sers,
—almost a member of the ed�tor�al staff.

Th�s fact has been revealed a few years ago by the publ�cat�on,
wh�ch we owe to Professor Dragomanov, of the pr�vate
correspondence between Turgenev and Hertzen. Th�s most
�nterest�ng l�ttle volume throws qu�te a new l�ght upon Turgenev,
show�ng that our great novel�st was at the same t�me one of the
strongest—perhaps the strongest—and most clear-s�ghted pol�t�cal
th�nkers of h�s t�me. However surpr�s�ng such a versat�l�ty may
appear, �t �s proved to demonstrat�on by a compar�son of h�s v�ews,
h�s att�tude, and h�s forecasts, some of wh�ch have been ver�f�ed only
lately, w�th those of the acknowledged leaders and spokesmen of the
var�ous pol�t�cal part�es of h�s day, �nclud�ng Alexander Hertzen
h�mself. Turgenev’s are always the soundest, the most correct and
far-s�ghted judgments, as latter-day h�story has proved.

A man w�th so ardent a love of l�berty, and such rad�cal v�ews,
could not poss�bly ban�sh them from h�s l�terary works, no matter
how great h�s devot�on to pure art. He would have been a poor art�st
had he �nfl�cted upon h�mself such a mut�lat�on, because freedom
from all restra�nts, the frank, s�ncere express�on of the art�st’s
�nd�v�dual�ty, �s the l�fe and soul of all true art.

Turgenev gave to h�s country the whole of h�mself, the best of h�s
m�nd and of h�s creat�ve fancy. He appeared at the same t�me as a
teacher, a prophet of new �deas, and as a poet and art�st. But h�s



own countrymen ha�led h�m �n the f�rst capac�ty, rema�n�ng for a long
t�me obtuse to the latter and greater.

Thus, dur�ng one of the most �mportant and �nterest�ng per�ods of
our nat�onal h�story, Turgenev was the standard-bearer and �nsp�rer
of the L�beral, the th�nk�ng Russ�a. Although the two men stand at
d�ametr�cally oppos�te poles, Turgenev’s pos�t�on can be compared
to that of Count Tolsto� nowadays, w�th a d�fference, th�s t�me �n
favour of the author of Dm�tr� Rud�n. W�th Turgenev the th�nker and
the art�st are not at war, spo�l�ng and somet�mes contrad�ct�ng each
other’s efforts. They go hand �n hand, because he never preaches
any doctr�ne whatever, but g�ves us, w�th an un�mpeachable, art�st�c
object�veness, the l�v�ng men and women �n whom certa�n �deas,
doctr�nes, and asp�rat�ons were embod�ed. And he never evolves
these �deas and doctr�nes from h�s �nner consc�ousness, but takes
them from real l�fe, catch�ng w�th h�s unfa�l�ng art�st�c �nst�nct an
�nc�p�ent movement just at the moment when �t was to become a
h�stor�c feature of the t�me. Thus h�s novels are a sort of art�st�c
ep�tome of the �ntellectual h�story of modern Russ�a, and also a
powerful �nstrument of her �ntellectual progress.

III
Rud�n �s the f�rst of Turgenev’s soc�al novels, and �s a sort of

art�st�c �ntroduct�on to those that follow, because �t refers to the
epoch anter�or to that when the present soc�al and pol�t�cal
movements began. Th�s epoch �s be�ng fast forgotten, and w�thout
h�s novel �t would be d�ff�cult for us to fully real�se �t, but �t �s well
worth study�ng, because we f�nd �n �t the germ of future growths.

It was a gloomy t�me. The feroc�ous despot�sm of N�cholas I.—
overwe�gh�ng the country l�ke the stone l�d of a coff�n, crushed every
word, every thought, wh�ch d�d not f�t w�th �ts narrow concept�ons.
But th�s was not the worst. The worst was that progress�ve Russ�a
was represented by a mere handful of men, who were so �mmensely
�n advance of the�r surround�ngs, that �n the�r own country they felt
more �solated, helpless, and out of touch w�th the real�t�es of l�fe than
�f they had l�ved among strangers.

But men must have some outlet for the�r sp�r�tual energ�es, and
these men, unable to take part �n the sord�d or petty pursu�ts of those



around them, created for themselves art�f�c�al l�fe, art�f�c�al pursu�ts
and �nterests.

The �solat�on �n wh�ch they l�ved drew them naturally together. The
‘c�rcle,’ someth�ng between an �nformal club and a debat�ng soc�ety,
became the form �n wh�ch these crav�ngs of m�nd or heart could be
sat�sf�ed. These people met and talked; that was all they were able
to do.

The passage �n wh�ch one of the heroes, Lezhnyov, tells the
woman he loves about the c�rcle of wh�ch Dm�tr� Rud�n and h�mself
were members, �s h�stor�cally one of the most suggest�ve. It refers to
a c�rcle of young students. But �t has a w�der appl�cat�on. All
prom�nent men of the epoch—Stankev�tch, who served as model to
the poet�c and touch�ng f�gure of Pokorsky; Alexander Hertzen, and
the great cr�t�c, Bel�nsky—all had the�r ‘c�rcles,’ or the�r small
chapels, �n wh�ch these enthus�asts met to offer worsh�p to the
‘goddess of truth, art, and moral�ty.’

They were the best men of the�r t�me, full of h�gh asp�rat�ons and
knowledge, and the�r d�s�nterested search after truth was certa�nly a
noble pursu�t. They had full r�ght to look down upon the�r ne�ghbours
wallow�ng �n the m�re of sord�d and self�sh mater�al�sm. But by l�v�ng
�n that sp�r�tual hothouse of dreams, ph�losoph�cal speculat�ons, and
abstract�ons, these men unf�tted themselves only the more
completely for part�c�pat�on �n real l�fe; the absorpt�on �n �nterests
hav�ng noth�ng to do w�th the l�fe of the�r own country, estranged
them st�ll more from �t. The overwhelm�ng stream of words dra�ned
them of the natural sources of spontaneous emot�on, and these men
almost grew out of feel�ng by d�nt of constantly analys�ng the�r
feel�ngs.

Dm�tr� Rud�n �s the typ�cal man of that generat�on, both the v�ct�m
and the hero of h�s t�me—a man who �s almost a T�tan �n word and a
p�gmy �n deed. He �s eloquent as a young Demosthenes. An
�rres�st�ble debater, he carr�es everyth�ng before h�m the moment he
appears. But he fa�ls �gnom�n�ously when put to the hard test of
act�on. Yet he �s not an �mpostor. H�s enthus�asm �s contag�ous
because �t �s s�ncere, and h�s eloquence �s conv�nc�ng because
devot�on to h�s �deals �s an absorb�ng pass�on w�th h�m. He would d�e



for them, and, what �s more rare, he would not swerve a ha�r’s-
breadth from them for any worldly advantage, or for fear of any
hardsh�p. Only th�s pass�on and th�s enthus�asm spr�ng w�th h�m
ent�rely from the head. The heart, the deep emot�onal power of
human love and p�ty, lay dormant �n h�m. Human�ty, wh�ch he would
serve to the last drop of h�s blood, �s for h�m a body of fore�gners—
French, Engl�sh, Germans—whom he has stud�ed from books, and
whom he has met only �n hotels and water�ng-places dur�ng h�s
fore�gn travels as a student or as a tour�st.

Towards such an abstract, al�en human�ty, a man cannot feel any
real attachment. W�th all h�s outward ardour, Rud�n �s cold as �ce at
the bottom of h�s heart. H�s �s an enthus�asm wh�ch glows w�thout
warmth, l�ke the aurora boreal�s of the Polar reg�ons. A poor
subst�tute for the bount�ful sun. But what would have become of a
God-forsaken land �f the Arct�c n�ghts were depr�ved of that
subst�tute? W�th all the�r weaknesses, Rud�n and the men of h�s
stamp—�n other words, the men of the generat�on of 1840—have
rendered an hero�c serv�ce to the�r country. They �nculcated �n �t the
rel�g�on of the �deal; they brought �n the seeds, wh�ch had only to be
thrown �nto the warm furrow of the�r nat�ve so�l to br�ng forth the r�ch
crops of the future.

The shortcom�ngs and the �mpotence of these men were due to
the�r hav�ng no organ�c t�es w�th the�r own country, no roots �n the
Russ�an so�l. They hardly knew the Russ�an people, who appeared
to them as noth�ng more than an h�stor�c abstract�on. They were
really cosmopol�tan, as a poor makesh�ft for someth�ng better, and
Turgenev, �n mak�ng h�s hero d�e on a French barr�cade, was true to
l�fe as well as to art.

The �nward growth of the country has remed�ed th�s defect �n the
course of the three generat�ons wh�ch have followed. But has the
remedy been complete? No; far from �t, unfortunately. There are st�ll
thousands of barr�ers prevent�ng the Russ�ans from do�ng someth�ng
useful for the�r countrymen and m�x�ng freely w�th them. The sp�r�tual
energ�es of the most ardent are st�ll compelled—part�ally at least—to
run �nto the art�f�c�al channels descr�bed �n Turgenev’s novel.



Hence the perpetuat�on of Rud�n’s type, wh�ch acqu�res more than
an h�stor�cal �nterest.

In d�scuss�ng the character of Hlestakov, the hero of h�s great
comedy, Gogol declared that th�s type �s pretty n�gh un�versal,
because ‘every Russ�an,’ he says, ‘has a b�t of Hlestakov �n h�m.’
Th�s not very flatter�ng op�n�on has been humbly �ndorsed and
repeated s�nce, out of reverence to Gogol’s great author�ty, although
�t �s untrue on the face of �t. Hlestakov �s a sort of Tartar�n �n Russ�an
dress, wh�lst s�mpl�c�ty and s�ncer�ty are the fundamental tra�ts of all
that �s Russ�an �n character, manner, art, l�terature. But �t may be
truly sa�d that every educated Russ�an of our t�me has a b�t of Dm�tr�
Rud�n �n h�m.

Th�s f�gure �s undoubtedly one of the f�nest �n Turgenev’s gallery,
and �t �s at the same t�me one of the most br�ll�ant examples of h�s
art�st�c method.

Turgenev does not g�ve us at one stroke sculptured f�gures made
from one block, such as r�se before us from Tolsto�’s pages. H�s art �s
rather that of a pa�nter or mus�cal composer than of a sculptor. He
has more colour, a deeper perspect�ve, a greater var�ety of l�ghts and
shadows—a more complete portra�ture of the sp�r�tual man. Tolsto�’s
people stand so l�v�ng and concrete that one feels one can recogn�se
them �n the street. Turgenev’s are l�ke people whose �nt�mate
confess�ons and pr�vate correspondence, unve�l�ng all the secrets of
the�r sp�r�tual l�fe, have been subm�tted to one.

Every scene, almost every l�ne, opens up new deep hor�zons,
throw�ng upon h�s people some new unexpected l�ght.

The extremely complex and d�ff�cult character of the hero of th�s
story, shows at �ts h�ghest th�s subtle psycholog�cal many-s�dedness.
Dm�tr� Rud�n �s bu�lt up of contrad�ct�ons, yet not for a moment does
he cease to be perfectly real, l�v�ng, and concrete.

Hardly less remarkable �s the character of the hero�ne, Natalya,
the qu�et, sober, matter-of-fact g�rl, who at the bottom �s an
enthus�ast�c and hero�c nature. She �s but a ch�ld fresh to all
�mpress�ons of l�fe, and as yet undeveloped. To have used the
search�ng, analyt�cal method �n pa�nt�ng her would have spo�led th�s
beaut�ful creat�on. Turgenev descr�bes her synthet�cally by a few



masterly l�nes, wh�ch show us, however, the secrets of her sp�r�t;
reveal�ng what she �s and also what she m�ght have become under
other c�rcumstances.

Th�s character deserves more attent�on than we can g�ve �t here.
Turgenev, l�ke George Mered�th, �s a master �n pa�nt�ng women, and
h�s Natalya �s the f�rst poet�cal revelat�on of a very str�k�ng fact �n
modern Russ�an h�story; the appearance of women possess�ng a
strength of m�nd more f�nely mascul�ne than that of the men of the�r
t�me. By the s�de of weak, �rresolute, though h�ghly �ntellectual men
we see �n h�s f�rst three novels energet�c, earnest, �mpass�oned
women, who take the lead �n act�on, wh�lst they are but the man’s
modest pup�ls �n the doma�n of �deas. Only later on, �n Fathers and
Ch�ldren, does Turgenev show us �n Bazarov a man essent�ally
mascul�ne. But of th�s �nterest�ng pecul�ar�ty of Russ�an �ntellectual
l�fe, �n the years 1840 to 1860, I w�ll speak more fully when analys�ng
another of Turgenev’s novels �n wh�ch th�s contrast �s most
consp�cuous.

I w�ll say noth�ng of the m�nor characters of the story before us:
Lezhnyov, P�gasov, Madame Lasunsky, Pandalevsky, who are all
excellent examples of what may be called m�n�ature-pa�nt�ng.

As to the novel as a whole, I w�ll make here only one observat�on,
not to forestall the reader’s own �mpress�ons.

Turgenev �s a real�st �n the sense that he keeps close to real�ty,
truth, and nature. But �n the pursu�t of photograph�c fa�thfulness to
l�fe, he never allows h�mself to be ted�ous and dull, as some of the
best representat�ves of the school th�nk �t �ncumbent upon them to
be. H�s descr�pt�ons are never overburdened w�th wear�some deta�ls;
h�s act�on �s rap�d; the events are never to be foreseen a hundred
pages beforehand; he keeps h�s readers �n constant suspense. And
�t seems to me �n so do�ng he shows h�mself a better real�st than the
g�fted representat�ves of the orthodox real�sm �n France, England,
and Amer�ca. L�fe �s not dull; l�fe �s full of the unforeseen, full of
suspense. A novel�st, however natural and log�cal, must contr�ve to
have �t �n h�s novels �f he �s not to sacr�f�ce the soul of art for the
merest show of f�del�ty.



The plot of Dm�tr� Rud�n �s so exceed�ngly s�mple that an Engl�sh
novel-reader would say that there �s hardly any plot at all. Turgenev
d�sda�ned the tr�cks of the sensat�onal novel�sts. Yet, for a Russ�an at
least, �t �s eas�er to lay down before the end a novel by V�ctor Hugo
or Alexander Dumas than Dm�tr� Rud�n, or, �ndeed, any of Turgenev’s
great novels. What the novel�sts of the romant�c school obta�n by the
charm of unexpected adventures and thr�ll�ng s�tuat�ons, Turgenev
succeeds �n obta�n�ng by the br�sk adm�rably concentrated act�on,
and, above all, by the s�mplest and most prec�ous of a novel�st’s
g�fts: h�s un�que command over the sympath�es and emot�ons of h�s
readers. In th�s he can be compared to a mus�c�an who works upon
the nerves and the souls of h�s aud�ence w�thout the �ntermed�ary of
the m�nd; or, better st�ll, to a poet who comb�nes the power of the
word w�th the mag�c spell of harmony. One does not read h�s novels;
one l�ves �n them.

Much of th�s pecul�ar g�ft of fasc�nat�on �s certa�nly due to
Turgenev’s mastery over all the resources of our r�ch, flex�ble, and
mus�cal language. The poet Lermontov alone wrote as splend�d a
prose as Turgenev. A good deal of �ts charm �s unavo�dably lost �n
translat�on. But I am happy to say that the present one �s as near an
approach to the elegance and poetry of the or�g�nal as I have ever
come across.
  S. STEPNIAK. 

  BEDFORD PARK, April 20, 1894. 



THE NAMES OF THE CHARACTERS
IN THE BOOK

DMITRI NIKOLA’ITCH RU’DIN.
DAR-YA MIHA’ILOVNA LASU’NSKY.
NATA’L-YA ALEX-YE’VNA.
MIHA’ILO MIHA’ILITCH LE’ZH-NYOV (MISHA).
ALEXANDRA PA’VLOVNA LI’PIN (SASHA).
SERGEI (pron, Sergay) PA’VLITCH VOLI’NT-SEV (SEREZHA).
KONSTANTIN DIOMIDITCH PANDALE’VSKY.
AFRICAN SEME’NITCH PIGA’SOV.
BASSI’STOFF.
MLLE. BONCOURT.

In transcr�b�ng the Russ�an names �nto Engl�sh—
a has the sound of a �n father. er,, a�r. �,, ee. u,, oo.

y �s always consonantal except when �t �s the last
letter of the word. g �s always hard.



I
IT was a qu�et summer morn�ng. The sun stood already pretty h�gh

�n the clear sky but the f�elds were st�ll sparkl�ng w�th dew; a fresh
breeze blew fragrantly from the scarce awakened valleys and �n the
forest, st�ll damp and hushed, the b�rds were merr�ly caroll�ng the�r
morn�ng song. On the r�dge of a swell�ng upland, wh�ch was covered
from base to summ�t w�th blossom�ng rye, a l�ttle v�llage was to be
seen. Along a narrow by-road to th�s l�ttle v�llage a young woman
was walk�ng �n a wh�te musl�n gown, and a round straw hat, w�th a
parasol �n her hand. A page boy followed her some d�stance beh�nd.

She moved w�thout haste and as though she were enjoy�ng the
walk. The h�gh nodd�ng rye all round her moved �n long softly rustl�ng
waves, tak�ng here a shade of s�lvery green and there a r�pple of red;
the larks were tr�ll�ng overhead. The young woman had come from
her own estate, wh�ch was not more than a m�le from the v�llage to
wh�ch she was turn�ng her steps. Her name was Alexandra Pavlovna
L�p�n. She was a w�dow, ch�ldless, and fa�rly well off, and l�ved w�th
her brother, a ret�red cavalry off�cer, Serge� Pavl�tch Vol�ntsev. He
was unmarr�ed and looked after her property.

Alexandra Pavlovna reached the v�llage and, stopp�ng at the last
hut, a very old and low one, she called up the boy and told h�m to go
�n and ask after the health of �ts m�stress. He qu�ckly came back
accompan�ed by a decrep�t old peasant w�th a wh�te beard.

‘Well, how �s she?’ asked Alexandra Pavlovna.
‘Well, she �s st�ll al�ve,’ began the old man.
‘Can I go �n?’
‘Of course; yes.’
Alexandra Pavlovna went �nto the hut. It was narrow, st�fl�ng, and

smoky �ns�de. Some one st�rred and began to moan on the stove
wh�ch formed the bed. Alexandra Pavlovna looked round and
d�scerned �n the half darkness the yellow wr�nkled face of the old



woman t�ed up �n a checked handkerch�ef. Covered to the very throat
w�th a heavy overcoat she was breath�ng w�th d�ff�culty, and her
wasted hands were tw�tch�ng.

Alexandra Pavlovna went close up to the old woman and la�d her
f�ngers on her forehead; �t was burn�ng hot.

‘How do you feel, Matrona?’ she �nqu�red, bend�ng over the bed.
‘Oh, oh!’ groaned the old woman, try�ng to make her out, ‘bad,

very bad, my dear! My last hour has come, my darl�ng!’
‘God �s merc�ful, Matrona; perhaps you w�ll be better soon. D�d you

take the med�c�ne I sent you?’
The old woman groaned pa�nfully, and d�d not answer. She had

hardly heard the quest�on.
‘She has taken �t,’ sa�d the old man who was stand�ng at the door.
Alexandra Pavlovna turned to h�m.
‘Is there no one w�th her but you?’ she �nqu�red.
‘There �s the g�rl—her granddaughter, but she always keeps away.

She won’t s�t w�th her; she’s such a gad-about. To g�ve the old
woman a dr�nk of water �s too much trouble for her. And I am old;
what use can I be?’

‘Shouldn’t she be taken to me—to the hosp�tal?’
‘No. Why take her to the hosp�tal? She would d�e just the same.

She has l�ved her l�fe; �t’s God’s w�ll now seem�ngly. She w�ll never
get up aga�n. How could she go to the hosp�tal? If they tr�ed to l�ft her
up, she would d�e.’

‘Oh!’ moaned the s�ck woman, ‘my pretty lady, don’t abandon my
l�ttle orphan; our master �s far away, but you——’

She could not go on, she had spent all her strength �n say�ng so
much.

‘Do not worry yourself,’ repl�ed Alexandra Pavlovna, ‘everyth�ng
shall be done. Here �s some tea and sugar I have brought you. If you
can fancy �t you must dr�nk some. Have you a samovar, I wonder?’
she added, look�ng at the old man.

‘A samovar? We haven’t a samovar, but we could get one.’



‘Then get one, or I w�ll send you one. And tell your granddaughter
not to leave her l�ke th�s. Tell her �t’s shameful.’

The old man made no answer but took the parcel of tea and sugar
w�th both hands.

‘Well, good-bye, Matrona!’ sa�d Alexandra Pavlovna, ‘I w�ll come
and see you aga�n; and you must not lose heart but take your
med�c�ne regularly.’

The old woman ra�sed her head and drew herself a l�ttle towards
Alexandra Pavlovna.

‘G�ve me your l�ttle hand, dear lady,’ she muttered.
Alexandra Pavlovna d�d not g�ve her hand; she bent over her and

k�ssed her on the forehead.
‘Take care, now,’ she sa�d to the old man as she went out, ‘and

g�ve her the med�c�ne w�thout fa�l, as �t �s wr�tten down, and g�ve her
some tea to dr�nk.’

Aga�n the old man made no reply, but only bowed.
Alexandra Pavlovna breathed more freely when she came out �nto

the fresh a�r. She put up her parasol and was about to start
homewards, when suddenly there appeared round the corner of a
l�ttle hut a man about th�rty, dr�v�ng a low rac�ng droshky and wear�ng
an old overcoat of grey l�nen, and a forag�ng cap of the same.
Catch�ng s�ght of Alexandra Pavlovna he at once stopped h�s horse
and turned round towards her. H�s broad and colourless face w�th �ts
small l�ght grey eyes and almost wh�te moustache seemed all �n the
same tone of colour as h�s clothes.

‘Good-morn�ng!’ he began, w�th a lazy sm�le; ‘what are you do�ng
here, �f I may ask?’

‘I have been v�s�t�ng a s�ck woman... And where have you come
from, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch?’

The man addressed as M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch looked �nto her eyes and
sm�led aga�n.

‘You do well,’ he sa�d, ‘to v�s�t the s�ck, but wouldn’t �t be better for
you to take her �nto the hosp�tal?’

‘She �s too weak; �mposs�ble to move her.’



‘But don’t you �ntend to g�ve up your hosp�tal?’
‘G�ve �t up? Why?’
‘Oh, I thought so.’
‘What a strange not�on! What put such an �dea �nto your head?’
‘Oh, you are always w�th Madame Lasunsky now, you know, and

seem to be under her �nfluence. And �n her words—hosp�tals,
schools, and all that sort of th�ngs, are mere waste of t�me—useless
fads. Ph�lanthropy ought to be ent�rely personal, and educat�on too,
all that �s the soul’s work... that’s how she expresses herself, I
bel�eve. From whom d�d she p�ck up that op�n�on I should l�ke to
know?’

Alexandra Pavlovna laughed.
‘Darya M�ha�lovna �s a clever woman, I l�ke and esteem her very

much; but she may make m�stakes, and I don’t put fa�th �n everyth�ng
she says.’

‘And �t’s a very good th�ng you don’t,’ rejo�ned M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch,
who all the wh�le rema�ned s�tt�ng �n h�s droshky, ‘for she doesn’t put
much fa�th �n what she says herself. I’m very glad I met you.’

‘Why?’
‘That’s a n�ce quest�on! As though �t wasn’t always del�ghtful to

meet you? To-day you look as br�ght and fresh as th�s morn�ng.’
Alexandra Pavlovna laughed aga�n.
‘What are you laugh�ng at?’
‘What, �ndeed! If you could see w�th what a cold and �nd�fferent

face you brought out your compl�ment! I wonder you d�dn’t yawn over
the last word!’

‘A cold face.... You always want f�re; but f�re �s of no use at all. It
flares and smokes and goes out.’

‘And warms,’... put �n Alexandra Pavlovna.
‘Yes... and burns.’
‘Well, what �f �t does burn! That’s no great harm e�ther! It’s better

anyway than——’



‘Well, we shall see what you w�ll say when you do get n�cely burnt
one day,’ M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch �nterrupted her �n a tone of vexat�on and
made a cut at the horse w�th the re�ns, ‘Good-bye.’

‘M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch, stop a m�nute!’ cr�ed Alexandra Pavlovna,
‘when are you com�ng to see us?’

‘To-morrow; my greet�ngs to your brother.’
And the droshky rolled away.
Alexandra Pavlovna looked after M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch.
‘What a sack!’ she thought. S�tt�ng huddled up and covered w�th

dust, h�s cap on the back of h�s head and tufts of flaxen ha�r
straggl�ng from beneath �t, he looked str�k�ngly l�ke a huge sack of
flour.

Alexandra Pavlovna turned tranqu�lly back along the path
homewards. She was walk�ng w�th downcast eyes. The tramp of a
horse near made her stop and ra�se her head.... Her brother had
come on horseback to meet her; bes�de h�m was walk�ng a young
man of med�um he�ght, wear�ng a l�ght open coat, a l�ght t�e, and a
l�ght grey hat, and carry�ng a cane �n h�s hand. He had been sm�l�ng
for a long t�me at Alexandra Pavlovna, even though he saw that she
was absorbed �n thought and not�c�ng noth�ng, and when she
stopped he went up to her and �n a tone of del�ght, almost of
emot�on, cr�ed:

‘Good-morn�ng, Alexandra Pavlovna, good-morn�ng!’
‘Ah! Konstant�n D�om�d�tch! good-morn�ng!’ she repl�ed. ‘You have

come from Darya M�ha�lovna?’
‘Prec�sely so, prec�sely so,’ rejo�ned the young man w�th a rad�ant

face, ‘from Darya M�ha�lovna. Darya M�ha�lovna sent me to you; I
preferred to walk.... It’s such a glor�ous morn�ng, and the d�stance �s
only three m�les. When I arr�ved, you were not at home. Your brother
told me you had gone to Semenovka; and he was just go�ng out to
the f�elds; so you see I walked w�th h�m to meet you. Yes, yes. How
very del�ghtful!’

The young man spoke Russ�an accurately and grammat�cally but
w�th a fore�gn accent, though �t was d�ff�cult to determ�ne exactly
what accent �t was. In h�s features there was someth�ng As�at�c. H�s



long hook nose, h�s large express�onless prom�nent eyes, h�s th�ck
red l�ps, and retreat�ng forehead, and h�s jet black ha�r,—everyth�ng
about h�m suggested an Or�ental extract�on; but the young man gave
h�s surname as Pandalevsky and spoke of Odessa as h�s b�rthplace,
though he was brought up somewhere �n Wh�te Russ�a at the
expense of a r�ch and benevolent w�dow.

Another w�dow had obta�ned a government post for h�m. M�ddle-
aged lad�es were generally ready to befr�end Konstant�n D�om�d�tch;
he knew well how to court them and was successful �n com�ng
across them. He was at th�s very t�me l�v�ng w�th a r�ch lady, a
landowner, Darya M�ha�lovna Lasunsky, �n a pos�t�on between that of
a guest and of a dependant. He was very pol�te and obl�g�ng, full of
sens�b�l�ty and secretly g�ven to sensual�ty, he had a pleasant vo�ce,
played well on the p�ano, and had the hab�t of gaz�ng �ntently �nto the
eyes of any one he was speak�ng to. He dressed very neatly, and
wore h�s clothes a very long t�me, shaved h�s broad ch�n carefully,
and arranged h�s ha�r curl by curl.

Alexandra Pavlovna heard h�s speech to the end and turned to her
brother.

‘I keep meet�ng people to-day; I have just been talk�ng to
Lezhnyov.’

‘Oh, Lezhnyov! was he dr�v�ng somewhere?’
‘Yes, and fancy; he was �n a rac�ng droshky, and dressed �n a k�nd

of l�nen sack, all covered w�th dust.... What a queer creature he �s!’
‘Perhaps so; but he’s a cap�tal fellow.’
‘Who? Mr. Lezhnyov?’ �nqu�red Pandalevsky, as though he were

surpr�sed.
‘Yes, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch Lezhnyov,’ repl�ed Vol�ntsev. ‘Well, good-

bye; �t’s t�me I was off to the f�eld; they are sow�ng your buckwheat.
Mr. Pandalevsky w�ll escort you home.’ And Vol�ntsev rode off at a
trot.

‘W�th the greatest of pleasure!’ cr�ed Konstant�n D�om�d�tch,
offer�ng Alexandra Pavlovna h�s arm.

She took �t and they both turned along the path to her house.



Walk�ng w�th Alexandra Pavlovna on h�s arm seemed to afford
Konstant�n D�om�d�tch great del�ght; he moved w�th l�ttle steps,
sm�l�ng, and h�s Or�ental eyes were even be-d�mmed by a sl�ght
mo�sture, though th�s �ndeed was no rare occurrence w�th them; �t d�d
not mean much for Konstant�n D�om�d�tch to be moved and d�ssolve
�nto tears. And who would not have been pleased to have on h�s arm
a pretty, young and graceful woman? Of Alexandra Pavlovna the
whole of her d�str�ct was unan�mous �n declar�ng that she was
charm�ng, and the d�str�ct was not wrong. Her stra�ght, ever so
sl�ghtly t�lted nose would have been enough alone to dr�ve any man
out of h�s senses, to say noth�ng of her velvety dark eyes, her golden
brown ha�r, the d�mples �n her smoothly curved cheeks, and her
other beaut�es. But best of all was the sweet express�on of her face;
conf�d�ng, good and gentle, �t touched and attracted at the same
t�me. Alexandra Pavlovna had the glance and the sm�le of a ch�ld;
other lad�es found her a l�ttle s�mple.... Could one w�sh for anyth�ng
more?

‘Darya M�ha�lovna sent you to me, d�d you say?’ she asked
Pandalevsky.

‘Yes; she sent me,’ he answered, pronounc�ng the letter s l�ke the
Engl�sh th. ‘She part�cularly w�shes and told me to beg you very
urgently to be so good as to d�ne w�th her to-day. She �s expect�ng a
new guest whom she part�cularly w�shes you to meet.’

‘Who �s �t?’
‘A certa�n Muffel, a baron, a gentleman of the bed-chamber from

Petersburg. Darya M�ha�lovna made h�s acqua�ntance lately at the
Pr�nce Gar�n’s, and speaks of h�m �n h�gh terms as an agreeable and
cult�vated young man. H�s Excellency the baron �s �nterested, too, �n
l�terature, or more str�ctly speak�ng——ah! what an exqu�s�te
butterfly! pray look at �t!——more str�ctly speak�ng, �n pol�t�cal
economy. He has wr�tten an essay on some very �nterest�ng
quest�on, and wants to subm�t �t to Darya M�ha�lovna’s cr�t�c�sm.’

‘An art�cle on pol�t�cal economy?’
‘From the l�terary po�nt of v�ew, Alexandra Pavlovna, from the

l�terary po�nt of v�ew. You are well aware, I suppose, that �n that l�ne
Darya M�ha�lovna �s an author�ty. Zhukovsky used to ask her adv�ce,



and my benefactor, who l�ves at Odessa, that benevolent old man,
Roxolan Med�arov�tch Ksandr�ka——No doubt you know the name of
that em�nent man?’

‘No; I have never heard of h�m.’
‘You never heard of such a man? surpr�s�ng! I was go�ng to say

that Roxolan Med�arov�tch always had the very h�ghest op�n�on of
Darya M�ha�lovna’s knowledge of Russ�an!

‘Is th�s baron a pedant then?’ asked Alexandra Pavlovna.
‘Not �n the very least. Darya M�ha�lovna says, on the contrary, that

you see that he belongs to the best soc�ety at once. He spoke of
Beethoven w�th such eloquence that even the old pr�nce was qu�te
del�ghted by �t. That, I own, I should l�ke to have heard; you know
that �s �n my l�ne. Allow me to offer you th�s lovely w�ld-flower.’

Alexandra Pavlovna took the flower, and when she had walked a
few steps farther, let �t drop on the path. They were not more than
two hundred paces from her house. It had been recently bu�lt and
wh�tewashed, and looked out hosp�tably w�th �ts w�de l�ght w�ndows
from the th�ck fol�age of the old l�mes and maples.

‘So what message do you g�ve me for Darya M�ha�lovna?’ began
Pandalevsky, sl�ghtly hurt at the fate of the flower he had g�ven her.
‘W�ll you come to d�nner? She �nv�tes your brother too.’

‘Yes; we w�ll come, most certa�nly. And how �s Natasha?’
‘Natalya Alexyevna �s well, I am glad to say. But we have already

passed the road that turns off to Darya M�ha�lovna’s. Allow me to b�d
you good-bye.’

Alexandra Pavlovna stopped. ‘But won’t you come �n?’ she sa�d �n
a hes�tat�ng vo�ce.

‘I should l�ke to, �ndeed, but I am afra�d �t �s late. Darya M�ha�lovna
w�shes to hear a new étude of Thalberg’s, so I must pract�se and
have �t ready. Bes�des, I am doubtful, I must confess, whether my
v�s�t could afford you any pleasure.’

‘Oh, no! why?’
Pandalevsky s�ghed and dropped h�s eyes express�vely.



‘Good-bye, Alexandra Pavlovna!’ he sa�d after a sl�ght pause; then
he bowed and turned back.

Alexandra Pavlovna turned round and went home.
Konstant�n D�om�d�tch, too, walked homewards. All softness had

van�shed at once from h�s face; a self-conf�dent, almost hard
express�on came �nto �t. Even h�s walk was changed; h�s steps were
longer and he trod more heav�ly. He had walked about two m�les,
carelessly sw�ng�ng h�s cane, when all at once he began to sm�le
aga�n: he saw by the roads�de a young, rather pretty peasant g�rl,
who was dr�v�ng some calves out of an oat-f�eld. Konstant�n
D�om�d�tch approached the g�rl as war�ly as a cat, and began to
speak to her. She sa�d noth�ng at f�rst, only blushed and laughed, but
at last she h�d her face �n her sleeve, turned away, and muttered:

‘Go away, s�r; upon my word...’
Konstant�n D�om�d�tch shook h�s f�nger at her and told her to br�ng

h�m some cornflowers.
‘What do you want w�th cornflowers?—to make a wreath?’ repl�ed

the g�rl; ‘come now, go along then.’
‘Stop a m�nute, my pretty l�ttle dear,’ Konstant�n D�om�d�tch was

beg�nn�ng.
‘There now, go along,’ the g�rl �nterrupted h�m, ‘there are the young

gentlemen com�ng.’
Konstant�n D�om�d�tch looked round. There really were Vanya and

Petya, Darya M�ha�lovna’s sons, runn�ng along the road; after them
walked the�r tutor, Bass�stoff, a young man of two-and-twenty, who
had only just left college. Bass�stoff was a well-grown youth, w�th a
s�mple face, a large nose, th�ck l�ps, and small p�g’s eyes, pla�n and
awkward, but k�nd, good, and upr�ght. He dressed unt�d�ly and wore
h�s ha�r long—not from affectat�on, but from laz�ness; he l�ked eat�ng
and he l�ked sleep�ng, but he also l�ked a good book, and an earnest
conversat�on, and he hated Pandalevsky from the depths of h�s soul.

Darya M�ha�lovna’s ch�ldren worsh�pped Bass�stoff, and yet were
not �n the least afra�d of h�m; he was on a fr�endly foot�ng w�th all the
rest of the household, a fact wh�ch was not altogether pleas�ng to �ts



m�stress, though she was fond of declar�ng that for her soc�al
prejud�ces d�d not ex�st.

‘Good-morn�ng, my dears,’ began Konstant�n D�om�d�tch, ‘how
early you have come for your walk to-day! But I,’ he added, turn�ng to
Bass�stoff, ‘have been out a long wh�le already; �t’s my pass�on—to
enjoy nature.’

‘We saw how you were enjoy�ng nature,’ muttered Bass�stoff.
‘You are a mater�al�st, God knows what you are �mag�n�ng! I know

you.’ When Pandalevsky spoke to Bass�stoff or people l�ke h�m, he
grew sl�ghtly �rr�tated, and pronounced the letter s qu�te clearly, even
w�th a sl�ght h�ss.

‘Why, were you ask�ng your way of that g�rl, am I to suppose?’ sa�d
Bass�stoff, sh�ft�ng h�s eyes to r�ght and to left.

He felt that Pandalevsky was look�ng h�m stra�ght �n the face, and
th�s fact was exceed�ngly unpleasant to h�m. ‘I repeat, a mater�al�st
and noth�ng more.’

‘You certa�nly prefer to see only the prosa�c s�de �n everyth�ng.’
‘Boys!’ cr�ed Bass�stoff suddenly, ‘do you see that w�llow at the

corner? let’s see who can get to �t f�rst. One! two! three! and away!’
The boys set off at full speed to the w�llow. Bass�stoff rushed after

them.
‘What a lout!’ thought Pandalevsky, ‘he �s spo�l�ng those boys. A

perfect peasant!’
And look�ng w�th sat�sfact�on at h�s own neat and elegant f�gure,

Konstant�n D�om�d�tch struck h�s coat-sleeve tw�ce w�th h�s open
hand, pulled up h�s collar, and went on h�s way. When he had
reached h�s own room, he put on an old dress�ng-gown and sat
down w�th an anx�ous face to the p�ano.





II
Darya M�ha�lovna’s house was regarded as almost the f�rst �n the

whole prov�nce. It was a huge stone mans�on, bu�lt after des�gns of
Rastrell� �n the taste of last century, and �n a command�ng pos�t�on on
the summ�t of a h�ll, at whose base flowed one of the pr�nc�pal r�vers
of central Russ�a. Darya M�ha�lovna herself was a wealthy and
d�st�ngu�shed lady, the w�dow of a pr�vy counc�llor. Pandalevsky sa�d
of her, that she knew all Europe and all Europe knew her! However,
Europe knew her very l�ttle; even at Petersburg she had not played a
very prom�nent part; but on the other hand at Moscow every one
knew her and v�s�ted her. She belonged to the h�ghest soc�ety, and
was spoken of as a rather eccentr�c woman, not wholly good-
natured, but excess�vely clever. In her youth she had been very
pretty. Poets had wr�tten verses to her, young men had been �n love
w�th her, d�st�ngu�shed men had pa�d her homage. But twenty-f�ve or
th�rty years had passed s�nce those days and not a trace of her
former charms rema�ned. Every one who saw her now for the f�rst
t�me was �mpelled to ask h�mself, �f th�s woman—sk�nny, sharp-
nosed, and yellow-faced, though st�ll not old �n years—could once
have been a beauty, �f she was really the same woman who had
been the �nsp�rat�on of poets.... And every one marvelled �nwardly at
the mutab�l�ty of earthly th�ngs. It �s true that Pandalevsky d�scovered
that Darya M�ha�lovna had preserved her magn�f�cent eyes �n a
marvellous way; but we have seen that Pandalevsky also ma�nta�ned
that all Europe knew her.

Darya M�ha�lovna went every summer to her country place w�th
her ch�ldren (she had three: a daughter of seventeen, Natalya, and
two sons of n�ne and ten years old). She kept open house �n the
country, that �s, she rece�ved men, espec�ally unmarr�ed ones;
prov�nc�al lad�es she could not endure. But what of the treatment she
rece�ved from those lad�es �n return?



Darya M�ha�lovna, accord�ng to them, was a haughty, �mmoral, and
�nsufferable tyrant, and above all—she perm�tted herself such
l�bert�es �n conversat�on, �t was shock�ng! Darya M�ha�lovna certa�nly
d�d not care to stand on ceremony �n the country, and �n the
unconstra�ned frankness of her manners there was percept�ble a
sl�ght shade of the contempt of the l�oness of the cap�tal for the petty
and obscure creatures who surrounded her. She had a careless, and
even a sarcast�c manner w�th her own set; but the shade of contempt
was not there.

By the way, reader, have you observed that a person who �s
except�onally nonchalant w�th h�s �nfer�ors, �s never nonchalant w�th
persons of a h�gher rank? Why �s that? But such quest�ons lead to
noth�ng.

When Konstant�n D�om�d�tch, hav�ng at last learnt by heart the
étude of Thalberg, went down from h�s br�ght and cheerful room to
the draw�ng-room, he already found the whole household
assembled. The salon was already beg�nn�ng. The lady of the house
was repos�ng on a w�de couch, her feet gathered up under her, and a
new French pamphlet �n her hand; at the w�ndow beh�nd a tambour
frame, sat on one s�de the daughter of Darya M�ha�lovna, on the
other, Mlle. Boncourt, the governess, a dry old ma�den lady of s�xty,
w�th a false front of black curls under a part�-coloured cap and cotton
wool �n her ears; �n the corner near the door was huddled Bass�stoff
read�ng a paper, near h�m were Petya and Vanya play�ng draughts,
and lean�ng by the stove, h�s hands clasped beh�nd h�s back, was a
gentleman of low stature, w�th a swarthy face covered w�th br�stl�ng
grey ha�r, and f�ery black eyes—a certa�n Afr�can Semen�tch P�gasov.

Th�s P�gasov was a strange person. Full of acerb�ty aga�nst
everyth�ng and every one—espec�ally aga�nst women—he was
ra�l�ng from morn�ng to n�ght, somet�mes very aptly, somet�mes
rather stup�dly, but always w�th gusto. H�s �ll-humour almost
approached puer�l�ty; h�s laugh, the sound of h�s vo�ce, h�s whole
be�ng seemed steeped �n venom. Darya M�ha�lovna gave P�gasov a
cord�al recept�on; he amused her w�th h�s sall�es. They were certa�nly
absurd enough. He took del�ght �n perpetual exaggerat�on. For
example, �f he were told of any d�saster, that a v�llage had been



struck by l�ghtn�ng, or that a m�ll had been carr�ed away by floods, or
that a peasant had cut h�s hand w�th an axe, he �nvar�ably asked w�th
concentrated b�tterness, ‘And what’s her name?’ mean�ng, what �s
the name of the woman respons�ble for th�s calam�ty, for accord�ng to
h�s conv�ct�ons, a woman was the cause of every m�sfortune, �f you
only looked deep enough �nto the matter. He once threw h�mself on
h�s knees before a lady he hardly knew at all, who had been effus�ve
�n her hosp�tal�ty to h�m and began tearfully, but w�th wrath wr�tten on
h�s face, to entreat her to have compass�on on h�m, say�ng that he
had done her no harm and never would come to see her for the
future. Once a horse had bolted w�th one of Darya M�ha�lovna’s
ma�ds, thrown her �nto a d�tch and almost k�lled her. From that t�me
P�gasov never spoke of that horse except as the ‘good, good horse,’
and he even came to regard the h�ll and the d�tch as spec�ally
p�cturesque spots. P�gasov had fa�led �n l�fe and had adopted th�s
wh�ms�cal craze. He came of poor parents. H�s father had f�lled
var�ous petty posts, and could scarcely read and wr�te, and d�d not
trouble h�mself about h�s son’s educat�on; he fed and clothed h�m
and noth�ng more. H�s mother spo�led h�m, but she d�ed early.
P�gasov educated h�mself, sent h�mself to the d�str�ct school and
then to the gymnas�um, taught h�mself French, German, and even
Lat�n, and, leav�ng the gymnas�ums w�th an excellent cert�f�cate,
went to Dorpat, where he ma�nta�ned a perpetual struggle w�th
poverty, but succeeded �n complet�ng h�s three years’ course.
P�gasov’s ab�l�t�es d�d not r�se above the level of med�ocr�ty; pat�ence
and perseverance were h�s strong po�nts, but the most powerful
sent�ment �n h�m was amb�t�on, the des�re to get �nto good soc�ety,
not to be �nfer�or to others �n sp�te of fortune. He had stud�ed
d�l�gently and gone to the Dorpat Un�vers�ty from amb�t�on. Poverty
exasperated h�m, and made h�m watchful and cunn�ng. He
expressed h�mself w�th or�g�nal�ty; from h�s youth he had adopted a
spec�al k�nd of st�ng�ng and exasperated eloquence. H�s �deas d�d
not r�se above the common level; but h�s way of speak�ng made h�m
seem not only a clever, but even a very clever, man. Hav�ng taken
h�s degree as cand�date, P�gasov dec�ded to devote h�mself to the
scholast�c profess�on; he understood that �n any other career he
could not poss�bly be the equal of h�s assoc�ates. He tr�ed to select



them from a h�gher rank and knew how to ga�n the�r good graces;
even by flattery, though he was always abus�ng them. But to do th�s
he had not, to speak pla�nly, enough raw mater�al. Hav�ng educated
h�mself through no love for study, P�gasov knew very l�ttle thoroughly.
He broke down m�serably �n the publ�c d�sputat�on, wh�le another
student who had shared the same room w�th h�m, and who was
constantly the subject of h�s r�d�cule, a man of very l�m�ted ab�l�ty who
had rece�ved a careful and sol�d educat�on, ga�ned a complete
tr�umph. P�gasov was �nfur�ated by th�s fa�lure, he threw all h�s books
and manuscr�pts �nto the f�re and went �nto a government off�ce. At
f�rst he d�d not get on badly, he made a fa�r off�c�al, not very act�ve,
extremely self-conf�dent and bold, however; but he wanted to make
h�s way more qu�ckly, he made a false step, got �nto trouble, and was
obl�ged to ret�re from the serv�ce. He spent three years on the
property he had bought h�mself and suddenly marr�ed a wealthy half-
educated woman who was capt�vated by h�s unceremon�ous and
sarcast�c manners. But P�gasov’s character had become so soured
and �rr�table that fam�ly l�fe was unendurable to h�m. After l�v�ng w�th
h�m a few years, h�s w�fe went off secretly to Moscow and sold her
estate to an enterpr�s�ng speculator; P�gasov had only just f�n�shed
bu�ld�ng a house on �t. Utterly crushed by th�s last blow, P�gasov
began a lawsu�t w�th h�s w�fe, but ga�ned noth�ng by �t. After th�s he
l�ved �n sol�tude, and went to see h�s ne�ghbours, whom he abused
beh�nd the�r backs and even to the�r faces, and who welcomed h�m
w�th a k�nd of constra�ned half-laugh, though he d�d not �nsp�re them
w�th any ser�ous dread. He never took a book �n h�s hand. He had
about a hundred serfs; h�s peasants were not badly off.

‘Ah! Constant�n,’ sa�d Darya M�ha�lovna, when Pandalevsky came
�nto the draw�ng-room, ‘�s Alexandr�ne com�ng?’

‘Alexandra Pavlovna asked me to thank you, and they w�ll be
extremely del�ghted,’ repl�ed Konstant�n D�om�d�tch, bow�ng affably �n
all d�rect�ons, and runn�ng h�s plump wh�te hand w�th �ts tr�angular cut
na�ls through h�s faultlessly arranged ha�r.

‘And �s Vol�ntsev com�ng too?’
‘Yes.’



‘So, accord�ng to you, Afr�can Semen�tch,’ cont�nued Darya
M�ha�lovna, turn�ng to P�gasov, ‘all young lad�es are affected?’

P�gasov’s mouth tw�tched, and he plucked nervously at h�s elbow.
‘I say,’ he began �n a measured vo�ce—�n h�s most v�olent moods

of exasperat�on he always spoke slowly and prec�sely. ‘I say that
young lad�es, �n general—of present company, of course, I say
noth�ng.’

‘But that does not prevent your th�nk�ng of them,’ put �n Darya
M�ha�lovna.

‘I say noth�ng of them,’ repeated P�gasov. ‘All young lad�es, �n
general, are affected to the most extreme po�nt—affected �n the
express�on of the�r feel�ngs. If a young lady �s fr�ghtened, for
�nstance, or pleased w�th anyth�ng, or d�stressed, she �s certa�n f�rst
to throw her person �nto some such elegant att�tude (and P�gasov
threw h�s f�gure �nto an unbecom�ng pose and spread out h�s hands)
and then she shr�eks—ah! or she laughs or cr�es. I d�d once though
(and here P�gasov sm�led complacently) succeed �n el�c�t�ng a
genu�ne, unaffected express�on of emot�on from a remarkably
affected young lady!’

‘How d�d you do that?’
P�gasov’s eyes sparkled.
‘I poked her �n the s�de w�th an aspen stake, from beh�nd. She d�d

shr�ek, and I sa�d to her, “Bravo, bravo! that’s the vo�ce of nature,
that was a genu�ne shr�ek! Always do l�ke that for the future!”’

Every one �n the room laughed.
‘What nonsense you talk, Afr�can Semen�tch,’ cr�ed Darya

M�ha�lovna. ‘Am I to bel�eve that you would poke a g�rl �n the s�de
w�th a stake!’

‘Yes, �ndeed, w�th a stake, a very b�g stake, l�ke those that are
used �n the defence of a fort.’

‘Ma�s c’est un horreur ce que vous d�tes là, Mons�eur,’ cr�ed Mlle.
Boncourt, look�ng angr�ly at the boys, who were �n f�ts of laughter.

‘Oh, you mustn’t bel�eve h�m,’ sa�d Darya M�ha�lovna. ‘Don’t you
know h�m?’



But the offended French lady could not be pac�f�ed for a long
wh�le, and kept mutter�ng someth�ng to herself.

‘You need not bel�eve me,’ cont�nued P�gasov coolly, ‘but I assure
you I told the s�mple truth. Who should know �f not I? After that
perhaps you won’t bel�eve that our ne�ghbour, Madame Tchepuz,
Elena Antonovna, told me herself, m�nd herself, that she had
murdered her nephew?’

‘What an �nvent�on!’
‘Wa�t a m�nute, wa�t a m�nute! L�sten and judge for yourselves.

M�nd, I don’t want to slander her, I even l�ke her as far as one can
l�ke a woman. She hasn’t a s�ngle book �n her house except a
calendar, and she can’t read except aloud, and that exerc�se throws
her �nto a v�olent persp�rat�on, and she compla�ns then that her eyes
feel burst�ng out of her head.... In short, she’s a cap�tal woman, and
her servant g�rls grow fat. Why should I slander her?’

‘You see,’ observed Darya M�ha�lovna, ‘Afr�can Semen�tch has got
on h�s hobbyhorse, now he w�ll not be off �t to-n�ght.’

‘My hobby! But women have three at least, wh�ch they are never
off, except, perhaps, when they’re asleep.’

‘What three hobb�es are those?’
‘Reproof, reproach, recr�m�nat�on.’
‘Do you know, Afr�can Semen�tch,’ began Darya M�ha�lovna, ‘you

cannot be so b�tter aga�nst women for noth�ng. Some woman or
other must have——’

‘Done me an �njury, you mean?’ P�gasov �nterrupted.
Darya M�ha�lovna was rather embarrassed; she remembered

P�gasov’s unlucky marr�age, and only nodded.
‘One woman certa�nly d�d me an �njury,’ sa�d P�gasov, ‘though she

was a good, very good one.’
‘Who was that?’
‘My mother,’ sa�d P�gasov, dropp�ng h�s vo�ce.
‘Your mother? What �njury could she have done you?’
‘She brought me �nto the world.’
Darya M�ha�lovna frowned.



‘Our conversat�on,’ she sa�d, ‘seems to have taken a gloomy turn.
Constant�n, play us Thalberg’s new étude. I daresay the mus�c w�ll
soothe Afr�can Semen�tch. Orpheus soothed savage beasts.’

Konstant�n D�om�d�tch took h�s seat at the p�ano, and played the
étude very fa�rly well. Natalya Alexyevna at f�rst l�stened attent�vely,
then she bent over her work aga�n.

‘Merc�, c’est charmant,’ observed Darya M�ha�lovna, ‘I love
Thalberg. Il est s� d�st�ngué. What are you th�nk�ng of, Afr�can
Semen�tch?’

‘I thought,’ began Afr�can Semen�tch slowly, ‘that there are three
k�nds of ego�sts; the ego�sts who l�ve themselves and let others l�ve;
the ego�sts who l�ve themselves and don’t let others l�ve; and the
ego�sts who don’t l�ve themselves and don’t let others l�ve. Women,
for the most part, belong to the th�rd class.’

‘That’s pol�te! I am very much aston�shed at one th�ng, Afr�can
Semen�tch; your conf�dence �n your conv�ct�ons; of course you can
never be m�staken.’

‘Who says so? I make m�stakes; a man, too, may be m�staken. But
do you know the d�fference between a man’s m�stakes and a
woman’s? Don’t you know? Well, here �t �s; a man may say, for
example, that tw�ce two makes not four, but f�ve, or three and a half;
but a woman w�ll say that tw�ce two makes a wax candle.’

‘I fancy I’ve heard you say that before. But allow me to ask what
connect�on had your �dea of the three k�nds of ego�sts w�th the mus�c
you have just been hear�ng?’

‘None at all, but I d�d not l�sten to the mus�c.’
‘Well, “�ncurable I see you are, and that �s all about �t,”’ answered

Darya M�ha�lovna, sl�ghtly alter�ng Gr�boyedov’s l�ne. ‘What do you
l�ke, s�nce you don’t care for mus�c? L�terature?’

‘I l�ke l�terature, only not our contemporary l�terature.’
‘Why?’
‘I’ll tell you why. I crossed the Oka lately �n a ferry boat w�th a

gentleman. The ferry got f�xed �n a narrow place; they had to drag
the carr�ages ashore by hand. Th�s gentleman had a very heavy
coach. Wh�le the ferrymen were stra�n�ng themselves to drag the



coach on to the bank, the gentleman groaned so, stand�ng �n the
ferry, that one felt qu�te sorry for h�m.... Well, I thought, here’s a fresh
�llustrat�on of the system of d�v�s�on of labour! That’s just l�ke our
modern l�terature; other people do the work, and �t does the
groan�ng.’

Darya M�ha�lovna sm�led.
‘And that �s called express�ng contemporary l�fe,’ cont�nued

P�gasov �ndefat�gably, ‘profound sympathy w�th the soc�al quest�on
and so on. ... Oh, how I hate those grand words!’

‘Well, the women you attack so—they at least don’t use grand
words.’

P�gasov shrugged h�s shoulders.
‘They don’t use them because they don’t understand them.’
Darya M�ha�lovna flushed sl�ghtly.
‘You are beg�nn�ng to be �mpert�nent, Afr�can Semen�tch!’ she

remarked w�th a forced sm�le.
There was complete st�llness �n the room.
‘Where �s Zolotonosha?’ asked one of the boys suddenly of

Bass�stoff.
‘In the prov�nce of Poltava, my dear boy,’ repl�ed P�gasov, ‘�n the

centre of L�ttle Russ�a.’ (He was glad of an opportun�ty of chang�ng
the conversat�on.) ‘We were talk�ng of l�terature,’ he cont�nued, ‘�f I
had money to spare, I would at once become a L�ttle Russ�an poet.’

‘What next? a f�ne poet you would make!’ retorted Darya
M�ha�lovna. ‘Do you know L�ttle Russ�an?’

‘Not a b�t; but �t �sn’t necessary.’
‘Not necessary?’
‘Oh no, �t’s not necessary. You need only take a sheet of paper

and wr�te at the top “A Ballad,” then beg�n l�ke th�s, “He�gho, alack,
my dest�ny!” or “the Cossack Nal�va�ko was s�tt�ng on a h�ll and then
on the mounta�n, under the green tree the b�rds are s�ng�ng, grae,
voropae, gop, gop!” or someth�ng of that k�nd. And the th�ng’s done.
Pr�nt �t and publ�sh �t. The L�ttle Russ�an w�ll read �t, drop h�s head



�nto h�s hands and �nfall�bly burst �nto tears—he �s such a sens�t�ve
soul!’

‘Good heavens!’ cr�ed Bass�stoff. ‘What are you say�ng? It’s too
absurd for anyth�ng. I have l�ved �n L�ttle Russ�a, I love �t and know
the language... “grae, grae, voropae” �s absolute nonsense.’

‘It may be, but the L�ttle Russ�an w�ll weep all the same. You speak
of the “language.”... But �s there a L�ttle Russ�an language? Is �t a
language, �n your op�n�on? an �ndependent language? I would pound
my best fr�end �n a mortar before I’d agree to that.’

Bass�stoff was about to retort.
‘Leave h�m alone!’ sa�d Darya M�ha�lovna, ‘you know that you w�ll

hear noth�ng but paradoxes from h�m.’
P�gasov sm�led �ron�cally. A footman came �n and announced the

arr�val of Alexandra Pavlovna and her brother.
Darya M�ha�lovna rose to meet her guests.
‘How do you do, Alexandr�ne?’ she began, go�ng up to her, ‘how

good of you to come!... How are you, Serge� Pavl�tch?’
Vol�ntsev shook hands w�th Darya M�ha�lovna and went up to

Natalya Alexyevna.
‘But how about that baron, your new acqua�ntance, �s he com�ng

to-day?’ asked P�gasov.
‘Yes, he �s com�ng.’
‘He �s a great ph�losopher, they say; he �s just br�mm�ng over w�th

Hegel, I suppose?’
Darya M�ha�lovna made no reply, and mak�ng Alexandra Pavlovna

s�t down on the sofa, establ�shed herself near her.
‘Ph�losoph�es,’ cont�nued P�gasov, ‘are elevated po�nts of v�ew!

That’s another abom�nat�on of m�ne; these elevated po�nts of v�ew.
And what can one see from above? Upon my soul, �f you want to buy
a horse, you don’t look at �t from a steeple!’

‘Th�s baron was go�ng to br�ng you an essay?’ sa�d Alexandra
Pavlovna.

‘Yes, an essay,’ repl�ed Darya M�ha�lovna, w�th exaggerated
carelessness, ‘on the relat�on of commerce to manufactures �n



Russ�a. ... But don’t be afra�d; we w�ll not read �t here.... I d�d not
�nv�te you for that. Le baron est auss� a�mable que savant. And he
speaks Russ�an beaut�fully! C’est un vra� torrent... �l vous entraîne.

‘He speaks Russ�an so beaut�fully,’ grumbled P�gasov, ‘that he
deserves a eulogy �n French.’

‘You may grumble as you please, Afr�can Semen�tch.... It’s �n
keep�ng w�th your ruffled locks.... I wonder, though, why he does not
come. Do you know what, mess�eurs et mesdames’ added Darya
M�ha�lovna, look�ng round, ‘we w�ll go �nto the garden. There �s st�ll
nearly an hour to d�nner-t�me and the weather �s glor�ous.’

All the company rose and went �nto the garden.
Darya M�ha�lovna’s garden stretched r�ght down to the r�ver. There

were many alleys of old l�me-trees �n �t, full of sunl�ght and shade and
fragrance and gl�mpses of emerald green at the ends of the walks,
and many arbours of acac�as and l�lacs.

Vol�ntsev turned �nto the th�ckest part of the garden w�th Natalya
and Mlle. Boncourt. He walked bes�de Natalya �n s�lence. Mlle.
Boncourt followed a l�ttle beh�nd.

‘What have you been do�ng to-day?’ asked Vol�ntsev at last,
pull�ng the ends of h�s handsome dark brown moustache.

In features he resembled h�s s�ster str�k�ngly; but there was less
movement and l�fe �n h�s express�on, and h�s soft beaut�ful eyes had
a melancholy look.

‘Oh! noth�ng,’ answered Natalya, ‘I have been l�sten�ng to
P�gasov’s sarcasms, I have done some embro�dery on canvas, and
I’ve been read�ng.’

‘And what have you been read�ng?’
‘Oh! I read—a h�story of the Crusades,’ sa�d Natalya, w�th some

hes�tat�on.
Vol�ntsev looked at her.
‘Ah!’ he ejaculated at last, ‘that must be �nterest�ng.’
He p�cked a tw�g and began to tw�rl �t �n the a�r. They walked

another twenty paces.



‘What �s th�s baron whom your mother has made acqua�ntance
w�th?’ began Vol�ntsev aga�n.

‘A Gentleman of the Bedchamber, a new arr�val; maman speaks
very h�ghly of h�m.’

‘Your mother �s qu�ck to take fanc�es to people.’
‘That shows that her heart �s st�ll young,’ observed Natalya.
‘Yes. I shall soon br�ng you your mare. She �s almost qu�te broken

�n now. I want to teach her to gallop, and I shall manage �t soon.’
‘Merc�!... But I’m qu�te ashamed. You are break�ng her �n yourself

... and they say �t’s so hard!’
‘To g�ve you the least pleasure, you know, Natalya Alexyevna, I am

ready... I... not �n such tr�fles——’
Vol�ntsev grew confused.
Natalya looked at h�m w�th fr�endly encouragement, and aga�n sa�d

‘merc�!’
‘You know,’ cont�nued Serge� Pavl�tch after a long pause, ‘that not

such th�ngs.... But why am I say�ng th�s? you know everyth�ng, of
course.’

At that �nstant a bell rang �n the house.
‘Ah! la cloche du d�ner!’ cr�ed Mlle. Boncourt, ‘rentrons.’
‘Quel dommage,’ thought the old French lady to herself as she

mounted the balcony steps beh�nd Vol�ntsev and Natalya, ‘quel
dommage que ce charmant garçon a�t s� peu de ressources dans la
conversat�on,’ wh�ch may be translated, ‘you are a good fellow, my
dear boy, but rather a fool.’

The baron d�d not arr�ve to d�nner. They wa�ted half-an-hour for
h�m. Conversat�on flagged at the table. Serge� Pavl�tch d�d noth�ng
but gaze at Natalya, near whom he was s�tt�ng, and zealously f�lled
up her glass w�th water. Pandalevsky tr�ed �n va�n to enterta�n h�s
ne�ghbour, Alexandra Pavlovna; he was bubbl�ng over w�th
sweetness, but she hardly refra�ned from yawn�ng.

Bass�stoff was roll�ng up pellets of bread and th�nk�ng of noth�ng at
all; even P�gasov was s�lent, and when Darya M�ha�lovna remarked
to h�m that he had not been very pol�te to-day, he repl�ed crossly,



‘When am I pol�te? that’s not �n my l�ne;’ and sm�l�ng gr�mly he
added, ‘have a l�ttle pat�ence; I am only kvas, you know, du s�mple
Russ�an kvas; but your Gentleman of the Bedchamber——’

‘Bravo!’ cr�ed Darya M�ha�lovna, ‘P�gasov �s jealous, he �s jealous
already!’

But P�gasov made her no rejo�nder, and only gave her a rather
cross look.

Seven o’clock struck, and they were all assembled aga�n �n the
draw�ng-room.

‘He �s not com�ng, clearly,’ sa�d Darya M�ha�lovna.
But, behold, the rumble of a carr�age was heard: a small tarantass

drove �nto the court, and a few �nstants later a footman entered the
draw�ng-room and gave Darya M�ha�lovna a note on a s�lver salver.
She glanced through �t, and turn�ng to the footman asked:

‘But where �s the gentleman who brought th�s letter?’
‘He �s s�tt�ng �n the carr�age. Shall I ask h�m to come up?’
‘Ask h�m to do so.’
The man went out.
‘Fancy, how vexat�ous!’ cont�nued Darya M�ha�lovna, ‘the baron

has rece�ved a summons to return at once to Petersburg. He has
sent me h�s essay by a certa�n Mr. Rud�n, a fr�end of h�s. The baron
wanted to �ntroduce h�m to me—he speaks very h�ghly of h�m. But
how vexat�ous �t �s! I had hoped the baron would stay here for some
t�me.’

‘Dm�tr� N�kola�tch Rud�n,’ announced the servant



III
A man of about th�rty-f�ve entered, of a tall, somewhat stoop�ng

f�gure, w�th cr�sp curly ha�r and swarthy complex�on, an �rregular but
express�ve and �ntell�gent face, a l�qu�d br�ll�ance �n h�s qu�ck, dark
blue eyes, a stra�ght, broad nose, and well-curved l�ps. H�s clothes
were not new, and were somewhat small, as though he had
outgrown them.

He walked qu�ckly up to Darya M�ha�lovna, and w�th a sl�ght bow
told her that he had long w�shed to have the honour of an
�ntroduct�on to her, and that h�s fr�end the baron greatly regretted that
he could not take leave of her �n person.

The th�n sound of Rud�n’s vo�ce seemed out of keep�ng w�th h�s tall
f�gure and broad chest.

‘Pray be seated... very del�ghted,’ murmured Darya M�ha�lovna,
and, after �ntroduc�ng h�m to the rest of the company, she asked h�m
whether he belonged to those parts or was a v�s�tor.

‘My estate �s �n the T—— prov�nce,’ repl�ed Rud�n, hold�ng h�s hat
on h�s knees. ‘I have not been here long. I came on bus�ness and
stayed for a wh�le �n your d�str�ct town.’

‘W�th whom?’
‘W�th the doctor. He was an old chum of m�ne at the un�vers�ty.’
‘Ah! the doctor. He �s h�ghly spoken of. He �s sk�lful �n h�s work,

they say. But have you known the baron long?’
‘I met h�m last w�nter �n Moscow, and I have just been spend�ng

about a week w�th h�m.’
‘He �s a very clever man, the baron.’
‘Yes.’
Darya M�ha�lovna sn�ffed at her l�ttle crushed-up handkerch�ef

steeped �n eau de cologne.
‘Are you �n the government serv�ce?’ she asked.



‘Who? I?’
‘Yes.’
‘No. I have ret�red.’
There followed a br�ef pause. The general conversat�on was

resumed.
‘If you w�ll allow me to be �nqu�s�t�ve,’ began P�gasov, turn�ng to

Rud�n, ‘do you know the contents of the essay wh�ch h�s excellency
the baron has sent?’

‘Yes, I do.’
‘Th�s essay deals w�th the relat�ons to commerce—or no, of

manufactures to commerce �n our country.... That was your
express�on, I th�nk, Darya M�ha�lovna?’

‘Yes, �t deals w�th’... began Darya M�ha�lovna, press�ng her hand to
her forehead.

‘I am, of course, a poor judge of such matters,’ cont�nued P�gasov,
‘but I must confess that to me even the t�tle of the essay seems
excess�vely (how could I put �t del�cately?) excess�vely obscure and
compl�cated.’

‘Why does �t seem so to you?’
P�gasov sm�led and looked across at Darya M�ha�lovna.
‘Why, �s �t clear to you?’ he sa�d, turn�ng h�s foxy face aga�n

towards Rud�n.
‘To me? Yes.’
‘H’m. No doubt you must know better.’
‘Does your head ache?’ Alexandra Pavlovna �nqu�red of Darya

M�ha�lovna.
‘No. It �s only my—c’est nerveux.’
‘Allow me to �nqu�re,’ P�gasov was beg�nn�ng aga�n �n h�s nasal

tones, ‘your fr�end, h�s excellency Baron Muffel—I th�nk that’s h�s
name?’

‘Prec�sely.’
‘Does h�s excellency Baron Muffel make a spec�al study of pol�t�cal

economy, or does he only devote to that �nterest�ng subject the hours



of le�sure left over from h�s soc�al amusements and h�s off�c�al
dut�es?’

Rud�n looked stead�ly at P�gasov.
‘The baron �s an amateur on th�s subject,’ he repl�ed, grow�ng

rather red, ‘but �n h�s essay there �s much that �s �nterest�ng and just.’
‘I am not able to d�spute �t w�th you; I have not read the essay. But

I venture to ask—the work of your fr�end Baron Muffel �s no doubt
founded more upon general propos�t�ons than upon facts?’

‘It conta�ns both facts and propos�t�ons founded upon the facts.’
‘Yes, yes. I must tell you that, �n my op�n�on—and I’ve a r�ght to

g�ve my op�n�on, on occas�on; I spent three years at Dorpat... all
these, so-called general propos�t�ons, hypotheses, these systems—
excuse me, I am a prov�nc�al, I speak the truth bluntly—are
absolutely worthless. All that’s only theor�s�ng—only good for
m�slead�ng people. G�ve us facts, s�r, and that’s enough!’

‘Really!’ retorted Rud�n, ‘why, but ought not one to g�ve the
s�gn�f�cance of the facts?’

‘General propos�t�ons,’ cont�nued P�gasov, ‘they’re my
abom�nat�on, these general propos�t�ons, theor�es, conclus�ons. All
that’s based on so-called conv�ct�ons; every one �s talk�ng about h�s
conv�ct�ons, and attaches �mportance to them, pr�des h�mself on
them. Ah!’

And P�gasov shook h�s f�st �n the a�r. Pandalevsky laughed.
‘Cap�tal!’ put �n Rud�n, ‘�t follows that there �s no such th�ng as

conv�ct�on accord�ng to you?’
‘No, �t doesn’t ex�st.’
‘Is that your conv�ct�on?’
‘Yes.’
‘How do you say that there are none then? Here you have one at

the very f�rst turn.’
All �n the room sm�led and looked at one another.
‘One m�nute, one m�nute, but——,’ P�gasov was beg�nn�ng.
But Darya M�ha�lovna clapped her hands cry�ng, ‘Bravo, bravo,

P�gasov’s beaten!’ and she gently took Rud�n’s hat from h�s hand.



‘Defer your del�ght a l�ttle, madam; there’s plenty of t�me!’ P�gasov
began w�th annoyance. ‘It’s not suff�c�ent to say a w�tty word, w�th a
show of super�or�ty; you must prove, refute. We had wandered from
the subject of our d�scuss�on.’

‘W�th your perm�ss�on,’ remarked Rud�n, coolly, ‘the matter �s very
s�mple. You do not bel�eve �n the value of general propos�t�ons—you
do not bel�eve �n conv�ct�ons?’

‘I don’t bel�eve �n them, I don’t bel�eve �n anyth�ng!’
‘Very good. You are a scept�c.’
‘I see no necess�ty for us�ng such a learned word. However——’
‘Don’t �nterrupt!’ �nterposed Darya M�ha�lovna.
‘At h�m, good dog!’ Pandalevsky sa�d to h�mself at the same

�nstant, and sm�led all over.
‘That word expresses my mean�ng,’ pursued Rud�n. ‘You

understand �t; why not make use of �t? You don’t bel�eve �n anyth�ng.
Why do you bel�eve �n facts?’

‘Why? That’s good! Facts are matters of exper�ence, every one
knows what facts are. I judge of them by exper�ence, by my own
senses.’

‘But may not your senses dece�ve you? Your senses tell you that
the sun goes round the earth,... but perhaps you don’t agree w�th
Copern�cus? You don’t even bel�eve �n h�m?’

Aga�n a sm�le passed over every one’s face, and all eyes were
fastened on Rud�n. ‘He’s by no means a fool,’ every one was
th�nk�ng.

‘You are pleased to keep on jok�ng,’ sa�d P�gasov. ‘Of course that’s
very or�g�nal, but �t’s not to the po�nt.’

‘In what I have sa�d h�therto,’ rejo�ned Rud�n, ‘there �s,
unfortunately, too l�ttle that’s or�g�nal. All that has been well known a
very long t�me, and has been sa�d a thousand t�mes. That �s not the
p�th of the matter.’

‘What �s then?’ asked P�gasov, not w�thout �nsolence.
In d�scuss�ons he always f�rst bantered h�s opponent, then grew

cross, and f�nally sulked and was s�lent.



‘Here �t �s,’ cont�nued Rud�n. ‘I cannot help, I own, feel�ng s�ncere
regret when I hear sens�ble people attack——’

‘Systems?’ �nterposed P�gasov.
‘Yes, w�th your leave, even systems. What fr�ghtens you so much

�n that word? Every system �s founded on a knowledge of
fundamental laws, the pr�nc�ples of l�fe——’

‘But there �s no know�ng them, no d�scover�ng them.’
‘One m�nute. Doubtless they are not easy for every one to get at,

and to make m�stakes �s natural to man. However, you w�ll certa�nly
agree w�th me that Newton, for example, d�scovered some at least of
these fundamental laws? He was a gen�us, we grant you; but the
grandeur of the d�scover�es of gen�us �s that they become the
her�tage of all. The effort to d�scover un�versal pr�nc�ples �n the
mult�pl�c�ty of phenomena �s one of the rad�cal character�st�cs of
human thought, and all our c�v�l�sat�on——’

‘That’s what you’re dr�v�ng at!’ P�gasov broke �n �n a drawl�ng tone.
‘I am a pract�cal man and all these metaphys�cal subtlet�es I don’t
enter �nto and don’t want to enter �nto.’

‘Very good! That’s as you prefer. But take note that your very
des�re to be exclus�vely a pract�cal man �s �tself your sort of system—
your theory.’

‘C�v�l�sat�on you talk about!’ blurted �n P�gasov; ‘that’s another
adm�rable not�on of yours! Much use �n �t, th�s vaunted c�v�l�sat�on! I
would not g�ve a brass farth�ng for your c�v�l�sat�on!’

‘But what a poor sort of argument, Afr�can Semen�tch!’ observed
Darya M�ha�lovna, �nwardly much pleased by the calmness and
perfect good-breed�ng of her new acqua�ntance. ‘C’est un homme
comme �l faut,’ she thought, look�ng w�th well-d�sposed scrut�ny at
Rud�n; ‘we must be n�ce to h�m!’ Those last words she mentally
pronounced �n Russ�an.

‘I w�ll not champ�on c�v�l�sat�on,’ cont�nued Rud�n after a short
pause, ‘�t does not need my champ�onsh�p. You don’t l�ke �t, every
one to h�s own taste. Bes�des, that would take us too far. Allow me
only to rem�nd you of the old say�ng, “Jup�ter, you are angry;
therefore you are �n the wrong.” I meant to say that all those



onslaughts upon systems—general propos�t�ons—are espec�ally
d�stress�ng, because together w�th these systems men repud�ate
knowledge �n general, and all sc�ence and fa�th �n �t, and
consequently also fa�th �n themselves, �n the�r own powers. But th�s
fa�th �s essent�al to men; they cannot ex�st by the�r sensat�ons alone,
they are wrong to fear �deas and not to trust �n them. Scept�c�sm �s
always character�sed by barrenness and �mpotence.’

‘That’s all words!’ muttered P�gasov.
‘Perhaps so. But allow me to po�nt out to you that when we say

“that’s all words!” we often w�sh ourselves to avo�d the necess�ty of
say�ng anyth�ng more substant�al than mere words.’

‘What?’ sa�d P�gasov, w�nk�ng h�s eyes.
‘You understood what I meant,’ retorted Rud�n, w�th �nvoluntary,

but �nstantly repressed �mpat�ence. ‘I repeat, �f man has no steady
pr�nc�ple �n wh�ch he trusts, no ground on wh�ch he can take a f�rm
stand, how can he form a just est�mate of the needs, the tendenc�es
and the future of h�s country? How can he know what he ought to do,
�f——’

‘I leave you the f�eld,’ ejaculated P�gasov abruptly, and w�th a bow
he turned away w�thout look�ng at any one.

Rud�n stared at h�m, and sm�led sl�ghtly, say�ng noth�ng.
‘Aha! he has taken to fl�ght!’ sa�d Darya M�ha�lovna. ‘Never m�nd,

Dm�tr�...! I beg your pardon,’ she added w�th a cord�al sm�le, ‘what �s
your paternal name?’

‘N�kola�tch.’
‘Never m�nd, my dear Dm�tr� N�kola�tch, he d�d not dece�ve any of

us. He wants to make a show of not w�sh�ng to argue any more. He
�s consc�ous that he cannot argue w�th you. But you had better s�t
nearer to us and let us have a l�ttle talk.’

Rud�n moved h�s cha�r up.
‘How �s �t we have not met t�ll now?’ was Darya M�ha�lovna’s

quest�on. ‘That �s what surpr�ses me. Have you read th�s book? C’est
de Tocquev�lle, vous savez?’

And Darya M�ha�lovna held out the French pamphlet to Rud�n.



Rud�n took the th�n volume �n h�s hand, turned over a few pages of
�t, and lay�ng �t down on the table, repl�ed that he had not read that
part�cular work of M. de Tocquev�lle, but that he had often reflected
on the quest�on treated by h�m. A conversat�on began to spr�ng up.
Rud�n seemed uncerta�n at f�rst, and not d�sposed to speak out
freely; h�s words d�d not come read�ly, but at last he grew warm and
began to speak. In a quarter of an hour h�s vo�ce was the only sound
�n the room, All were crowd�ng �n a c�rcle round h�m.

Only P�gasov rema�ned aloof, �n a corner by the f�replace. Rud�n
spoke w�th �ntell�gence, w�th f�re and w�th judgment; he showed much
learn�ng, w�de read�ng. No one had expected to f�nd �n h�m a
remarkable man. H�s clothes were so shabby, so l�ttle was known of
h�m. Every one felt �t strange and �ncomprehens�ble that such a
clever man should have suddenly made h�s appearance �n the
country. He seemed all the more wonderful and, one may even say,
fasc�nat�ng to all of them, beg�nn�ng w�th Darya M�ha�lovna. She was
plum�ng herself on hav�ng d�scovered h�m, and already at th�s early
date was dream�ng of how she would �ntroduce Rud�n �nto the world.
In her qu�ckness to rece�ve �mpress�ons there was much that was
almost ch�ld�sh, �n sp�te of her years. Alexandra Pavlovna, to tell the
truth, understood l�ttle of all that Rud�n sa�d, but was full of wonder
and del�ght; her brother too was adm�r�ng h�m. Pandalevsky was
watch�ng Darya M�ha�lovna and was f�lled w�th envy. P�gasov
thought, ‘If I have to g�ve f�ve hundred roubles I w�ll get a n�ght�ngale
to s�ng better than that!’ But the most �mpressed of all the party were
Bass�stoff and Natalya. Scarcely a breath escaped Bass�stoff; he sat
the whole t�me w�th open mouth and round eyes and l�stened—
l�stened as he had never l�stened to any one �n h�s l�fe—wh�le
Natalya’s face was suffused by a cr�mson flush, and her eyes,
fastened unwaver�ngly on Rud�n, were both d�mmed and sh�n�ng.

‘What splend�d eyes he has!’ Vol�ntsev wh�spered to her.
‘Yes, they are.’
‘It’s only a p�ty h�s hands are so b�g and red.’
Natalya made no reply.
Tea was brought �n. The conversat�on became more general, but

st�ll by the sudden unan�m�ty w�th wh�ch every one was s�lent, d�rectly



Rud�n opened h�s mouth, one could judge of the strength of the
�mpress�on he had produced. Darya M�ha�lovna suddenly felt �ncl�ned
to tease P�gasov. She went up to h�m and sa�d �n an undertone, ‘Why
don’t you speak �nstead of do�ng noth�ng but sm�le sarcast�cally?
Make an effort, challenge h�m aga�n,’ and w�thout wa�t�ng for h�m to
answer, she beckoned to Rud�n.

‘There’s one th�ng more you don’t know about h�m,’ she sa�d to
h�m, w�th a gesture towards P�gasov,—‘he �s a terr�ble hater of
women, he �s always attack�ng them; pray, show h�m the true path.’

Rud�n �nvoluntar�ly looked down upon P�gasov; he was a head and
shoulders taller. P�gasov almost w�thered up w�th fury, and h�s sour
face grew pale.

‘Darya M�ha�lovna �s m�staken,’ he sa�d �n an unsteady vo�ce, ‘I do
not only attack women; I am not a great adm�rer of the whole human
spec�es.’

‘What can have g�ven you such a poor op�n�on of them?’ �nqu�red
Rud�n.

P�gasov looked h�m stra�ght �n the face.
‘The study of my own heart, no doubt, �n wh�ch I f�nd every day

more and more that �s base. I judge of others by myself. Poss�bly th�s
too �s erroneous, and I am far worse than others, but what am I to
do? �t’s a hab�t!’

‘I understand you and sympath�se w�th you!’ was Rud�n’s rejo�nder.
‘What generous soul has not exper�enced a yearn�ng for self-
hum�l�at�on? But one ought not to rema�n �n that cond�t�on from wh�ch
there �s no outlet beyond.’

‘I am deeply �ndebted for the cert�f�cate of generos�ty you confer on
my soul,’ retorted P�gasov. ‘As for my cond�t�on, there’s not much
am�ss w�th �t, so that even �f there were an outlet from �t, �t m�ght go
to the deuce, I shouldn’t look for �t!’

‘But that means—pardon the express�on—to prefer the
grat�f�cat�on of your own pr�de to the des�re to be and l�ve �n the
truth.’

‘Undoubtedly,’ cr�ed P�gasov, ‘pr�de—that I understand, and you, I
expect, understand, and every one understands; but truth, what �s



truth? Where �s �t, th�s truth?’
‘You are repeat�ng yourself, let me warn you,’ remarked Darya

M�ha�lovna.
P�gasov shrugged h�s shoulders.
‘Well, where’s the harm �f I do? I ask: where �s truth? Even the

ph�losophers don’t know what �t �s. Kant says �t �s one th�ng; but
Hegel—no, you’re wrong, �t’s someth�ng else.’

‘And do you know what Hegel says of �t?’ asked Rud�n, w�thout
ra�s�ng h�s vo�ce.

‘I repeat,’ cont�nued P�gasov, fly�ng �nto a pass�on, ‘that I cannot
understand what truth means. Accord�ng to my �dea, �t doesn’t ex�st
at all �n the world, that �s to say, the word ex�sts but not the th�ng
�tself.’

‘F�e, f�e!’ cr�ed Darya M�ha�lovna, ‘I wonder you’re not ashamed to
say so, you old s�nner! No truth? What �s there to l�ve for �n the world
after that?’

‘Well, I go so far as to th�nk, Darya M�ha�lovna,’ retorted P�gasov,
�n a tone of annoyance, ‘that �t would be much eas�er for you, �n any
case, to l�ve w�thout truth than w�thout your cook, Stepan, who �s
such a master hand at soups! And what do you want w�th truth,
k�ndly tell me? you can’t tr�m a bonnet w�th �t!’

‘A joke �s not an argument,’ observed Darya M�ha�lovna,
‘espec�ally when you descend to personal �nsult.’

‘I don’t know about truth, but I see speak�ng �t does not answer,’
muttered P�gasov, and he turned angr�ly away.

And Rud�n began to speak of pr�de, and he spoke well. He showed
that man w�thout pr�de �s worthless, that pr�de �s the lever by wh�ch
the earth can be moved from �ts foundat�ons, but that at the same
t�me he alone deserves the name of man who knows how to control
h�s pr�de, as the r�der does h�s horse, who offers up h�s own
personal�ty as a sacr�f�ce to the general good.

‘Ego�sm,’ so he ended, ‘�s su�c�de. The ego�st w�thers l�ke a sol�tary
barren tree; but pr�de, amb�t�on, as the act�ve effort after perfect�on,
�s the source of all that �s great.... Yes! a man must prune away the



stubborn ego�sm of h�s personal�ty to g�ve �t the r�ght of self-
express�on.’

‘Can you lend me a penc�l?’ P�gasov asked Bass�stoff.
Bass�stoff d�d not at once understand what P�gasov had asked

h�m.
‘What do you want a penc�l for?’ he sa�d at last
‘I want to wr�te down Mr. Rud�n’s last sentence. If one doesn’t wr�te

�t down, one m�ght forget �t, I’m afra�d! But you w�ll own, a sentence
l�ke that �s such a handful of trumps.’

‘There are th�ngs wh�ch �t �s a shame to laugh at and make fun of,
Afr�can Semen�tch!’ sa�d Bass�stoff warmly, turn�ng away from
P�gasov.

Meanwh�le Rud�n had approached Natalya. She got up; her face
expressed her confus�on. Vol�ntsev, who was s�tt�ng near her, got up
too.

‘I see a p�ano,’ began Rud�n, w�th the gentle courtesy of a
travell�ng pr�nce; ‘don’t you play on �t?’

‘Yes, I play,’ repl�ed Natalya, ‘but not very well. Here �s Konstant�n
D�om�d�tch plays much better than I do.’

Pandalevsky put h�mself forward w�th a s�mper. ‘You should not
say that, Natalya Alexyevna; your play�ng �s not at all �nfer�or to
m�ne.’

‘Do you know Schubert’s “Erlkon�g”?’ asked Rud�n.
‘He knows �t, he knows �t!’ �nterposed Darya M�ha�lovna. ‘S�t down,

Konstant�n. You are fond of mus�c, Dm�tr� N�kola�tch?’
Rud�n only made a sl�ght mot�on of the head and ran h�s hand

through h�s ha�r, as though d�spos�ng h�mself to l�sten. Pandalevsky
began to play.

Natalya was stand�ng near the p�ano, d�rectly fac�ng Rud�n. At the
f�rst sound h�s face was transf�gured. H�s dark blue eyes moved
slowly about, from t�me to t�me rest�ng upon Natalya. Pandalevsky
f�n�shed play�ng.

Rud�n sa�d noth�ng and walked up to the open w�ndow. A fragrant
m�st lay l�ke a soft shroud over the garden; a drowsy scent breathed



from the trees near. The stars shed a m�ld rad�ance. The summer
n�ght was soft—and softened all. Rud�n gazed �nto the dark garden,
and looked round.

‘That mus�c and th�s n�ght,’ he began, ‘rem�nded me of my student
days �n Germany; our meet�ngs, our serenades.’

‘You have been �n Germany then?’ sa�d Darya M�ha�lovna.
‘I spent a year at He�delberg, and nearly a year at Berl�n.’
‘And d�d you dress as a student? They say they wear a spec�al

dress there.’
‘At He�delberg I wore h�gh boots w�th spurs, and a hussar’s jacket

w�th bra�d on �t, and I let my ha�r grow to my shoulders. In Berl�n the
students dress l�ke everybody else.’

‘Tell us someth�ng of your student l�fe,’ sa�d Alexandra Pavlovna.
Rud�n compl�ed. He was not altogether successful �n narrat�ve.

There was a lack of colour �n h�s descr�pt�ons. He d�d not know how
to be humorous. However, from relat�ng h�s own adventures abroad,
Rud�n soon passed to general themes, the spec�al value of
educat�on and sc�ence, un�vers�t�es, and un�vers�ty l�fe generally. He
sketched �n a large and comprehens�ve p�cture �n broad and str�k�ng
l�nes. All l�stened to h�m w�th profound attent�on. H�s eloquence was
masterly and attract�ve, not altogether clear, but even th�s want of
clearness added a spec�al charm to h�s words.

The exuberance of h�s thought h�ndered Rud�n from express�ng
h�mself def�n�tely and exactly. Images followed upon �mages;
compar�sons started up one after another—now startl�ngly bold, now
str�k�ngly true. It was not the complacent effort of the pract�sed
speaker, but the very breath of �nsp�rat�on that was felt �n h�s
�mpat�ent �mprov�s�ng. He d�d not seek out h�s words; they came
obed�ently and spontaneously to h�s l�ps, and each word seemed to
flow stra�ght from h�s soul, and was burn�ng w�th all the f�re of
conv�ct�on. Rud�n was the master of almost the greatest secret—the
mus�c of eloquence. He knew how �n str�k�ng one chord of the heart
to set all the others vaguely qu�ver�ng and resound�ng. Many of h�s
l�steners, perhaps, d�d not understand very prec�sely what h�s
eloquence was about; but the�r bosoms heaved, �t seemed as though



ve�ls were l�fted before the�r eyes, someth�ng rad�ant, glor�ous,
seemed sh�mmer�ng �n the d�stance.

All Rud�n’s thoughts seemed centred on the future; th�s lent h�m
someth�ng of the �mpetuous dash of youth... Stand�ng at the w�ndow,
not look�ng at any one �n spec�al, he spoke, and �nsp�red by the
general sympathy and attent�on, the presence of young women, the
beauty of the n�ght, carr�ed along by the t�de of h�s own emot�ons, he
rose to the he�ght of eloquence, of poetry.... The very sound of h�s
vo�ce, �ntense and soft, �ncreased the fasc�nat�on; �t seemed as
though some h�gher power were speak�ng through h�s l�ps, startl�ng
even to h�mself.... Rud�n spoke of what lends eternal s�gn�f�cance to
the fleet�ng l�fe of man.

‘I remember a Scand�nav�an legend,’ thus he concluded, ‘a k�ng �s
s�tt�ng w�th h�s warr�ors round the f�re �n a long dark barn. It was n�ght
and w�nter. Suddenly a l�ttle b�rd flew �n at the open door and flew out
aga�n at the other. The k�ng spoke and sa�d that th�s b�rd �s l�ke man
�n the world; �t flew �n from darkness and out aga�n �nto darkness,
and was not long �n the warmth and l�ght.... “K�ng,” repl�es the oldest
of the warr�ors, “even �n the dark the b�rd �s not lost, but f�nds her
nest.” Even so our l�fe �s short and worthless; but all that �s great �s
accompl�shed through men. The consc�ousness of be�ng the
�nstrument of these h�gher powers ought to outwe�gh all other joys
for man; even �n death he f�nds h�s l�fe, h�s nest.’

Rud�n stopped and dropped h�s eyes w�th a sm�le of �nvoluntary
embarrassment.

‘Vous êtes un poète,’ was Darya M�ha�lovna’s comment �n an
undertone. And all were �nwardly agree�ng w�th her—all except
P�gasov. W�thout wa�t�ng for the end of Rud�n’s long speech, he
qu�etly took h�s hat and as he went out wh�spered v�c�ously to
Pandalevsky who was stand�ng near the door:

‘No! Fools are more to my taste.’
No one, however, tr�ed to deta�n h�m or even not�ced h�s absence.
The servants brought �n supper, and half an hour later, all had

taken leave and separated. Darya M�ha�lovna begged Rud�n to
rema�n the n�ght. Alexandra Pavlovna, as she went home �n the
carr�age w�th her brother, several t�mes fell to excla�m�ng and



marvell�ng at the extraord�nary cleverness of Rud�n. Vol�ntsev agreed
w�th her, though he observed that he somet�mes expressed h�mself
somewhat obscurely—that �s to say, not altogether �ntell�g�bly, he
added,—w�sh�ng, no doubt, to make h�s own thought clear, but h�s
face was gloomy, and h�s eyes, f�xed on a corner of the carr�age,
seemed even more melancholy than usual.

Pandalevsky went to bed, and as he took off h�s da�nt�ly
embro�dered braces, he sa�d aloud ‘A very smart fellow!’ and
suddenly, look�ng harshly at h�s page, ordered h�m out of the room.
Bass�stoff d�d not sleep the whole n�ght and d�d not undress—he was
wr�t�ng t�ll morn�ng a letter to a comrade of h�s �n Moscow; and
Natalya, too, though she undressed and lay down �n her bed, had
not an �nstant’s sleep and never closed her eyes. W�th her head
propped on her arm, she gazed f�xedly �nto the darkness; her ve�ns
were throbb�ng fever�shly and her bosom often heaved w�th a deep
s�gh.





IV
The next morn�ng Rud�n had only just f�n�shed dress�ng when a

servant came to h�m w�th an �nv�tat�on from Darya M�ha�lovna to
come to her boudo�r and dr�nk tea w�th her. Rud�n found her alone.
She greeted h�m very cord�ally, �nqu�red whether he had passed a
good n�ght, poured h�m out a cup of tea w�th her own hands, asked
h�m whether there was sugar enough �n �t, offered h�m a c�garette,
and tw�ce aga�n repeated that she was surpr�sed that she had not
met h�m long before. Rud�n was about to take a seat some d�stance
away; but Darya M�ha�lovna mot�oned h�m to an easy cha�r, wh�ch
stood near her lounge, and bend�ng a l�ttle towards h�m began to
quest�on h�m about h�s fam�ly, h�s plans and �ntent�ons. Darya
M�ha�lovna spoke carelessly and l�stened w�th an a�r of �nd�fference;
but �t was perfectly ev�dent to Rud�n that she was lay�ng herself out
to please h�m, even to flatter h�m. It was not for noth�ng that she had
arranged th�s morn�ng �nterv�ew, and had dressed so s�mply yet
elegantly a la Madame Récam�er! But Darya M�ha�lovna soon left off
quest�on�ng h�m. She began to tell h�m about herself, her youth, and
the people she had known. Rud�n gave a sympathet�c attent�on to
her lucubrat�ons, though—a cur�ous fact—whatever personage
Darya M�ha�lovna m�ght be talk�ng about, she always stood �n the
foreground, she alone, and the personage seemed to be effaced, to
sl�nk away �n the background, and to d�sappear. But to make up for
that, Rud�n learnt �n full deta�l prec�sely what Darya M�ha�lovna had
sa�d to a certa�n d�st�ngu�shed statesman, and what �nfluence she
had had on such and such a celebrated poet. To judge from Darya
M�ha�lovna’s accounts, one m�ght fancy that all the d�st�ngu�shed
men of the last f�ve-and-twenty years had dreamt of noth�ng but how
they could make her acqua�ntance, and ga�n her good op�n�on. She
spoke of them s�mply, w�thout part�cular enthus�asm or adm�rat�on,
as though they were her da�ly assoc�ates, call�ng some of them
queer fellows. As she talked of them, l�ke a r�ch sett�ng round a



worthless stone, the�r names ranged themselves �n a br�ll�ant c�rclet
round the pr�nc�pal name—around Darya M�ha�lovna.

Rud�n l�stened, smok�ng a c�garette, and sa�d l�ttle. He could speak
well and l�ked speak�ng; carry�ng on a conversat�on was not �n h�s
l�ne, though he was also a good l�stener. All men—�f only they had
not been �nt�m�dated by h�m to beg�n w�th—opened the�r hearts w�th
conf�dence �n h�s presence; he followed the thread of another man’s
narrat�ve so read�ly and sympathet�cally. He had a great deal of
good-nature—that spec�al good-nature of wh�ch men are full, who
are accustomed to feel themselves super�or to others. In arguments
he seldom allowed h�s antagon�st to express h�mself fully, he
crushed h�m by h�s eager, vehement and pass�onate d�alect�c.

Darya M�ha�lovna expressed herself �n Russ�an. She pr�ded herself
on her knowledge of her own language, though French words and
express�ons often escaped her. She �ntent�onally made use of s�mple
popular terms of speech; but not always successfully. Rud�n’s ear
was not outraged by the strange medley of language on Darya
M�ha�lovna’s l�ps, �ndeed he hardly had an ear for �t.

Darya M�ha�lovna was exhausted at last and lett�ng her head fall
on the cush�ons of her easy-cha�r she f�xed her eyes on Rud�n and
was s�lent.

‘I understand now,’ began Rud�n, speak�ng slowly, ‘I understand
why you come every summer �nto the country. Th�s per�od of rest �s
essent�al for you; the peace of the country after your l�fe �n the cap�tal
refreshes and strengthens you. I am conv�nced that you must be
profoundly sens�t�ve to the beaut�es of nature.’

Darya M�ha�lovna gave Rud�n a s�delong look.
‘Nature—yes—yes—of course.... I am pass�onately fond of �t; but

do you know, Dm�tr� N�kola�tch, even �n the country one cannot do
w�thout soc�ety. And here there �s pract�cally none. P�gasov �s the
most �ntell�gent person here.’

‘The cross old gentleman who was here last n�ght?’ �nqu�red
Rud�n.

‘Yes.... In the country though, even he �s of use—he somet�mes
makes one laugh.’



‘He �s by no means stup�d,’ returned Rud�n, ‘but he �s on the wrong
path. I don’t know whether you w�ll agree w�th me, Darya M�ha�lovna,
but �n negat�on—�n complete and un�versal negat�on—there �s no
salvat�on to be found? Deny everyth�ng and you w�ll eas�ly pass for a
man of ab�l�ty; �t’s a well-known tr�ck. S�mple-hearted people are
qu�te ready to conclude that you are worth more than what you deny.
And that’s often an error. In the f�rst place, you can p�ck holes �n
anyth�ng; and secondly, even �f you are r�ght �n what you say, �t’s the
worse for you; your �ntellect, d�rected by s�mple negat�on, grows
colourless and w�thers up. Wh�le you grat�fy your van�ty, you are
depr�ved of the true consolat�ons of thought; l�fe—the essence of l�fe
—evades your petty and jaund�ced cr�t�c�sm, and you end by
scold�ng and becom�ng r�d�culous. Only one who loves has the r�ght
to censure and f�nd fault.’

‘Vo�là, Mons�eur P�gasov enteré,’ observed Darya M�ha�lovna.
‘What a gen�us you have for def�n�ng a man! But P�gasov certa�nly
would not have even understood you. He loves noth�ng but h�s own
�nd�v�dual�ty.’

‘And he f�nds fault w�th that so as to have the r�ght to f�nd fault w�th
others,’ Rud�n put �n.

Darya M�ha�lovna laughed.
‘“He judges the sound,” as the say�ng �s, “the sound by the s�ck.”

By the way, what do you th�nk of the baron?’
‘The baron? He �s an excellent man, w�th a good heart and a

knowledge ... but he has no character... and he w�ll rema�n all h�s l�fe
half a savant, half a man of the world, that �s to say, a d�lettante, that
�s to say, to speak pla�nly,—ne�ther one th�ng nor the other. ... But �t’s
a p�ty!’

‘That was my own �dea,’ observed Darya M�ha�lovna. ‘I read h�s
art�cle.... Entre nous... cela a assez peu de fond!’

‘Who else have you here?’ asked Rud�n, after a pause.
Darya M�ha�lovna knocked off the ash of her c�garette w�th her l�ttle

f�nger.
‘Oh, there �s hardly any one else. Madame L�p�n, Alexandra

Pavlovna, whom you saw yesterday; she �s very sweet—but that �s



all. Her brother �s also a cap�tal fellow—un parfa�t honnête homme.
The Pr�nce Gar�n you know. Those are all. There are two or three
ne�ghbours bes�des, but they are really good for noth�ng. They e�ther
g�ve themselves a�rs or are unsoc�able, or else qu�te unsu�tably free
and easy. The lad�es, as you know, I see noth�ng of. There �s one
other of our ne�ghbours sa�d to be a very cult�vated, even a learned,
man, but a dreadfully queer creature, a wh�ms�cal character.
Alexandr�ne knows h�m, and I fancy �s not �nd�fferent to h�m.... Come,
you ought to talk to her, Dm�tr� N�kola�tch; she’s a sweet creature.
She only wants develop�ng.’

‘I l�ked her very much,’ remarked Rud�n.
‘A perfect ch�ld, Dm�tr� N�kola�tch, an absolute baby. She has been

marr�ed, ma�s c’est tout comme.... If I were a man, I should only fall
�n love w�th women l�ke that.’

‘Really?’
‘Certa�nly. Such women are at least fresh, and freshness cannot

be put on.’
‘And can everyth�ng else?’ Rud�n asked, and he laughed—a th�ng

wh�ch rarely happened w�th h�m. When he laughed h�s face assumed
a strange, almost aged appearance, h�s eyes d�sappeared, h�s nose
was wr�nkled up.

‘And who �s th�s queer creature, as you call h�m, to whom Madame
L�p�n �s not �nd�fferent?’ he asked.

‘A certa�n Lezhnyov, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch, a landowner here.’
Rud�n seemed aston�shed; he ra�sed h�s head.
‘Lezhnyov—M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch?’ he quest�oned. ‘Is he a ne�ghbour

of yours?’
‘Yes. Do you know h�m?’
Rud�n d�d not speak for a m�nute.
‘I used to know h�m long ago. He �s a r�ch man, I suppose?’ he

added, pull�ng the fr�nge on h�s cha�r.
‘Yes, he �s r�ch, though he dresses shock�ngly, and dr�ves �n a

rac�ng droshky l�ke a ba�l�ff. I have been anx�ous to get h�m to come



here; he �s spoken of as clever; I have some bus�ness w�th h�m....
You know I manage my property myself.’

Rud�n bowed assent.
‘Yes; I manage �t myself,’ Darya M�ha�lovna cont�nued. ‘I don’t

�ntroduce any fore�gn crazes, but prefer what �s our own, what �s
Russ�an, and, as you see, th�ngs don’t seem to do badly,’ she added,
w�th a wave of her hand.

‘I have always been persuaded,’ observed Rud�n urbanely, ‘of the
absolutely m�staken pos�t�on of those people who refuse to adm�t the
pract�cal �ntell�gence of women.’

Darya M�ha�lovna sm�led affably.
‘You are very good to us,’ was her comment ‘But what was I go�ng

to say? What were we speak�ng of? Oh, yes; Lezhnyov: I have some
bus�ness w�th h�m about a boundary. I have several t�mes �nv�ted h�m
here, and even to-day I am expect�ng h�m; but there’s no know�ng
whether he’ll come... he’s such a strange creature.’

The curta�n before the door was softly moved as�de and the
steward came �n, a tall man, grey and bald, �n a black coat, a wh�te
cravat, and a wh�te wa�stcoat.

‘What �s �t?’ �nqu�red Darya M�ha�lovna, and, turn�ng a l�ttle towards
Rud�n, she added �n a low vo�ce, ‘n’est ce pas, comme �l ressemble à
Cann�ng?’

‘M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch Lezhnyov �s here,’ announced the steward. ‘W�ll
you see h�m?’

‘Good Heavens!’ excla�med Darya M�ha�lovna, ‘speak of the dev�l
——ask h�m up.’

The steward went away.
‘He’s such an awkward creature. Now he has come, �t’s at the

wrong moment; he has �nterrupted our talk.’
Rud�n got up from h�s seat, but Darya M�ha�lovna stopped h�m.
‘Where are you go�ng? We can d�scuss the matter as well before

you. And I want you to analyse h�m too, as you d�d P�gasov. When
you talk, vous gravez comme avec un bur�n. Please stay.’ Rud�n was
go�ng to protest, but after a moment’s thought he sat down.



M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch, whom the reader already knows, came �nto the
room. He wore the same grey overcoat, and �n h�s sunburnt hands
he carr�ed the same old forag�ng cap. He bowed tranqu�lly to Darya
M�ha�lovna, and came up to the tea-table.

‘At last you have favoured me w�th a v�s�t, Mons�eur Lezhnyov!’
began Darya M�ha�lovna. ‘Pray s�t down. You are already
acqua�nted, I hear,’ she cont�nued, w�th a gesture �n Rud�n’s
d�rect�on.

Lezhnyov looked at Rud�n and sm�led rather queerly.
‘I know Mr. Rud�n,’ he assented, w�th a sl�ght bow.
‘We were together at the un�vers�ty,’ observed Rud�n �n a low

vo�ce, dropp�ng h�s eyes.
‘And we met afterwards also,’ remarked Lezhnyov coldly.
Darya M�ha�lovna looked at both �n some perplex�ty and asked

Lezhnyov to s�t down. He sat down.
‘You wanted to see me,’ he began, ‘on the subject of the

boundary?’
‘Yes; about the boundary. But I also w�shed to see you �n any

case. We are near ne�ghbours, you know, and all but relat�ons.’
‘I am much obl�ged to you,’ returned Lezhnyov. ‘As regards the

boundary, we have perfectly arranged that matter w�th your
manager; I have agreed to all h�s proposals.’

‘I knew that. But he told me that the contract could not be s�gned
w�thout a personal �nterv�ew w�th you.’

‘Yes; that �s my rule. By the way, allow me to ask: all your
peasants, I bel�eve, pay rent?’

‘Just so.’
‘And you trouble yourself about boundar�es! That’s very

pra�seworthy.’
Lezhnyov d�d not speak for a m�nute.
‘Well, I have come for a personal �nterv�ew,’ he sa�d at last.
Darya M�ha�lovna sm�led.



‘I see you have come. You say that �n such a tone.... You could not
have been very anx�ous to come to see me.’

‘I never go anywhere,’ rejo�ned Lezhnyov phlegmat�cally.
‘Not anywhere? But you go to see Alexandra Pavlovna.’
‘I am an old fr�end of her brother’s.’
‘Her brother’s! However, I never w�sh to force any one.... But

pardon me, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch, I am older than you, and I may be
allowed to g�ve you adv�ce; what charm do you f�nd �n such an
unsoc�able way of l�v�ng? Or �s my house �n part�cular d�spleas�ng to
you? You d�sl�ke me?’

‘I don’t know you, Darya M�ha�lovna, and so I can’t d�sl�ke you. You
have a splend�d house; but I w�ll confess to you frankly I don’t l�ke to
have to stand on ceremony. And I haven’t a respectable su�t, I
haven’t any gloves, and I don’t belong to your set.’

‘By b�rth, by educat�on, you belong to �t, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch! vous
êtes des notres.’

‘B�rth and educat�on are all very well, Darya M�ha�lovna; that’s not
the quest�on.’

‘A man ought to l�ve w�th h�s fellows, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch! What
pleasure �s there �n s�tt�ng l�ke D�ogenes �n h�s tub?’

‘Well, to beg�n w�th, he was very well off there, and bes�des, how
do you know I don’t l�ve w�th my fellows?’

Darya M�ha�lovna b�t her l�p.
‘That’s a d�fferent matter! It only rema�ns for me to express my

regret that I have not the honour of be�ng �ncluded �n the number of
your fr�ends.’

‘Mons�eur Lezhnyov,’ put �n Rud�n, ‘seems to carry to excess a
laudable sent�ment—the love of �ndependence.’

Lezhnyov made no reply, he only looked at Rud�n. A short s�lence
followed.

‘And so,’ began Lezhnyov, gett�ng up, ‘I may cons�der our
bus�ness as concluded, and tell your manager to send me the
papers.’



‘You may,... though I confess you are so unc�v�l I ought really to
refuse you.’

‘But you know th�s rearrangement of the boundary �s far more �n
your �nterest than �n m�ne.’

Darya M�ha�lovna shrugged her shoulders.
‘You w�ll not even have luncheon here?’ she asked.
‘Thank you; I never take luncheon, and I am �n a hurry to get

home.’
Darya M�ha�lovna got up.
‘I w�ll not deta�n you,’ she sa�d, go�ng to the w�ndow. ‘I w�ll not

venture to deta�n you.’
Lezhnyov began to take leave.
‘Good-bye, Mons�eur Lezhnyov! Pardon me for hav�ng troubled

you.’
‘Oh, not at all!’ sa�d Lezhnyov, and he went away.
‘Well, what do you say to that?’ Darya M�ha�lovna asked of Rud�n.

‘I had heard he was eccentr�c, but really that was beyond
everyth�ng!’

‘H�s �s the same d�sease as P�gasov’s,’ observed Rud�n, ‘the
des�re of be�ng or�g�nal. One affects to be a Meph�stopheles—the
other a cyn�c. In all that, there �s much ego�sm, much van�ty, but l�ttle
truth, l�ttle love. Indeed, there �s even calculat�on of a sort �n �t. A man
puts on a mask of �nd�fference and �ndolence so that some one w�ll
be sure to th�nk. “Look at that man; what talents he has thrown
away!” But �f you come to look at h�m more attent�vely, there �s no
talent �n h�m whatever.’

‘Et de deux!’ was Darya M�ha�lovna’s comment. ‘You are a terr�ble
man at h�tt�ng people off. One can h�de noth�ng from you.’

‘Do you th�nk so?’ sa�d Rud�n.... ‘However,’ he cont�nued, ‘I ought
not really to speak about Lezhnyov; I loved h�m, loved h�m as a
fr�end... but afterwards, through var�ous m�sunderstand�ngs...’

‘You quarrelled?’
‘No. But we parted, and parted, �t seems, for ever.’



‘Ah, I not�ced that the whole t�me of h�s v�s�t you were not qu�te
yourself.... But I am much �ndebted to you for th�s morn�ng. I have
spent my t�me extremely pleasantly. But one must know where to
stop. I w�ll let you go t�ll lunch t�me and I w�ll go and look after my
bus�ness. My secretary, you saw h�m—Constant�n, c’est lu� qu� est
mon secréta�re—must be wa�t�ng for me by now. I commend h�m to
you; he �s an excellent, obl�g�ng young man, and qu�te enthus�ast�c
about you. Au revo�r, cher Dm�tr� N�kola�tch! How grateful I am to the
baron for hav�ng made me acqua�nted w�th you!’

And Darya M�ha�lovna held out her hand to Rud�n. He f�rst pressed
�t, then ra�sed �t to h�s l�ps and went away to the draw�ng-room and
from there to the terrace. On the terrace he met Natalya.



V
Darya M�ha�lovna’s daughter, Natalya Alexyevna, at a f�rst glance

m�ght fa�l to please. She had not yet had t�me to develop; she was
th�n, and dark, and stooped sl�ghtly. But her features were f�ne and
regular, though too large for a g�rl of seventeen. Spec�ally beaut�ful
was her pure, smooth forehead above f�ne eyebrows, wh�ch seemed
broken �n the m�ddle. She spoke l�ttle, but l�stened to others, and
f�xed her eyes on them as though she were form�ng her own
conclus�ons. She would often stand w�th l�stless hands, mot�onless
and deep �n thought; her face at such moments showed that her
m�nd was at work w�th�n.... A scarcely percept�ble sm�le would
suddenly appear on her l�ps and van�sh aga�n; then she would slowly
ra�se her large dark eyes. ‘Qu’avez-vous?’ Mlle. Boncourt would ask
her, and then she would beg�n to scold her, say�ng that �t was
�mproper for a young g�rl to be absorbed and to appear absent-
m�nded. But Natalya was not absent-m�nded; on the contrary, she
stud�ed d�l�gently; she read and worked eagerly. Her feel�ngs were
strong and deep, but reserved; even as a ch�ld she seldom cr�ed,
and now she seldom even s�ghed and only grew sl�ghtly pale when
anyth�ng d�stressed her. Her mother cons�dered her a sens�ble, good
sort of g�rl, call�ng her �n a joke ‘mon honnête homme de f�lle’ but had
not a very h�gh op�n�on of her �ntellectual ab�l�t�es. ‘My Natalya
happ�ly �s cold,’ she used to say, ‘not l�ke me—and �t �s better so.
She w�ll be happy.’ Darya M�ha�lovna was m�staken. But few mothers
understand the�r daughters.

Natalya loved Darya M�ha�lovna, but d�d not fully conf�de �n her.
‘You have noth�ng to h�de from me,’ Darya M�ha�lovna sa�d to her

once, ‘or else you would be very reserved about �t; you are rather a
close l�ttle th�ng.’

Natalya looked her mother �n the face and thought, ‘Why shouldn’t
I be reserved?’



When Rud�n met her on the terrace she was just go�ng �ndoors
w�th Mlle. Boncourt to put on her hat and go out �nto the garden. Her
morn�ng occupat�ons were over. Natalya was not treated as a
school-g�rl now. Mlle. Boncourt had not g�ven her lessons �n
mythology and geography for a long wh�le; but Natalya had every
morn�ng to read h�stor�cal books, travels, or other �nstruct�ve works
w�th her. Darya M�ha�lovna selected them, ostens�bly on a spec�al
system of her own. In real�ty she s�mply gave Natalya everyth�ng
wh�ch the French bookseller forwarded her from Petersburg, except,
of course, the novels of Dumas F�ls and Co. These novels Darya
M�ha�lovna read herself. Mlle. Boncourt looked spec�ally severely
and sourly through her spectacles when Natalya was read�ng
h�stor�cal books; accord�ng to the old French lady’s �deas all h�story
was f�lled w�th �mperm�ss�ble th�ngs, though for some reason or other
of all the great men of ant�qu�ty she herself knew only one—
Cambyses, and of modern t�mes—Lou�s XIV. and Napoleon, whom
she could not endure. But Natalya read books too, the ex�stence of
wh�ch Mlle. Boncourt d�d not suspect; she knew all Pushk�n by heart.

Natalya flushed sl�ghtly at meet�ng Rud�n.
‘Are you go�ng for a walk?’ he asked her.
‘Yes. We are go�ng �nto the garden.’
‘May I come w�th you?’
Natalya looked at Mlle. Boncourt
‘Ma�s certa�nement, mons�eur; avec pla�s�r,’ sa�d the old lady

promptly.
Rud�n took h�s hat and walked w�th them.
Natalya at f�rst felt some awkwardness �n walk�ng s�de by s�de w�th

Rud�n on the same l�ttle path; afterwards she felt more at ease. He
began to quest�on her about her occupat�ons and how she l�ked the
country. She repl�ed not w�thout t�m�d�ty, but w�thout that hasty
bashfulness wh�ch �s so often taken for modesty. Her heart was
beat�ng.

‘You are not bored �n the country?’ asked Rud�n, tak�ng her �n w�th
a s�delong glance.



‘How can one be bored �n the country? I am very glad we are here.
I am very happy here.’

‘You are happy—that �s a great word. However, one can
understand �t; you are young.’

Rud�n pronounced th�s last phrase rather strangely; e�ther he
env�ed Natalya or he was sorry for her.

‘Yes! youth!’ he cont�nued, ‘the whole a�m of sc�ence �s to reach
consc�ously what �s bestowed on youth for noth�ng.’

Natalya looked attent�vely at Rud�n; she d�d not understand h�m.
‘I have been talk�ng all th�s morn�ng w�th your mother,’ he went on;

‘she �s an extraord�nary woman. I understand why all our poets
sought her fr�endsh�p. Are you fond of poetry?’ he added, after a
pause.

‘He �s putt�ng me through an exam�nat�on,’ thought Natalya, and
aloud: ‘Yes, I am very fond of �t.’

‘Poetry �s the language of the gods. I love poems myself. But
poetry �s not only �n poems; �t �s d�ffused everywhere, �t �s around us.
Look at those trees, that sky—on all s�des there �s the breath of
beauty, and of l�fe, and where there �s l�fe and beauty, there �s poetry
also.’

‘Let us s�t down. Here on th�s bench,’ he added. ‘Here—so. I
somehow fancy that when you are more used to me (and he looked
her �n the face w�th a sm�le) ‘we shall be fr�ends, you and I. What do
you th�nk?’

‘He treats me l�ke a school-g�rl,’ Natalya reflected aga�n, and, not
know�ng what to say, she asked h�m whether he �ntended to rema�n
long �n the country.

‘All the summer and autumn, and perhaps the w�nter too. I am a
very poor man, you know; my affa�rs are �n confus�on, and, bes�des, I
am t�red now of wander�ng from place to place. The t�me has come
to rest.’

Natalya was surpr�sed.
‘Is �t poss�ble you feel that �t �s t�me for you to rest?’ she asked h�m

t�m�dly.



Rud�n turned so as to face Natalya.
‘What do you mean by that?’
‘I mean,’ she repl�ed �n some embarrassment, ‘that others may

rest; but you... you ought to work, to try to be useful. Who, �f not you
——’

‘I thank you for your flatter�ng op�n�on,’ Rud�n �nterrupted her. ‘To
be useful... �t �s easy to say!’ (He passed h�s hand over h�s face.) ‘To
be useful!’ he repeated. ‘Even �f I had any f�rm conv�ct�on, how could
I be useful?—even �f I had fa�th �n my own powers, where �s one to
f�nd true, sympathet�c souls?’

And Rud�n waved h�s hand so hopelessly, and let h�s head s�nk so
gloom�ly, that Natalya �nvoluntar�ly asked herself, were those really
h�s—those enthus�ast�c words full of the breath of hope, she had
heard the even�ng before.

‘But no,’ he sa�d, suddenly toss�ng back h�s l�on-l�ke mane, ‘that �s
all folly, and you are r�ght. I thank you, Natalya Alexyevna, I thank
you truly.’ (Natalya absolutely d�d not know what he was thank�ng her
for.) ‘Your s�ngle phrase has recalled to me my duty, has po�nted out
to me my path.... Yes, I must act. I must not bury my talent, �f I have
any; I must not squander my powers on talk alone—empty, prof�tless
talk—on mere words,’ and h�s words flowed �n a stream. He spoke
nobly, ardently, conv�nc�ngly, of the s�n of coward�ce and �ndolence,
of the necess�ty of act�on. He lav�shed reproaches on h�mself,
ma�nta�ned that to d�scuss beforehand what you mean to do �s as
unw�se as to pr�ck w�th a p�n the swell�ng fru�t, that �t �s only a va�n
waste of strength and sap. He declared that there was no noble �dea
wh�ch would not ga�n sympathy, that the only people who rema�ned
m�sunderstood were those who e�ther d�d not know themselves what
they wanted, or were not worthy to be understood. He spoke at
length, and ended by once more thank�ng Natalya Alexyevna, and
utterly unexpectedly pressed her hand, excla�m�ng. ‘You are a noble,
generous creature!’

Th�s outburst horr�f�ed Mlle. Boncourt, who �n sp�te of her forty
years’ res�dence �n Russ�a understood Russ�an w�th d�ff�culty, and
was only moved to adm�rat�on by the splend�d rap�d�ty and flow of
words on Rud�n’s l�ps. In her eyes, however, he was someth�ng of



the nature of a v�rtuoso or art�st; and from people of that k�nd,
accord�ng to her not�ons, �t was �mposs�ble to demand a str�ct
adherence to propr�ety.

She got up and drew her sk�rts w�th a jerk around her, observed to
Natalya that �t was t�me to go �n, espec�ally as M. Vol�nsoff (so she
spoke of Vol�ntsev) was to be there to lunch.

‘And here he �s,’ she added, look�ng up one of the avenues wh�ch
led to the house, and �n fact Vol�ntsev appeared not far off.

He came up w�th a hes�tat�ng step, greeted all of them from a
d�stance, and w�th an express�on of pa�n on h�s face he turned to
Natalya and sa�d:

‘Oh, you are hav�ng a walk?’
‘Yes,’ answered Natalya, ‘we were just go�ng home.’
‘Ah!’ was Vol�ntsev’s reply. ‘Well, let us go,’ and they all walked

towards the house.
‘How �s your s�ster?’ Rud�n �nqu�red, �n a spec�ally cord�al tone, of

Vol�ntsev. The even�ng before, too, he had been very grac�ous to
h�m.

‘Thank you; she �s qu�te well. She w�ll perhaps be here to-day.... I
th�nk you were d�scuss�ng someth�ng when I came up?’

‘Yes; I have had a conversat�on w�th Natalya Alexyevna. She sa�d
one th�ng to me wh�ch affected me strongly.’

Vol�ntsev d�d not ask what the one th�ng was, and �n profound
s�lence they all returned to Darya M�ha�lovna’s house.

Before d�nner the party was aga�n assembled �n the draw�ng-room.
P�gasov, however, d�d not come. Rud�n was not at h�s best; he d�d
noth�ng but press Pandalevsky to play Beethoven. Vol�ntsev was
s�lent and stared at the floor. Natalya d�d not leave her mother’s s�de,
and was at t�mes lost �n thought, and then bent over her work.
Bass�stoff d�d not take h�s eyes off Rud�n, constantly on the alert for
h�m to say someth�ng br�ll�ant. About three hours were passed �n th�s
way rather monotonously. Alexandra Pavlovna d�d not come to
d�nner, and when they rose from table Vol�ntsev at once ordered h�s
carr�age to be ready, and sl�pped away w�thout say�ng good-bye to
any one.



H�s heart was heavy. He had long loved Natalya, and was
repeatedly resolv�ng to make her an offer.... She was k�ndly d�sposed
to h�m,—but her heart rema�ned unmoved; he saw that clearly. He
d�d not hope to �nsp�re �n her a tenderer sent�ment, and was only
wa�t�ng for the t�me when she should be perfectly at home w�th h�m
and �nt�mate w�th h�m. What could have d�sturbed h�m? what change
had he not�ced �n these two days? Natalya had behaved to h�m
exactly the same as before....

Whether �t was that some �dea had come upon h�m that he
perhaps d�d not know Natalya’s character at all—that she was more
a stranger to h�m than he had thought,—or jealousy had begun to
work �n h�m, or he had some d�m present�ment of �ll... anyway, he
suffered, though he tr�ed to reason w�th h�mself.

When he came �n to h�s s�ster’s room, Lezhnyov was s�tt�ng w�th
her.

‘Why have you come back so early?’ asked Alexandra Pavlovna.
‘Oh! I was bored.’
‘Was Rud�n there?’
‘Yes.’
Vol�ntsev flung down h�s cap and sat down. Alexandra Pavlovna

turned eagerly to h�m.
‘Please, Serezha, help me to conv�nce th�s obst�nate man (she

s�gn�f�ed Lezhnyov) that Rud�n �s extraord�nar�ly clever and eloquent.’
Vol�ntsev muttered someth�ng.
‘But I am not d�sput�ng at all w�th you,’ Lezhnyov began. ‘I have no

doubt of the cleverness and eloquence of Mr. Rud�n; I only say that I
don’t l�ke h�m.’

‘But have you seen h�m?’ �nqu�red Vol�ntsev.
‘I saw h�m th�s morn�ng at Darya M�hallovna’s. You know he �s her

f�rst favour�te now. The t�me w�ll come when she w�ll part w�th h�m—
Pandalevsky �s the only man she w�ll never part w�th—but now he �s
supreme. I saw h�m, to be sure! He was s�tt�ng there,—and she
showed me off to h�m, “see, my good fr�end, what queer f�sh we have



here!” But I am not a pr�ze horse, to be trotted out on show, so I took
myself off.’

‘But how d�d you come to be there?’
‘About a boundary; but that was all nonsense; she s�mply wanted

to have a look at my phys�ognomy. She’s a f�ne lady,—that’s
explanat�on enough!’

‘H�s super�or�ty �s what offends you—that’s what �t �s!’ began
Alexandra Pavlovna warmly, ‘that’s what you can’t forg�ve. But I am
conv�nced that bes�des h�s cleverness he must have an excellent
heart as well. You should see h�s eyes when he——’

‘“Of pur�ty exalted speaks,”’ quoted Lezhnyov.
‘You make me angry, and I shall cry. I am heart�ly sorry I d�d not go

to Darya M�ha�lovna’s, but stopped w�th you. You don’t deserve �t.
Leave off teas�ng me,’ she added, �n an appeal�ng vo�ce, ‘You had
much better tell me about h�s youth.’

‘Rud�n’s youth?’
‘Yes, of course. D�dn’t you tell me you knew h�m well, and had

known h�m a long t�me?’
Lezhnyov got up and walked up and down the room.
‘Yes,’ he began, ‘I do know h�m well. You want me to tell you about

h�s youth? Very well. He was born �n T——, and was the son of a
poor landowner, who d�ed soon after. He was left alone w�th h�s
mother. She was a very good woman, and she �dol�sed h�m; she
l�ved on noth�ng but oatmeal, and every penny she had she spent on
h�m. He was educated �n Moscow, f�rst at the expense of some
uncle, and afterwards, when he was grown up and fully fledged, at
the expense of a r�ch pr�nce whose favour he had courted—there, I
beg your pardon, I won’t do �t aga�n—w�th whom he had made
fr�ends. Then he went to the un�vers�ty. At the un�vers�ty I got to know
h�m and we became �nt�mate fr�ends. I w�ll tell you about our l�fe �n
those days some other t�me, I can’t now. Then he went abroad....’

Lezhnyov cont�nued to walk up and down the room; Alexandra
Pavlovna followed h�m w�th her eyes.

‘Wh�le he was abroad,’ he cont�nued, ‘Rud�n wrote very rarely to
h�s mother, and pa�d her altogether only one v�s�t for ten days.... The



old lady d�ed w�thout h�m, cared for by strangers; but up to her death
she never took her eyes off h�s portra�t. I went to see her when I was
stay�ng �n T——. She was a k�nd and hosp�table woman; she always
used to feast me on cherry jam. She loved her M�tya devotedly.
People of the Petchor�n type tell us that we always love those who
are least capable of feel�ng love themselves; but �t’s my �dea that all
mothers love the�r ch�ldren espec�ally when they are absent.
Afterwards I met Rud�n abroad. Then he was connected w�th a lady,
one of our countrywomen, a bluestock�ng, no longer young, and
pla�n, as a bluestock�ng �s bound to be. He l�ved a good wh�le w�th
her, and at last threw her over—or no, I beg pardon,—she threw h�m
over. It was then that I too threw h�m over. That’s all.’

Lezhnyov ceased speak�ng, passed h�s hand over h�s brow, and
dropped �nto a cha�r as �f he were exhausted.

‘Do you know, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch,’ began Alexandra Pavlovna, ‘you
are a sp�teful person, I see; �ndeed you are no better than P�gasov. I
am conv�nced that all you have told me �s true, that you have not
made up anyth�ng, and yet �n what an unfavourable l�ght you have
put �t all! The poor old mother, her devot�on, her sol�tary death, and
that lady—What does �t all amount to? You know that �t’s easy to put
the l�fe of the best of men �n such colours—and w�thout add�ng
anyth�ng, observe—that every one would be shocked! But that too �s
slander of a k�nd!’

Lezhnyov got up and aga�n walked about the room.
‘I d�d not want to shock you at all, Alexandra Pavlovna,’ he brought

out at last, ‘I am not g�ven to slander. However,’ he added, after a
moment’s thought, ‘�n real�ty there �s a foundat�on of fact �n what you
sa�d. I d�d not mean to slander Rud�n; but—who knows! very l�kely he
has had t�me to change s�nce those days—very poss�bly I am unjust
to h�m.’

‘Ah! you see. So prom�se me that you w�ll renew your
acqua�ntance w�th h�m, and w�ll get to know h�m thoroughly and then
report your f�nal op�n�on of h�m to me.’

‘As you please. But why are you so qu�et, Serge� Pavl�tch?’
Vol�ntsev started and ra�sed h�s head, as though he had just

waked up.



‘What can I say? I don’t know h�m. Bes�des, my head aches to-
day.’

‘Yes, you look rather pale th�s even�ng,’ remarked Alexandra
Pavlovna; ‘are you unwell?’

‘My head aches,’ repeated Vol�ntsev, and he went away.
Alexandra Pavlovna and Lezhnyov looked after h�m, and

exchanged glances, though they sa�d noth�ng. What was pass�ng �n
Vol�ntsev’s heart was no mystery to e�ther of them.



VI
More than two months had passed; dur�ng the whole of that per�od

Rud�n had scarcely been away from Darya M�ha�lovna’s house. She
could not get on w�thout h�m. To talk to h�m about herself and to
l�sten to h�s eloquence became a necess�ty for her. He would have
taken h�s leave on one occas�on, on the ground that all h�s money
was spent; she gave h�m f�ve hundred roubles. He borrowed two
hundred roubles more from Vol�ntsev. P�gasov v�s�ted Darya
M�ha�lovna much less frequently than before; Rud�n crushed h�m by
h�s presence. And �ndeed �t was not only P�gasov who was
consc�ous of an oppress�on.

‘I don’t l�ke that pr�g,’ P�gasov used to say, ‘he expresses h�mself
so affectedly l�ke a hero of a romance. If he says “I,” he stops �n rapt
adm�rat�on, “I, yes, I!” and the phrases he uses are all so drawn-out;
�f you sneeze, he w�ll beg�n at once to expla�n to you exactly why you
sneezed and d�d not cough. If he pra�ses you, �t’s just as �f he were
creat�ng you a pr�nce. If he beg�ns to abuse h�mself, he humbles
h�mself �nto the dust—come, one th�nks, he w�ll never dare to face
the l�ght of day after that. Not a b�t of �t! It only cheers h�m up, as �f
he’d treated h�mself to a glass of grog.’

Pandalevsky was a l�ttle afra�d of Rud�n, and caut�ously tr�ed to w�n
h�s favour. Vol�ntsev had got on to cur�ous terms w�th h�m. Rud�n
called h�m a kn�ght-errant, and sang h�s pra�ses to h�s face and
beh�nd h�s back; but Vol�ntsev could not br�ng h�mself to l�ke h�m and
always felt an �nvoluntary �mpat�ence and annoyance when Rud�n
devoted h�mself to enlarg�ng on h�s good po�nts �n h�s presence. ‘Is
he mak�ng fun of me?’ he thought, and he felt a throb of hatred �n h�s
heart. He tr�ed to keep h�s feel�ngs �n check, but �n va�n; he was
jealous of h�m on Natalya’s account. And Rud�n h�mself, though he
always welcomed Vol�ntsev w�th effus�on, though he called h�m a
kn�ght-errant, and borrowed money from h�m, d�d not feel exactly
fr�endly towards h�m. It would be d�ff�cult to def�ne the feel�ngs of



these two men when they pressed each other’s hands l�ke fr�ends
and looked �nto each other’s eyes.

Bass�stoff cont�nued to adore Rud�n, and to hang on every word
he uttered. Rud�n pa�d h�m very l�ttle attent�on. Once he spent a
whole morn�ng w�th h�m, d�scuss�ng the we�ght�est problems of l�fe,
and awaken�ng h�s keenest enthus�asm, but afterwards he took no
further not�ce of h�m. Ev�dently �t was only a phrase when he sa�d
that he was seek�ng for pure and devoted souls. W�th Lezhnyov, who
began to be a frequent v�s�tor at the house, Rud�n d�d not enter �nto
d�scuss�on; he seemed even to avo�d h�m. Lezhnyov, on h�s part, too,
treated h�m coldly. He d�d not, however, report h�s f�nal conclus�ons
about h�m, wh�ch somewhat d�squ�eted Alexandra Pavlovna. She
was fasc�nated by Rud�n, but she had conf�dence �n Lezhnyov. Every
one �n Darya M�ha�lovna’s house humoured Rud�n’s fanc�es; h�s
sl�ghtest preferences were carr�ed out. He determ�ned the plans for
the day. Not a s�ngle part�e de pla�s�r was arranged w�thout h�s co-
operat�on.

He was not, however, very fond of any k�nd of �mpromptu
excurs�on or p�cn�c, and took part �n them rather as grown-up people
take part �n ch�ldren’s games, w�th an a�r of k�ndly, but rather
wear�ed, fr�endl�ness. He took �nterest �n everyth�ng else, however.
He d�scussed w�th Darya M�ha�lovna her plans for the estate, the
educat�on of her ch�ldren, her domest�c arrangements, and her
affa�rs generally; he l�stened to her schemes, and was not bored by
petty deta�ls, and, �n h�s turn, proposed reforms and made
suggest�ons. Darya M�ha�lovna agreed to them �n words—and that
was all. In matters of bus�ness she was really gu�ded by the adv�ce
of her ba�l�ff—an elderly, one-eyed L�ttle Russ�an, a good-natured
and crafty old rogue. ‘What �s old �s fat, what �s new �s th�n,’ he used
to say, w�th a qu�et sm�le, w�nk�ng h�s sol�tary eye.

Next to Darya M�ha�lovna, �t was Natalya to whom Rud�n used to
talk most often and at most length. He used pr�vately to g�ve her
books, to conf�de h�s plans to her, and to read her the f�rst pages of
the essays and other works he had �n h�s m�nd. Natalya d�d not
always fully grasp the s�gn�f�cance of them.



But Rud�n d�d not seem to care much about her understand�ng, so
long as she l�stened to h�m. H�s �nt�macy w�th Natalya was not
altogether pleas�ng to Darya M�ha�lovna. ‘However,’ she thought, ‘let
her chatter away w�th h�m �n the country. She amuses h�m as a l�ttle
g�rl now. There �s no great harm �n �t, and, at any rate, �t w�ll �mprove
her m�nd. At Petersburg I w�ll soon put a stop to �t.’

Darya M�ha�lovna was m�staken. Natalya d�d not chatter to Rud�n
l�ke a school-g�rl; she eagerly drank �n h�s words, she tr�ed to
penetrate to the�r full s�gn�f�cance; she subm�tted her thoughts, her
doubts to h�m; he became her leader, her gu�de. So far, �t was only
the bra�n that was st�rred, but �n the young the bra�n �s not long
st�rred alone. What sweet moments Natalya passed when at t�mes �n
the garden on the seat, �n the transparent shade of the aspen tree,
Rud�n began to read Goethe’s Faust, Hoffman, or Bett�na’s letters, or
Noval�s, constantly stopp�ng and expla�n�ng what seemed obscure to
her. L�ke almost all Russ�an g�rls, she spoke German badly, but she
understood �t well, and Rud�n was thoroughly �mbued w�th German
poetry, German romant�c�sm and ph�losophy, and he drew her after
h�m �nto these forb�dden lands. Un�mag�ned splendours were
revealed there to her earnest eyes from the pages of the book wh�ch
Rud�n held on h�s knee; a stream of d�v�ne v�s�ons, of new,
�llum�nat�ng �deas, seemed to flow �n rhythm�c mus�c �nto her soul,
and �n her heart, moved w�th the h�gh del�ght of noble feel�ng, slowly
was k�ndled and fanned �nto a flame the holy spark of enthus�asm.

‘Tell me, Dm�tr� N�kola�tch,’ she began one day, s�tt�ng by the
w�ndow at her embro�dery-frame, ‘shall you be �n Petersburg �n the
w�nter?’

‘I don’t know,’ repl�ed Rud�n, as he let the book he had been
glanc�ng through fall upon h�s knee; ‘�f I can f�nd the means, I shall
go.’

He spoke dejectedly; he felt t�red, and had done noth�ng all day.
‘I th�nk you are sure to f�nd the means.’
Rud�n shook h�s head.
‘You th�nk so!’
And he looked away express�vely.



Natalya was on the po�nt of reply�ng, but she checked herself.
‘Look.’ began Rud�n, w�th a gesture towards the w�ndow, ‘do you

see that apple-tree? It �s broken by the we�ght and abundance of �ts
own fru�t. True emblem of gen�us.’

‘It �s broken because �t had no support,’ repl�ed Natalya.
‘I understand you, Natalya Alexyevna, but �t �s not so easy for a

man to f�nd such a support.’
‘I should th�nk the sympathy of others... �n any case �solat�on

always....’
Natalya was rather confused, and flushed a l�ttle.
‘And what w�ll you do �n the country �n the w�nter?’ she added

hurr�edly.
‘What shall I do? I shall f�n�sh my larger essay—you know �t—on

“Tragedy �n L�fe and �n Art.” I descr�bed to you the outl�ne of �t the
day before yesterday, and shall send �t to you.’

‘And you w�ll publ�sh �t?’
‘No.’
‘No? For whose sake w�ll you work then?’
‘And �f �t were for you?’
Natalya dropped her eyes.
‘It would be far above me.’
‘What, may I ask, �s the subject of the essay?’ Bass�stoff �nqu�red

modestly. He was s�tt�ng a l�ttle d�stance away.
‘“Tragedy �n L�fe and �n Art,”’ repeated Rud�n. ‘Mr. Bass�stoff too

w�ll read �t. But I have not altogether settled on the fundamental
mot�ve. I have not so far worked out for myself the trag�c s�gn�f�cance
of love.’

Rud�n l�ked to talk of love, and frequently d�d so. At f�rst, at the
word ‘love,’ Mlle. Boncourt started, and pr�cked up her eyes l�ke an
old war-horse at the sound of the trumpet; but afterwards she had
grown used to �t, and now only pursed up her l�ps and took snuff at
�ntervals.



‘It seems to me,’ sa�d Natalya t�m�dly, ‘that the trag�c �n love �s
unrequ�ted love.’

‘Not at all!’ repl�ed Rud�n; ‘that �s rather the com�c s�de of love. ...
The quest�on must be put �n an altogether d�fferent way... one must
attack �t more deeply.... Love!’ he pursued, ‘all �s mystery �n love;
how �t comes, how �t develops, how �t passes away. Somet�mes �t
comes all at once, undoubt�ng, glad as day; somet�mes �t smoulders
l�ke f�re under ashes, and only bursts �nto a flame �n the heart when
all �s over; somet�mes �t w�nds �ts way �nto the heart l�ke a serpent,
and suddenly sl�ps out of �t aga�n.... Yes, yes; �t �s the great problem.
But who does love �n our days? Who �s so bold as to love?’

And Rud�n grew pens�ve.
‘Why �s �t we have not seen Serge� Pavl�tch for so long?’ he asked

suddenly.
Natalya blushed, and bent her head over her embro�dery frame.
‘I don’t know,’ she murmured.
‘What a splend�d, generous fellow he �s!’ Rud�n declared, stand�ng

up. ‘It �s one of the best types of a Russ�an gentleman.’
Mlle. Boncourt gave h�m a s�delong look out of her l�ttle French

eyes.
Rud�n walked up and down the room.
‘Have you not�ced,’ he began, turn�ng sharply round on h�s heels,

‘that on the oak—and the oak �s a strong tree—the old leaves only
fall off when the new leaves beg�n to grow?’

‘Yes,’ answered Natalya slowly, ‘I have not�ced �t.’
‘That �s what happens to an old love �n a strong heart; �t �s dead

already, but st�ll �t holds �ts place; only another new love can dr�ve �t
out.’

Natalya made no reply.
‘What does that mean?’ she was th�nk�ng.
Rud�n stood st�ll, tossed h�s ha�r back, and walked away.
Natalya went to her own room. She sat a long wh�le on her l�ttle

bed �n perplex�ty, ponder�ng over Rud�n’s last words. All at once she
clasped her hands and began to weep b�tterly. What she was



weep�ng for—who can tell? She herself could not tell why her tears
were fall�ng so fast. She dr�ed them; but they flowed afresh, l�ke
water from a long-pent-up source.

On th�s same day Alexandra Pavlovna had a conversat�on w�th
Lezhnyov about Rud�n. At f�rst he bore all her attacks �n s�lence; but
at last she succeeded �n rous�ng h�m �nto talk.

‘I see,’ she sa�d to h�m, ‘you d�sl�ke Dm�tr� N�kola�tch, as you d�d
before. I purposely refra�ned from quest�on�ng you t�ll now; but now
you have had t�me to make up your m�nd whether there �s any
change �n h�m, and I want to know why you don’t l�ke h�m.’

‘Very well,’ answered Lezhnyov w�th h�s hab�tual phlegm, ‘s�nce
your pat�ence �s exhausted; only look here, don’t get angry.’

‘Come, beg�n, beg�n.’
‘And let me have my say to the end.’
‘Of course, of course; beg�n.’
‘Very well,’ sa�d Lezhnyov, dropp�ng laz�ly on to the sofa; ‘I adm�t

that I certa�nly don’t l�ke Rud�n. He �s a clever fellow.’
‘I should th�nk so.’
‘He �s a remarkably clever man, though �n real�ty essent�ally

shallow.’
‘It’s easy to say that.’
‘Though essent�ally shallow,’ repeated Lezhnyov; ‘but there’s no

great harm �n that; we are all shallow. I w�ll not even quarrel w�th h�m
for be�ng a tyrant at heart, lazy, �ll-�nformed!’

Alexandra Pavlovna clasped her hands.
‘Rud�n—�ll-�nformed!’ she cr�ed.
‘Ill-�nformed!’ repeated Lezhnyov �n prec�sely the same vo�ce, ‘that

he l�kes to l�ve at other people’s expense, to cut a good f�gure, and
so forth—all that’s natural enough. But what’s wrong �s, that he �s as
cold as �ce.’

‘He cold! that f�ery soul cold!’ �nterrupted Alexandra Pavlovna.
‘Yes, cold as �ce, and he knows �t, and pretends to be f�ery. What’s

bad,’ pursued Lezhnyov, gradually grow�ng warm, ‘he �s play�ng a



dangerous game—not dangerous for h�m, of course; he does not r�sk
a farth�ng, not a straw on �t—but others stake the�r soul.’

‘Whom and what are you talk�ng of? I don’t understand you,’ sa�d
Alexandra Pavlovna.

‘What’s bad, he �sn’t honest. He’s a clever man, certa�nly; he ought
to know the value of h�s own words, and he br�ngs them out as �f
they were worth someth�ng to h�m. I don’t d�spute that he’s a f�ne
speaker, but not �n the Russ�an style. And �ndeed, after all, f�ne
speak�ng �s pardonable �n a boy, but at h�s years �t �s d�sgraceful to
take pleasure �n the sound of h�s own vo�ce, and to show off!’

‘I th�nk, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch, �t’s all the same for those who hear h�m,
whether he �s show�ng off or not.’

‘Excuse me, Alexandra Pavlovna, �t �s not all the same. One man
says a word to me and �t thr�lls me all over, another may say the
same th�ng, or someth�ng st�ll f�ner—and I don’t pr�ck up my ears.
Why �s that?’

‘You don’t, perhaps,’ put �n Alexandra Pavlovna.
‘I don’t,’ retorted Lezhnyov, ‘though perhaps my ears are long

enough. The po�nt �s, that Rud�n’s words seem to rema�n mere
words, and never to pass �nto deeds—and meanwh�le even words
may trouble a young heart, may be the ru�n of �t.’

‘But whom do you mean, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch?’
Lezhnyov paused.
‘Do you want to know whom I mean, Natalya Alexyevna?’
Alexandra Pavlovna was taken aback for a moment, but she

began to sm�le the �nstant after.
‘Really,’ she began, ‘what queer �deas you always have! Natalya �s

st�ll a ch�ld; and bes�des, �f there were anyth�ng �n what you say, do
you suppose Darya M�ha�lovna——’

‘Darya M�ha�lovna �s an ego�st to beg�n w�th, and l�ves for herself;
and then she �s so conv�nced of her own sk�ll �n educat�ng her
ch�ldren that �t does not even enter her head to feel uneasy about
them. Nonsense! how �s �t poss�ble: she has but to g�ve one nod, one
majest�c glance—and all �s over, all �s obed�ence aga�n. That’s what



that lady �mag�nes; she fanc�es herself a female Maecenas, a
learned woman, and God knows what, but �n fact she �s noth�ng
more than a s�lly, worldly old woman. But Natalya �s not a baby;
bel�eve me, she th�nks more, and more profoundly too, than you and
I do. And that her true, pass�onate, ardent nature must fall �n w�th an
actor, a fl�rt l�ke th�s! But of course that’s �n the natural order of
th�ngs.’

‘A fl�rt! Do you mean that he �s a fl�rt?’
‘Of course he �s. And tell me yourself, Alexandra Pavlovna, what �s

h�s pos�t�on �n Darya M�ha�lovna’s house? To be the �dol, the oracle
of the household, to meddle �n the arrangements, all the goss�p and
petty tr�fles of the house—�s that a d�gn�f�ed pos�t�on for a man to be
�n?’

Alexandra Pavlovna looked at Lezhnyov �n surpr�se.
‘I don’t know you, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch,’ she began to say. ‘You are

flushed and exc�ted. I bel�eve there must be someth�ng else h�dden
under th�s.’

‘Oh, so that’s �t! Tell a woman the truth from conv�ct�on, and she
w�ll never rest easy t�ll she has �nvented some petty outs�de cause
qu�te bes�de the po�nt wh�ch has made you speak �n prec�sely that
manner and no other.’

Alexandra Pavlovna began to get angry.
‘Bravo, Mons�eur Lezhnyov! You beg�n to be as b�tter aga�nst

women as Mr. P�gasov; but you may say what you l�ke, penetrat�ng
as you are, �t’s hard for me to bel�eve that you understand every one
and everyth�ng. I th�nk you are m�staken. Accord�ng to your �deas,
Rud�n �s a k�nd of Tartuffe.’

‘No, the po�nt �s, that he �s not even a Tartuffe. Tartuffe at least
knew what he was a�m�ng at; but th�s fellow, for all h�s cleverness
——’

‘Well, well, what of h�m? F�n�sh your sentence, you unjust, horr�d
man!’

Lezhnyov got up.
‘L�sten, Alexandra Pavlovna,’ he began, ‘�t �s you who are unjust,

not I. You are cross w�th me for my harsh cr�t�c�sm of Rud�n; I have



the r�ght to speak harshly of h�m! I have pa�d dearly enough,
perhaps, for that pr�v�lege. I know h�m well: I l�ved a long wh�le w�th
h�m. You remember I prom�sed to tell you some t�me about our l�fe at
Moscow. It �s clear that I must do so now. But w�ll you have the
pat�ence to hear me out?’

‘Tell me, tell me!’
‘Very well, then.’
Lezhnyov began walk�ng w�th measured steps about the room,

com�ng to a standst�ll at t�mes w�th h�s head bent.
‘You know, perhaps,’ he began, ‘or perhaps you don’t know, that I

was left an orphan at an early age, and by the t�me I was seventeen I
had no one �n author�ty over me. I l�ved at my aunt’s at Moscow, and
d�d just as I l�ked. As a boy I was rather s�lly and conce�ted, and l�ked
to brag and show off. After my entrance at the un�vers�ty I behaved
l�ke a regular schoolboy, and soon got �nto a scrape. I won’t tell you
about �t; �t’s not worth wh�le. But I told a l�e about �t, and rather a
shameful l�e. It all came out, and I was put to open shame. I lost my
head and cr�ed l�ke a ch�ld. It happened at a fr�end’s rooms before a
lot of fellow-students. They all began to laugh at me, all except one
student, who, observe, had been more �nd�gnant w�th me than any,
so long as I had been obst�nate and would not confess my dece�t. He
took p�ty on me, perhaps; anyway, he took me by the arm and led
me away to h�s lodg�ng.’

‘Was that Rud�n?’ asked Alexandra Pavlovna.
‘No, �t was not Rud�n... �t was a man... he �s dead now... he was an

extraord�nary man. H�s name was Pokorsky. To descr�be h�m �n a few
words �s beyond my powers, but d�rectly one beg�ns to speak of h�m,
one does not want to speak of any one else. He had a noble, pure
heart, and an �ntell�gence such as I have never met s�nce. Pokorsky
l�ved �n a l�ttle, low-p�tched room, �n an att�c of an old wooden house.
He was very poor, and supported h�mself somehow by g�v�ng
lessons. Somet�mes he had not even a cup of tea to offer to h�s
fr�ends, and h�s only sofa was so shaky that �t was l�ke be�ng on
board sh�p. But �n sp�te of these d�scomforts a great many people
used to go to see h�m. Every one loved h�m; he drew all hearts to
h�m. You would not bel�eve what sweetness and happ�ness there



was �n s�tt�ng �n h�s poor l�ttle room! It was �n h�s room I met Rud�n.
He had already parted from h�s pr�nce before then.’

‘What was there so except�onal �n th�s Pokorsky?’ asked
Alexandra Pavlovna.

‘How can I tell you? Poetry and truth—that was what drew all of us
to h�m. For all h�s clear, broad �ntellect he was as sweet and s�mple
as a ch�ld. Even now I have h�s br�ght laugh r�ng�ng �n my ears, and
at the same t�me he



  Burnt his midnight lamp 
  Before the holy and the true, 

as a dear half-cracked fellow, the poet of our set, expressed �t.’
‘And how d�d he talk?’ Alexandra Pavlovna quest�oned aga�n.
‘He talked well when he was �n the mood, but not remarkably so.

Rud�n even then was twenty t�mes as eloquent as he.’
Lezhnyov stood st�ll and folded h�s arms.
‘Pokorsky and Rud�n were very unl�ke. There was more flash and

br�ll�ance about Rud�n, more fluency, and perhaps more enthus�asm.
He appeared far more g�fted than Pokorsky, and yet all the wh�le he
was a poor creature by compar�son. Rud�n was excellent at
develop�ng any �dea, he was cap�tal �n argument, but h�s �deas d�d
not come from h�s own bra�n; he borrowed them from others,
espec�ally from Pokorsky. Pokorsky was qu�et and soft—even weak
�n appearance—and he was fond of women to d�stract�on, and fond
of d�ss�pat�on, and he would never take an �nsult from any one.
Rud�n seemed full of f�re, and courage, and l�fe, but at heart he was
cold and almost a coward, unt�l h�s van�ty was touched, then he
would not stop at anyth�ng. He always tr�ed to get an ascendency
over people, but he got �t �n the name of general pr�nc�ples and
�deas, and certa�nly had a great �nfluence over many. To tell the truth,
no one loved h�m; I was the only one, perhaps, who was attached to
h�m. They subm�tted to h�s yoke, but all were devoted to Pokorsky.
Rud�n never refused to argue and d�scuss w�th any one he met. He
d�d not read very much, though far more anyway than Pokorsky and
all the rest of us; bes�des, he had a well-arranged �ntellect, and a
prod�g�ous memory, and what an effect that has on young people!
They must have general�sat�ons, conclus�ons, �ncorrect �f you l�ke,
perhaps, but st�ll conclus�ons! A perfectly s�ncere man never su�ts
them. Try to tell young people that you cannot g�ve them the whole
truth, and they w�ll not l�sten to you. But you mustn’t dece�ve them
e�ther. You want to half bel�eve yourself that you are �n possess�on of
the truth. That was why Rud�n had such a powerful effect on all of
us. I told you just now, you know, that he had not read much, but he
read ph�losoph�cal books, and h�s bra�n was so constructed that he
extracted at once from what he had read all the general pr�nc�ples,
penetrated to the very root of the th�ng, and then made deduct�ons



from �t �n all d�rect�ons—consecut�ve, br�ll�ant, sound �deas, throw�ng
up a w�de hor�zon to the soul. Our set cons�sted then—�t’s only fa�r to
say—of boys, and not well-�nformed boys. Ph�losophy, art, sc�ence,
and even l�fe �tself were all mere words to us—�deas �f you l�ke,
fasc�nat�ng and magn�f�cent �deas, but d�sconnected and �solated.
The general connect�on of those �deas, the general pr�nc�ple of the
un�verse we knew noth�ng of, and had had no contact w�th, though
we d�scussed �t vaguely, and tr�ed to form an �dea of �t for ourselves.
As we l�stened to Rud�n, we felt for the f�rst t�me as �f we had
grasped �t at last, th�s general connect�on, as �f a ve�l had been l�fted
at last! Even adm�tt�ng he was not utter�ng an or�g�nal thought—what
of that! Order and harmony seemed to be establ�shed �n all we knew;
all that had been d�sconnected seemed to fall �nto a whole, to take
shape and grow l�ke a bu�ld�ng before our eyes, all was full of l�ght
and �nsp�rat�on everywhere.... Noth�ng rema�ned mean�ngless and
undes�gned, �n everyth�ng w�se des�gn and beauty seemed apparent,
everyth�ng took a clear and yet myst�c s�gn�f�cance; every �solated
event of l�fe fell �nto harmony, and w�th a k�nd of holy awe and
reverence and sweet emot�on we felt ourselves to be, as �t were, the
l�v�ng vessels of eternal truth, her �nstruments dest�ned for some
great... Doesn’t �t all seem very r�d�culous to you?’

‘Not the least!’ repl�ed Alexandra Pavlovna slowly; ‘why should you
th�nk so? I don’t altogether understand you, but I don’t th�nk �t
r�d�culous.’

‘We have had t�me to grow w�ser s�nce then, of course,’ Lezhnyov
cont�nued, ‘all that may seem ch�ld�sh to us now.... But, I repeat, we
all owed a great deal to Rud�n then. Pokorsky was �ncomparably
nobler than he, no quest�on about �t; Pokorsky breathed f�re and
strength �nto all of us; but he was often depressed and s�lent. He was
nervous and not robust; but when he d�d stretch h�s w�ngs—good
heavens!—what a fl�ght! up to the very he�ght of the blue heavens!
And there was a great deal of pett�ness �n Rud�n, handsome and
stately as he was; he was a goss�p, �ndeed, and he loved to have a
hand �n everyth�ng, arrang�ng and expla�n�ng everyth�ng. H�s fussy
act�v�ty was �nexhaust�ble—he was a d�plomat�st by nature. I speak
of h�m as I knew h�m then. But unluck�ly he has not altered. On the



other hand, h�s �deals haven’t altered at f�ve-and-th�rty! It’s not every
one who can say that of h�mself!’

‘S�t down,’ sa�d Alexandra Pavlovna, ‘why do you keep mov�ng
about l�ke a pendulum?’

‘I l�ke �t better,’ answered Lezhnyov. ‘Well, after I had come �nto
Pokorsky’s set, I may tell you, Alexandra Pavlovna, I was qu�te
transformed; I grew humble and anx�ous to learn; I stud�ed, and was
happy and reverent—�n a word, I felt just as though I had entered a
holy temple. And really, when I recall our gather�ngs, upon my word
there was much that was f�ne, even touch�ng, �n them. Imag�ne a
party of f�ve or s�x lads gathered together, one tallow candle burn�ng.
The tea was dreadful stuff, and the cake was stale, very stale; but
you should have seen our faces, you should have heard our talk!
Eyes were sparkl�ng w�th enthus�asm, cheeks flushed, and hearts
beat�ng, wh�le we talked of God, and truth, of the future of human�ty,
and poetry ... often what we sa�d was absurd, and we were �n
ecstas�es over nonsense; but what of that?... Pokorsky sat w�th
crossed legs, h�s pale cheek on h�s hand, and h�s eyes seemed to
shed l�ght. Rud�n stood �n the m�ddle of the room and spoke, spoke
splend�dly, for all the world l�ke the young Demosthenes by the
resound�ng sea; our poet, Subot�n of the d�shevelled locks, would
now and then throw out some abrupt exclamat�on as though �n h�s
sleep, wh�le Scheller, a student forty years old, the son of a German
pastor, who had the reputat�on among us of a profound th�nker,
thanks to h�s eternal, �nv�olable s�lence, held h�s peace w�th more
rapt solemn�ty than usual; even the l�vely Shtch�tof, the Ar�stophanes
of our reun�ons, was subdued and d�d no more than sm�le, wh�le two
or three nov�ces l�stened w�th reverent transports.... And the n�ght
seemed to fly by on w�ngs. It was already the grey morn�ng when we
separated, moved, happy, asp�r�ng and sober (there was no quest�on
of w�ne among us at such t�mes) w�th a k�nd of sweet wear�ness �n
our souls... and one even looked up at the stars w�th a k�nd of
conf�dence, as though they had become nearer and more
comprehens�ble. Ah! that was a glor�ous t�me, and I can’t bear to
bel�eve that �t was altogether wasted! And �t was not wasted—not
even for those whose l�ves were sord�d afterwards. How often have I
chanced to come across such old college fr�ends! You would th�nk



the man had sunk altogether to the brute, but one had only to utter
Pokorsky’s name before h�m and every trace of noble feel�ng �n h�m
was st�rred at once; �t was l�ke uncork�ng a forgotten ph�al of
fragrance �n some dark and d�rty room.’

Lezhnyov stopped; h�s colourless face was flushed.
‘And what was the cause of your quarrel w�th Rud�n?’ sa�d

Alexandra Pavlovna, look�ng wonder�ngly at Lezhnyov.
‘I d�d not quarrel w�th h�m, but I parted from h�m when I came to

know h�m thoroughly abroad. But I m�ght well have quarrelled w�th
h�m �n Moscow, he d�d me a bad turn there.’

‘What was that?’
‘It was l�ke th�s. I—how can I tell you?—�t does not accord very

well w�th my appearance, but I was always much g�ven to fall�ng �n
love.’

‘You?’
‘Yes, I was �ndeed. That’s a cur�ous �dea, �sn’t �t? But, anyway, �t

was so. Well, so I fell �n love �n those days w�th a very pretty young
g�rl.... But why do you look at me l�ke that? I could tell you someth�ng
about myself a great deal more extraord�nary than that!’

‘And what �s that someth�ng, �f I may know?’
‘Oh, just th�s. In those Moscow days I used to have a tryst at

n�ghts—w�th whom, would you �mag�ne? w�th a young l�me-tree at
the bottom of my garden. I used to embrace �ts slender and graceful
trunk, and I felt as though I were embrac�ng all nature, and my heart
melted and expanded as though �t really were tak�ng �n the whole of
nature. That’s what I was then. And do you th�nk, perhaps, I d�dn’t
wr�te verses? Why, I even composed a whole drama �n �m�tat�on of
Manfred. Among the characters was a ghost w�th blood on h�s
breast, and not h�s own blood, observe, but the blood of all
human�ty.... Yes, yes, you need not wonder at that. But I was
beg�nn�ng to tell you about my love affa�r. I made the acqua�ntance of
a g�rl——’

‘And you gave up your trysts w�th the l�me-tree?’ �nqu�red
Alexandra Pavlovna.



‘Yes; I gave them up. Th�s g�rl was a sweet, good creature, w�th
clear, l�vely eyes and a r�ng�ng vo�ce.’

‘You g�ve an excellent descr�pt�on of her,’ commented Alexandra
Pavlovna w�th a sm�le.

‘You are such a severe cr�t�c,’ retorted Lezhnyov. ‘Well, th�s g�rl
l�ved w�th her old father.... But I w�ll not enter �nto deta�ls; I w�ll only
tell you that th�s g�rl was so k�nd-hearted, �f you only asked her for
half a cup of tea she would g�ve �t you br�mm�ng over! Two days after
f�rst meet�ng her I was w�ld over her, and on the seventh day I could
hold out no longer, and confessed �t �n full to Rud�n. At that t�me I
was completely under h�s �nfluence, and h�s �nfluence, I w�ll tell you
frankly, was benef�c�al �n many th�ngs. He was the f�rst person who
d�d not treat me w�th contempt, but tr�ed to l�ck me �nto shape. I loved
Pokorsky pass�onately, and felt a k�nd of awe before h�s pur�ty of
soul, but I came closer to Rud�n. When he heard about my love, he
fell �nto an �ndescr�bable ecstasy, congratulated me, embraced me,
and at once fell to d�ssert�ng and enlarg�ng upon all the d�gn�ty of my
new pos�t�on. I pr�cked up my ears.... Well, you know how he can
talk. H�s words had an extraord�nary effect on me. I at once assumed
an amaz�ng consequence �n my own eyes, and I put on a ser�ous
exter�or and left off laugh�ng. I remember I used even to go about at
that t�me w�th a k�nd of c�rcumspect�on, as though I had a sacred
chal�ce w�th�n me, full of a pr�celess l�qu�d, wh�ch I was afra�d of
sp�ll�ng over.... I was very happy, espec�ally as I found favour �n her
eyes. Rud�n wanted to make my beloved’s acqua�ntance, and I
myself almost �ns�sted on present�ng h�m.’

‘Ah! I see, I see now what �t �s,’ �nterrupted Alexandra Pavlovna.
‘Rud�n cut you out w�th your charmer, and you have never been able
to forg�ve h�m.... I am ready to take a wager I am r�ght!’

‘You would lose your wager, Alexandra Pavlovna; you are wrong.
Rud�n d�d not cut me out; he d�d not even try to cut me out; but, all
the same, he put an end to my happ�ness, though, look�ng at �t �n
cool blood, I am ready to thank h�m for �t now. But I nearly went out
of my m�nd at the t�me. Rud�n d�d not �n the least w�sh to �njure me—
qu�te the contrary! But through h�s cursed hab�t of p�nn�ng every
emot�on—h�s own and other people’s—w�th a phrase, as one p�ns



butterfl�es �n a case, he set to mak�ng clear to ourselves our relat�ons
to one another, and how we ought to treat each other, and arb�trar�ly
compelled us to take stock of our feel�ngs and �deas, pra�sed us and
blamed us, even entered �nto a correspondence w�th us—fancy!
Well, he succeeded �n completely d�sconcert�ng us! I should hardly,
even then, have marr�ed the young lady (I had so much sense st�ll
left), but, at least, we m�ght have spent some months happ�ly a la
Paul et V�rg�n�e; but now came stra�ned relat�ons, m�sunderstand�ngs
of every k�nd. It ended by Rud�n, one f�ne morn�ng, arr�v�ng at the
conv�ct�on that �t was h�s sacred duty as a fr�end to acqua�nt the old
father w�th everyth�ng—and he d�d so.’

‘Is �t poss�ble?’ cr�ed Alexandra Pavlovna.
‘Yes, and d�d �t w�th my consent, observe. That’s where the wonder

comes �n!... I remember even now what a chaos my bra�n was �n;
everyth�ng was s�mply turn�ng round—th�ngs looked as they do �n a
camera obscura—wh�te seemed black and black wh�te; falsehood
was truth, and a wh�m was duty.... Ah! even now I feel shame at the
recollect�on of �t! Rud�n—he never flagged—not a b�t of �t! He soared
through all sorts of m�sunderstand�ngs and perplex�t�es, l�ke a
swallow over a pond.’

‘And so you parted from the g�rl?’ asked Alexandra Pavlovna,
na�vely bend�ng her head on one s�de, and ra�s�ng her eyebrows.

‘We parted—and �t was a horr�ble part�ng—outrageously awkward
and publ�c, qu�te unnecessar�ly publ�c.... I wept myself, and she
wept, and I don’t know what passed.... It seemed as though a k�nd of
Gord�an knot had been t�ed. It had to be cut, but �t was pa�nful!
However, everyth�ng �n the world �s ordered for the best. She has
marr�ed an excellent man, and �s well off now.’

‘But confess, you have never been able to forg�ve Rud�n, all the
same,’ Alexandra Pavlovna was beg�nn�ng.

‘Not at all!’ �nterposed Lezhnyov, ‘why, I cr�ed l�ke a ch�ld when he
was go�ng abroad. St�ll, to tell the truth, even then there was the
germ �n my heart. And when I met h�m later abroad... well, by that
t�me I had grown older.... Rud�n struck me �n h�s true l�ght.’

‘What was �t exactly you d�scovered �n h�m?’



‘Why, all I have been tell�ng you the last hour. But enough of h�m.
Perhaps everyth�ng w�ll turn out all r�ght. I only wanted to show you
that, �f I do judge h�m hardly, �t �s not because I don’t know h�m. ... As
far as concerns Natalya Alexyevna, I won’t say any more, but you
should observe your brother.’

‘My brother! Why?’
‘Why, look at h�m. Do you really not�ce noth�ng?’
Alexandra Pavlovna looked down.
‘You are r�ght,’ she assented. ‘Certa�nly—my brother—for some

t�me he has not been h�mself.... But do you really th�nk——’
‘Hush! I th�nk he �s com�ng,’ wh�spered Lezhnyov. ‘But Natalya �s

not a ch�ld, bel�eve me, though unluck�ly she �s as �nexper�enced as
a ch�ld. You w�ll see, that g�rl w�ll aston�sh us all.’

‘In what way?’
‘Oh! �n th�s way.... Do you know �t’s prec�sely g�rls l�ke that who

drown themselves, take po�son, and so forth? Don’t be m�sled by her
look�ng so calm. Her pass�ons are strong, and her character—my
goodness!’

‘Come! I th�nk you are �ndulg�ng �n a fl�ght of fancy now. To a
phlegmat�c person l�ke you, I suppose even I seem a volcano?’

‘Oh, no!’ answered Lezhnyov, w�th a sm�le. ‘And as for character—
you have no character at all, thank God!’

‘What �mpert�nence �s that?’
‘That? It’s the h�ghest compl�ment, bel�eve me.’
Vol�ntsev came �n and looked susp�c�ously at Lezhnyov and h�s

s�ster. He had grown th�n of late. They both began to talk to h�m, but
he scarcely sm�led �n response to the�r jests, and looked, as P�gasov
once sa�d of h�m, l�ke a melancholy hare. But there has certa�nly
never been a man �n the world who, at some t�me �n h�s l�fe, has not
looked worse than that. Vol�ntsev felt that Natalya was dr�ft�ng away
from h�m, and w�th her �t seemed as �f the earth was g�v�ng way
under h�s feet.





VII
The next day was Sunday, and Natalya got up late. The day

before she had been very s�lent all day; she was secretly ashamed
of her tears, and she slept very badly. S�tt�ng half-dressed at her l�ttle
p�ano, at t�mes she played some chords, hardly aud�bly for fear of
wak�ng Mlle. Boncourt, and then let her forehead fall on the cold
keys and rema�ned a long wh�le mot�onless. She kept th�nk�ng, not of
Rud�n h�mself, but of some word he had uttered, and she was wholly
bur�ed �n her own thought. Somet�mes she recollected Vol�ntsev. She
knew that he loved her. But her m�nd d�d not dwell on h�m more than
an �nstant.... She felt a strange ag�tat�on. In the morn�ng she dressed
hurr�edly and went down, and after say�ng good-morn�ng to her
mother, se�zed an opportun�ty and went out alone �nto the garden....
It was a hot day, br�ght and sunny �n sp�te of occas�onal showers of
ra�n. Sl�ght vapoury clouds sa�led smoothly over the clear sky,
scarcely obscur�ng the sun, and at t�mes a downpour of ra�n fell
suddenly �n sheets, and was as qu�ckly over. The th�ckly fall�ng
drops, flash�ng l�ke d�amonds, fell sw�ftly w�th a k�nd of dull thud; the
sunsh�ne gl�stened through the�r sparkl�ng drops; the grass, that had
been rustl�ng �n the w�nd, was st�ll, th�rst�ly dr�nk�ng �n the mo�sture;
the drenched trees were langu�dly shak�ng all the�r leaves; the b�rds
were bus�ly s�ng�ng, and �t was pleasant to hear the�r tw�tter�ng
chatter m�ngl�ng w�th the fresh gurgle and murmur of the runn�ng
ra�n-water. The dusty roads were steam�ng and sl�ghtly spotted by
the smart strokes of the th�ck drops. Then the clouds passed over, a
sl�ght breeze began to st�r, and the grass began to take t�nts of
emerald and gold. The trees seemed more transparent w�th the�r wet
leaves cl�ng�ng together. A strong scent arose from all around.

The sky was almost cloudless aga�n when Natalya came �nto the
garden. It was full of sweetness and peace—that sooth�ng, bl�ssful
peace �n wh�ch the heart of man �s st�rred by a sweet languor of
undef�ned des�re and secret emot�on.



Natalya walked along a long l�ne of s�lver poplars bes�de the pond;
suddenly, as �f he had sprung out of the earth, Rud�n stood before
her. She was confused. He looked her �n the face.

‘You are alone?’ he �nqu�red.
‘Yes, I am alone,’ repl�ed Natalya, ‘but I was go�ng back d�rectly. It

�s t�me I was home.’
‘I w�ll go w�th you.’
And he walked along bes�de her.
‘You seem melancholy,’ he sa�d.
‘I—I was just go�ng to say that I thought you were out of sp�r�ts.’
‘Very l�kely—�t �s often so w�th me. It �s more excusable �n me than

�n you.’
‘Why? Do you suppose I have noth�ng to be melancholy about?’
‘At your age you ought to f�nd happ�ness �n l�fe.’
Natalya walked some steps �n s�lence.
‘Dm�tr� N�kola�tch!’ she sa�d.
‘Well?’
‘Do you remember—the compar�son you made yesterday—do you

remember—of the oak?’
‘Yes, I remember. Well?’
Natalya stole a look at Rud�n.
‘Why d�d you—what d�d you mean by that compar�son?’
Rud�n bent h�s head and fastened h�s eyes on the d�stance.
‘Natalya Alexyevna!’ he began w�th the �ntense and pregnant

�ntonat�on pecul�ar to h�m, wh�ch always made the l�stener bel�eve
that Rud�n was not express�ng even the tenth part of what he held
locked �n h�s heart—‘Natalya Alexyevna! you may have not�ced that I
speak l�ttle of my own past. There are some chords wh�ch I do not
touch upon at all. My heart—who need know what has passed �n �t?
To expose that to v�ew has always seemed sacr�lege to me. But w�th
you I cast as�de reserve; you w�n my conf�dence.... I cannot conceal
from you that I too have loved and have suffered l�ke all men....



When and how? �t’s useless to speak of that; but my heart has
known much bl�ss and much pa�n....’

Rud�n made a br�ef pause.
‘What I sa�d to you yesterday,’ he went on, ‘m�ght be appl�ed �n a

degree to me �n my present pos�t�on. But aga�n �t �s useless to speak
of th�s. That s�de of l�fe �s over for me now. What rema�ns for me �s a
ted�ous and fat�gu�ng journey along the parched and dusty road from
po�nt to po�nt... When I shall arr�ve—whether I arr�ve at all—God
knows.... Let us rather talk of you.’

‘Can �t be, Dm�tr� N�kola�tch,’ Natalya �nterrupted h�m, ‘you expect
noth�ng from l�fe?’

‘Oh, no! I expect much, but not for myself.... Usefulness, the
content that comes from act�v�ty, I shall never renounce; but I have
renounced happ�ness. My hopes, my dreams, and my own
happ�ness have noth�ng �n common. Love’—(at th�s word he
shrugged h�s shoulders)—‘love �s not for me; I am not worthy of �t; a
woman who loves has a r�ght to demand the whole of a man, and I
can never now g�ve the whole of myself. Bes�des, �t �s for youth to
w�n love; I am too old. How could I turn any one’s head? God grant I
keep my own head on my shoulders.’

‘I understand,’ sa�d Natalya, ‘that one who �s bent on a lofty a�m
must not th�nk of h�mself; but cannot a woman be capable of
apprec�at�ng such a man? I should have thought, on the contrary,
that a woman would be sooner repelled by an ego�st.... All young
men—the youth you speak of—all are ego�sts, they are all occup�ed
only w�th themselves, even when they love. Bel�eve me, a woman �s
not only able to value self-sacr�f�ce; she can sacr�f�ce herself.’

Natalya’s cheeks were sl�ghtly flushed and her eyes sh�n�ng.
Before her fr�endsh�p w�th Rud�n she would never have succeeded �n
utter�ng such a long and ardent speech.

‘You have heard my v�ews on woman’s m�ss�on more than once,’
repl�ed Rud�n w�th a condescend�ng sm�le. ‘You know that I cons�der
that Joan of Arc alone could have saved France.... but that’s not the
po�nt. I wanted to speak of you. You are stand�ng on the threshold of
l�fe.... To dwell on your future �s both pleasant and not unprof�table....
L�sten: you know I am your fr�end; I take almost a brother’s �nterest �n



you. And so I hope you w�ll not th�nk my quest�on �nd�screet; tell me,
�s your heart so far qu�te untouched?’

Natalya grew hot all over and sa�d noth�ng, Rud�n stopped, and
she stopped too.

‘You are not angry w�th me?’ he asked.
‘No,’ she answered, ‘but I d�d not expect——’
‘However,’ he went on, ‘you need not answer me. I know your

secret.’
Natalya looked at h�m almost w�th d�smay.
‘Yes, yes, I know who has won your heart. And I must say that you

could not have made a better cho�ce. He �s a splend�d man; he
knows how to value you; he has not been crushed by l�fe—he �s
s�mple and pure-hearted �n soul... he w�ll make your happ�ness.’

‘Of whom are you speak�ng, Dm�tr� N�kla�tch?’
‘Is �t poss�ble you don’t understand? Of Vol�ntsev, of course.

What? �sn’t �t true?’
Natalya turned a l�ttle away from Rud�n. She was completely

overwhelmed.
‘Do you �mag�ne he doesn’t love you? Nonsense! he does not take

h�s eyes off you, and follows every movement of yours; �ndeed, can
love ever be concealed? And do not you yourself look on h�m w�th
favour? So far as I can observe, your mother, too, l�kes h�m.... Your
cho�ce——’

‘Dm�tr� N�kola�tch,’ Natalya broke �n, stretch�ng out her hand �n her
confus�on towards a bush near her, ‘�t �s so d�ff�cult, really, for me to
speak of th�s; but I assure you... you are m�staken.’

‘I am m�staken!’ repeated Rud�n. ‘I th�nk not. I have not known you
very long, but I already know you well. What �s the mean�ng of the
change I see �n you? I see �t clearly. Are you just the same as when I
met you f�rst, s�x weeks ago? No, Natalya Alexyevna, your heart �s
not free.’

‘Perhaps not,’ answered Natalya, hardly aud�bly, ‘but all the same
you are m�staken.’

‘How �s that?’ asked Rud�n.



‘Let me go! don’t quest�on me!’ repl�ed Natalya, and w�th sw�ft
steps she turned towards the house.

She was fr�ghtened herself by the feel�ngs of wh�ch she was
suddenly consc�ous �n herself.

Rud�n overtook her and stopped her.
‘Natalya Alexyevna,’ he sa�d, ‘th�s conversat�on cannot end l�ke

th�s; �t �s too �mportant for me too.... How am I to understand you?’
‘Let me go!’ repeated Natalya.
‘Natalya Alexyevna, for mercy’s sake!’
Rud�n’s face showed h�s ag�tat�on. He grew pale.
‘You understand everyth�ng, you must understand me too!’ sa�d

Natalya; she snatched away her hand and went on, not look�ng
round.

‘Only one word!’ cr�ed Rud�n after her
She stood st�ll, but d�d not turn round.
‘You asked me what I meant by that compar�son yesterday. Let me

tell you, I don’t want to dece�ve you. I spoke of myself, of my past,—
and of you.’

‘How? of me?’
‘Yes, of you; I repeat, I w�ll not dece�ve you. You know now what

was the feel�ng, the new feel�ng I spoke of then.... T�ll to-day I should
not have ventured...’

Natalya suddenly h�d her face �n her hands, and ran towards the
house.

She was so d�stracted by the unexpected conclus�on of her
conversat�on w�th Rud�n, that she ran past Vol�ntsev w�thout even
not�c�ng h�m. He was stand�ng mot�onless w�th h�s back aga�nst a
tree. He had arr�ved at the house a quarter of an hour before, and
found Darya M�ha�lovna �n the draw�ng-room; and after exchang�ng a
few words got away unobserved and went �n search of Natalya. Led
by a lover’s �nst�nct, he went stra�ght �nto the garden and came upon
her and Rud�n at the very �nstant when she snatched her hand away
from h�m. Darkness seemed to fall upon h�s eyes. Gaz�ng after
Natalya, he left the tree and took two str�des, not know�ng wh�ther or



wherefore. Rud�n saw h�m as he came up to h�m. Both looked each
other �n the face, bowed, and separated �n s�lence.

‘Th�s won’t be the end of �t,’ both were th�nk�ng.
Vol�ntsev went to the very end of the garden. He felt sad and s�ck;

a load lay on h�s heart, and h�s blood throbbed �n sudden stabs at
�ntervals. The ra�n began to fall a l�ttle aga�n. Rud�n turned �nto h�s
own room. He, too, was d�sturbed; h�s thoughts were �n a wh�rl. The
trustful, unexpected contact of a young true heart �s ag�tat�ng for any
one.

At table everyth�ng went somehow wrong. Natalya, pale all over,
could scarcely s�t �n her place and d�d not ra�se her eyes. Vol�ntsev
sat as usual next her, and from t�me to t�me began to talk �n a
constra�ned way to her. It happened that P�gasov was d�n�ng at
Darya M�ha�lovna’s that day. He talked more than any one at table.
Among other th�ngs he began to ma�nta�n that men, l�ke dogs, can be
d�v�ded �nto the short-ta�led and the long-ta�led. People are short-
ta�led, he sa�d, e�ther from b�rth or through the�r own fault. The short-
ta�led are �n a sorry pl�ght; noth�ng succeeds w�th them—they have
no conf�dence �n themselves. But the man who has a long furry ta�l �s
happy. He may be weaker and �nfer�or to the short-ta�led; but he
bel�eves �n h�mself; he d�splays h�s ta�l and every one adm�res �t. And
th�s �s a f�t subject for wonder; the ta�l, of course, �s a perfectly
useless part of the body, you adm�t; of what use can a ta�l be? but all
judge of the�r ab�l�t�es by the�r ta�l. ‘I myself,’ he concluded w�th a
s�gh, ‘belong to the number of the short-ta�led, and what �s most
annoy�ng, I cropped my ta�l myself.’

‘By wh�ch you mean to say,’ commented Rud�n carelessly, ‘what
La Rochefoucauld sa�d long before you: Bel�eve �n yourself and
others w�ll bel�eve �n you. Why the ta�l was brought �n, I fa�l to
understand.’

‘Let every one,’ Vol�ntsev began sharply and w�th flash�ng eyes,
‘let every one express h�mself accord�ng to h�s fancy. Talk of
despot�sm! ... I cons�der there �s none worse than the despot�sm of
so-called clever men; confound them!’

Everyone was aston�shed at th�s outbreak from Vol�ntsev; �t was
rece�ved �n s�lence. Rud�n tr�ed to look at h�m, but he could not



control h�s eyes, and turned away sm�l�ng w�thout open�ng h�s l�ps.
‘Aha! so you too have lost your ta�l!’ thought P�gasov; and

Natalya’s heart sank �n terror. Darya M�ha�lovna gave Vol�ntsev a
long puzzled stare and at last was the f�rst to speak; she began to
descr�be an extraord�nary dog belong�ng to a m�n�ster So-and-So.

Vol�ntsev went away soon after d�nner. As he bade Natalya good-
bye he could not res�st say�ng to her:

‘Why are you confused, as though you had done wrong? You
cannot have done wrong to any one!’

Natalya d�d not understand at all, and could only gaze after h�m.
Before tea Rud�n went up to her, and bend�ng over the table as
though he were exam�n�ng the papers, wh�spered:

‘It �s all l�ke a dream, �sn’t �t? I absolutely must see you alone—�f
only for a m�nute.’ He turned to Mlle. Boncourt. ‘Here,’ he sa�d to her,
‘th�s �s the art�cle you were look�ng for,’ and aga�n bend�ng towards
Natalya, he added �n a wh�sper, ‘Try to be near the terrace �n the l�lac
arbour about ten o’clock; I w�ll wa�t for you.’

P�gasov was the hero of the even�ng. Rud�n left h�m �n possess�on
of the f�eld. He afforded Darya M�ha�lovna much enterta�nment; f�rst
he told a story of one of h�s ne�ghbours who, hav�ng been henpecked
by h�s w�fe for th�rty years, had grown so woman�sh that one day �n
cross�ng a l�ttle puddle when P�gasov was present, he put out h�s
hand and p�cked up the sk�rt of h�s coat, as women do w�th the�r
pett�coats. Then he turned to another gentleman who to beg�n w�th
had been a freemason, then a hypochondr�ac, and then wanted to
be a banker.

‘How were you a freemason, Ph�l�p Stepan�tch?’ P�gasov asked
h�m.

‘You know how; I wore the na�l of my l�ttle f�nger long.’
But what most d�verted Darya M�ha�lovna was when P�gasov set

off on a d�ssertat�on upon love, and ma�nta�ned that even he had
been s�ghed for, that one ardent German lady had even g�ven h�m
the n�ckname of her ‘da�nty l�ttle Afr�can’ and her ‘hoarse l�ttle crow.’
Darya M�ha�lovna laughed, but P�gasov spoke the truth; he really
was �n a pos�t�on to boast of h�s conquests. He ma�nta�ned that



noth�ng could be eas�er than to make any woman you chose fall �n
love w�th you; you only need repeat to her for ten days �n success�on
that heaven �s on her l�ps and bl�ss �n her eyes, and that the rest of
womank�nd are all s�mply rag-bags bes�de her; and on the eleventh
day she w�ll be ready to say herself that there �s heaven on her l�ps
and bl�ss �n her eyes, and w�ll be �n love w�th you. Everyth�ng comes
to pass �n the world; so who knows, perhaps P�gasov was r�ght?

At half-past n�ne Rud�n was already �n the arbour. The stars had
come out �n the pale, d�stant depths of the heaven; there was st�ll a
red glow where the sun had set, and there the hor�zon seemed
br�ghter and clearer; a sem�-c�rcular moon shone golden through the
black network of the weep�ng b�rch-tree. The other trees stood l�ke
gr�m g�ants, w�th thousands of ch�nks look�ng l�ke eyes, or fell �nto
compact masses of darkness. Not a leaf was st�rr�ng; the topmost
branches of the l�lacs and acac�as seemed to stretch upwards �nto
the warm a�r, as though l�sten�ng for someth�ng. The house was a
dark mass now; patches of red l�ght showed where the long w�ndows
were l�ghted up. It was a soft and peaceful even�ng, but under th�s
peace was felt the secret breath of pass�on.

Rud�n stood, h�s arms folded on h�s breast, and l�stened w�th
stra�ned attent�on. H�s heart beat v�olently, and �nvoluntar�ly he held
h�s breath. At last he caught the sound of l�ght, hurry�ng footsteps,
and Natalya came �nto the arbour.

Rud�n rushed up to her, and took her hands. They were cold as
�ce.

‘Natalya Alexyevna!’ he began, �n an ag�tated wh�sper, ‘I wanted to
see you.... I could not wa�t t�ll to-morrow. I must tell you what I d�d not
suspect—what I d�d not real�se even th�s morn�ng. I love you!’

Natalya’s hands trembled feebly �n h�s.
‘I love you!’ he repeated, ‘and how could I have dece�ved myself

so long? How was �t I d�d not guess long ago that I love you? And
you? Natalya Alexyevna, tell me!’

Natalya could scarcely draw her breath.
‘You see I have come here,’ she uttered, at last.
‘No, say that you love me!’



‘I th�nk—yes,’ she wh�spered.
Rud�n pressed her hands st�ll more warmly, and tr�ed to draw her

to h�m.
Natalya looked qu�ckly round.
‘Let me go—I am fr�ghtened.... I th�nk some one �s l�sten�ng to

us.... For God’s sake, be on your guard. Vol�ntsev suspects.’
‘Never m�nd h�m! You saw I d�d not even answer h�m to-day.... Ah,

Natalya Alexyevna, how happy I am! Noth�ng shall sever us now!’
Natalya looked �nto h�s eyes.
‘Let me go,’ she wh�spered; ‘�t’s t�me.’
‘One �nstant,’ began Rud�n.
‘No, let me go, let me go.’
‘You seem afra�d of me.’
‘No, but �t’s t�me.’
‘Repeat, then, at least once more.’...
‘You say you are happy?’ asked Natalya.
‘I? No man �n the world �s happ�er than I am! Can you doubt �t?’
Natalya l�fted up her head. Very beaut�ful was her pale, noble,

young face, transformed by pass�on, �n the myster�ous shadows of
the arbour, �n the fa�nt l�ght reflected from the even�ng sky.

‘I tell you then,’ she sa�d, ‘I w�ll be yours.’
‘Oh, my God!’ cr�ed Rud�n.
But Natalya made her escape, and was gone.
Rud�n stood st�ll a l�ttle wh�le, then walked slowly out of the arbour.

The moon threw a l�ght on h�s face; there was a sm�le on h�s l�ps.
‘I am happy,’ he uttered �n a half wh�sper. ‘Yes, I am happy,’ he

repeated, as though he wanted to conv�nce h�mself.
He stra�ghtened h�s tall f�gure, shook back h�s locks, and walked

qu�ckly �nto the garden, w�th a happy gesture of h�s hands.
Meanwh�le the bushes of the l�lac arbour moved apart, and

Pandalevsky appeared. He looked around war�ly, shook h�s head,
pursed up h�s mouth, and sa�d, s�gn�f�cantly, ‘So that’s how �t �s. That



must be brought to Darya M�ha�lovna’s knowledge.’ And he
van�shed.



VIII
On h�s return home, Vol�ntsev was so gloomy and dejected, he

gave h�s s�ster such l�stless answers, and so qu�ckly locked h�mself
up �n h�s room, that she dec�ded to send a messenger to Lezhnyov.
She always had recourse to h�m �n t�mes of d�ff�culty. Lezhnyov sent
her word that he would come �n the next day.

Vol�ntsev was no more cheerful �n the morn�ng. After tea he was
start�ng to super�ntend the work on the estate, but he stayed at home
�nstead, lay on the sofa, and took up a book—a th�ng he d�d not often
do. Vol�ntsev had no taste for l�terature, and poetry s�mply alarmed
h�m. ‘Th�s �s as �ncomprehens�ble as poetry,’ he used to say, and, �n
conf�rmat�on of h�s words, he used to quote the follow�ng l�nes from a
Russ�an poet:—
  ‘And till his gloomy lifetime’s close 
  Nor reason nor experience proud 
  Will crush nor crumple Destiny’s 
  Ensanguined forget-me-nots.’ 

Alexandra Pavlovna kept look�ng uneas�ly at her brother, but she
d�d not worry h�m w�th quest�ons. A carr�age drew up at the steps.

‘Ah!’ she thought, ‘Lezhnyov, thank goodness!’
A servant came �n and announced the arr�val of Rud�n.
Vol�ntsev flung h�s book on the floor, and ra�sed h�s head. ‘Who

has come?’ he asked.
‘Rud�n, Dm�tr� N�kola�tch,’ repeated the man. Vol�ntsev got up.
‘Ask h�m �n,’ he sa�d, ‘and you, s�ster,’ he added, turn�ng to

Alexandra Pavlovna, ‘leave us alone.’
‘But why?’ she was beg�nn�ng.
‘I have a good reason,’ he �nterrupted, pass�onately. ‘I beg you to

leave us.’
Rud�n entered. Vol�ntsev, stand�ng �n the m�ddle of the room,

rece�ved h�m w�th a ch�lly bow, w�thout offer�ng h�s hand.



‘Confess you d�d not expect me,’ began Rud�n, and he la�d h�s hat
down by the w�ndow. H�s l�ps were sl�ghtly tw�tch�ng. He was �ll at
ease, but tr�ed to conceal h�s embarrassment.

‘I d�d not expect you, certa�nly,’ repl�ed Vol�ntsev, ‘after yesterday. I
should have more read�ly expected some one w�th a spec�al
message from you.’

‘I understand what you mean,’ sa�d Rud�n, tak�ng a seat, ‘and am
very grateful for your frankness. It �s far better so. I have come
myself to you, as to a man of honour.’

‘Cannot we d�spense w�th compl�ments?’ observed Vol�ntsev.
‘I want to expla�n to you why I have come.’
‘We are acqua�nted; why should you not come? Bes�des, th�s �s

not the f�rst t�me you have honoured me w�th a v�s�t.’
‘I came to you as one man of honour to another,’ repeated Rud�n,

‘and I want now to appeal to your sense of just�ce.... I have complete
conf�dence �n you.’

‘What �s the matter?’ sa�d Vol�ntsev, who all th�s t�me was st�ll
stand�ng �n h�s or�g�nal pos�t�on, star�ng sullenly at Rud�n, and
somet�mes pull�ng the ends of h�s moustache.

‘If you would k�ndly... I came here to make an explanat�on,
certa�nly, but all the same �t cannot be done off-hand.’

‘Why not?’
‘A th�rd person �s �nvolved �n th�s matter.’
‘What th�rd person?’
‘Serge� Pavl�tch, you understand me?’
‘Dm�tr� N�kola�tch, I don’t understand you �n the least.’
‘You prefer——’
‘I prefer you should speak pla�nly!’ broke �n Vol�ntsev.
He was beg�nn�ng to be angry �n earnest.
Rud�n frowned.
‘Perm�t... we are alone... I must tell you—though you certa�nly are

aware of �t already (Vol�ntsev shrugged h�s shoulders �mpat�ently)—I



must tell you that I love Natalya Alexyevna, and I have the r�ght to
bel�eve that she loves me.’

Vol�ntsev turned wh�te, but made no reply. He walked to the
w�ndow and stood w�th h�s back turned.

‘You understand, Serge� Pavl�tch,’ cont�nued Rud�n, ‘that �f I were
not conv�nced...’

‘Upon my word!’ �nterrupted Vol�ntsev, ‘I don’t doubt �t �n the
least.... Well! so be �t! Good luck to you! Only I wonder what the dev�l
�nduced you to come w�th th�s news to me.... What have I to do w�th
�t? What �s �t to me whom you love, or who loves you? It s�mply
passes my comprehens�on.’

Vol�ntsev cont�nued to stare out of the w�ndow. H�s vo�ce sounded
choked.

Rud�n got up.
‘I w�ll tell you, Serge� Pavl�tch, why I dec�ded to come to you, why I

d�d not even th�nk I had the r�ght to h�de from you our—our mutual
feel�ngs. I have too profound an esteem for you—that �s why I have
come; I d�d not want... we both d�d not w�sh to play a part before you.
Your feel�ng for Natalya Alexyevna was known to me.... Bel�eve me, I
have no �llus�ons about myself; I know how l�ttle I deserve to supplant
you �n her heart, but �f �t was fated th�s should be, �s �t made any
better by pretence, hypocr�sy, and dece�t? Is �t any better to expose
ourselves to m�sunderstand�ngs, or even to the poss�b�l�t�es of such a
scene as took place yesterday at d�nner? Serge� Pavl�tch, tell me
yourself, �s �t?’

Vol�ntsev folded h�s arms on h�s chest, as though he were try�ng to
hold h�mself �n.

‘Serge� Pavl�tch!’ Rud�n cont�nued, ‘I have g�ven you pa�n, I feel �t
—but understand us—understand that we had no other means of
prov�ng our respect to you, of prov�ng that we know how to value
your honour and upr�ghtness. Openness, complete openness w�th
any other man would have been m�splaced; but w�th you �t took the
form of duty. We are happy to th�nk our secret �s �n your hands.’

Vol�ntsev gave vent to a forced laugh.



‘Many thanks for your conf�dence �n me!’ he excla�med, ‘though,
pray observe, I ne�ther w�shed to know your secret, nor to tell you
m�ne, though you treat �t as �f �t were your property. But excuse me,
you speak as though for two. Does �t follow I am to suppose that
Natalya Alexyevna knows of your v�s�t, and the object of �t?’

Rud�n was a l�ttle taken aback.
‘No, I d�d not commun�cate my �ntent�on to Natalya Alexyevna; but

I know she would share my v�ews.’
‘That’s all very f�ne �ndeed,’ Vol�ntsev began after a short pause,

drumm�ng on the w�ndow pane w�th h�s f�ngers, ‘though I must
confess �t would have been far better �f you had had rather less
respect for me. I don’t care a hang for your respect, to tell you the
truth; but what do you want of me now?’

‘I want noth�ng—or—no! I want one th�ng; I want you not to regard
me as treacherous or hypocr�t�cal, to understand me... I hope that
now you cannot doubt of my s�ncer�ty... I want us, Serge� Pavl�tch, to
part as fr�ends... you to g�ve me your hand as you once d�d.’

And Rud�n went up to Vol�ntsev.
‘Excuse me, my good s�r,’ sa�d Vol�ntsev, turn�ng round and

stepp�ng back a few paces, ‘I am ready to do full just�ce to your
�ntent�ons, all that’s very f�ne, I adm�t, very exalted, but we are s�mple
people, we do not g�ld our g�ngerbread, we are not capable of
follow�ng the fl�ght of great m�nds l�ke yours.... What you th�nk
s�ncere, we regard as �mpert�nent and d�s�ngenuous and �nd�screet....
What �s clear and s�mple to you, �s �nvolved and obscure to us.... You
boast of what we conceal.... How are we to understand you! Excuse
me, I can ne�ther regard you as a fr�end, nor w�ll I g�ve you my
hand.... That �s petty, perhaps, but I am only a petty person.’

Rud�n took h�s hat from the w�ndow seat.
‘Serge� Pavl�tch!’ he sa�d sorrowfully, ‘goodbye; I was m�staken �n

my expectat�ons. My v�s�t certa�nly was rather a strange one... but I
had hoped that you... (Vol�ntsev made a movement of �mpat�ence). ...
Excuse me, I w�ll say no more of th�s. Reflect�ng upon �t all, I see
�ndeed, you are r�ght, you could not have behaved otherw�se. Good-
bye, and allow me, at least once more, for the last t�me, to assure



you of the pur�ty of my �ntent�ons.... I am conv�nced of your
d�scret�on.’

‘That �s too much!’ cr�ed Vol�ntsev, shak�ng w�th anger, ‘I never
asked for your conf�dence; and so you have no r�ght whatever to
reckon on my d�scret�on!’

Rud�n was about to say someth�ng, but he only waved h�s hands,
bowed and went away, and Vol�ntsev flung h�mself on the sofa and
turned h�s face to the wall.

‘May I come �n?’ Alexandra Pavlovna’s vo�ce was heard say�ng at
the door.

Vol�ntsev d�d not answer at once, and stealth�ly passed h�s hand
over h�s face. ‘No, Sasha,’ he sa�d, �n a sl�ghtly altered vo�ce, ‘wa�t a
l�ttle longer.’

Half an hour later, Alexandra Pavlovna aga�n came to the door.
‘M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch �s here,’ she sa�d, ‘w�ll you see h�m?’
‘Yes,’ answered Vol�ntsev, ‘let them show h�m up here.’
Lezhnyov came �n.
‘What, aren’t you well?’ he asked, seat�ng h�mself �n a cha�r near

the sofa.
Vol�ntsev ra�sed h�mself, and, lean�ng on h�s elbow gazed a long,

long wh�le �nto h�s fr�end’s face, and then repeated to h�m h�s whole
conversat�on w�th Rud�n word for word. He had never before g�ven
Lezhnyov a h�nt of h�s sent�ments towards Natalya, though he
guessed they were no secret to h�m.

‘Well, brother, you have surpr�sed me!’ Lezhnyov sa�d, as soon as
Vol�ntsev had f�n�shed h�s story. ‘I expected many strange th�ngs
from h�m, but th�s �s——St�ll I can see h�m �n �t.’

‘Upon my honour!’ cr�ed Vol�ntsev, �n great exc�tement, ‘�t �s s�mply
�nsolence! Why, I almost threw h�m out of the w�ndow. D�d he want to
boast to me or was he afra�d? What was the object of �t? How could
he make up h�s m�nd to come to a man——?’

Vol�ntsev clasped h�s hands over h�s head and was speechless.
‘No, brother, that’s not �t,’ repl�ed Lezhnyov tranqu�lly; ‘you won’t

bel�eve me, but he really d�d �t from a good mot�ve. Yes, �ndeed. It



was generous, do you see, and cand�d, to be sure, and �t would offer
an opportun�ty of speech�fy�ng and g�v�ng vent to h�s f�ne talk, and, of
course, that’s what he wants, what he can’t l�ve w�thout. Ah! h�s
tongue �s h�s enemy. Though �t’s a good servant to h�m too.’

‘W�th what solemn�ty he came �n and talked, you can’t �mag�ne!’
‘Well, he can’t do anyth�ng w�thout that. He buttons h�s great-coat

as �f he were fulf�ll�ng a sacred duty. I should l�ke to put h�m on a
desert �sland and look round a corner to see how he would behave
there. And he d�scourses on s�mpl�c�ty!’

‘But tell me, my dear fellow,’ asked Vol�ntsev, ‘what �s �t,
ph�losophy or what?’

‘How can I tell you? On one s�de �t �s ph�losophy, I daresay, and on
the other someth�ng altogether d�fferent. It �s not r�ght to put every
folly down to ph�losophy.’

Vol�ntsev looked at h�m.
‘Wasn’t he ly�ng then, do you �mag�ne?’
‘No, my son, he wasn’t ly�ng. But, do you know, we’ve talked

enough of th�s. Let’s l�ght our p�pes and call Alexandra Pavlovna �n
here. It’s eas�er to talk when she’s w�th us and eas�er to be s�lent.
She shall make us some tea.’

‘Very well,’ repl�ed Vol�ntsev. ‘Sasha, come �n,’ he cr�ed aloud.
Alexandra Pavlovna came �n. He grasped her hand and pressed �t

warmly to h�s l�ps.
Rud�n returned �n a cur�ous and m�ngled frame of m�nd. He was

annoyed w�th h�mself, he reproached h�mself for h�s unpardonable
prec�p�tancy, h�s boy�sh �mpuls�veness. Some one has justly sa�d:
there �s noth�ng more pa�nful than the consc�ousness of hav�ng just
done someth�ng stup�d.

Rud�n was devoured by regret.
‘What ev�l gen�us drove me,’ he muttered between h�s teeth, ‘to

call on that squ�re! What an �dea �t was! Only to expose myself to
�nsolence!’

But �n Darya M�ha�lovna’s house someth�ng extraord�nary had
been happen�ng. The lady herself d�d not appear the whole morn�ng,



and d�d not come �n to d�nner; she had a headache, declared
Pandalevsky, the only person who had been adm�tted to her room.
Natalya, too, Rud�n scarcely got a gl�mpse of: she sat �n her room
w�th Mlle. Boncourt. When she met h�m at the d�nner-table she
looked at h�m so mournfully that h�s heart sank. Her face was
changed as though a load of sorrow had descended upon her s�nce
the day before. Rud�n began to be oppressed by a vague
present�ment of trouble. In order to d�stract h�s m�nd �n some way he
occup�ed h�mself w�th Bass�stoff, had much conversat�on w�th h�m,
and found h�m an ardent, eager lad, full of enthus�ast�c hopes and
st�ll untarn�shed fa�th. In the even�ng Darya M�ha�lovna appeared for
a couple of hours �n the draw�ng-room. She was pol�te to Rud�n, but
kept h�m somehow at a d�stance, and sm�led and frowned, talk�ng
through her nose, and �n h�nts more than ever. Everyth�ng about her
had the a�r of the soc�ety lady of the court. She had seemed of late
rather cooler to Rud�n. ‘What �s the secret of �t?’ he thought, w�th a
s�delong look at her haught�ly-l�fted head.

He had not long to wa�t for the solut�on of the en�gma. As he was
return�ng at twelve o’clock at n�ght to h�s room, along a dark corr�dor,
some one suddenly thrust a note �nto h�s hand. He looked round; a
g�rl was hurry�ng away �n the d�stance, Natalya’s ma�d, he fanc�ed.
He went �nto h�s room, d�sm�ssed the servant, tore open the letter,
and read the follow�ng l�nes �n Natalya’s handwr�t�ng:—

‘Come to-morrow at seven o’clock �n the morn�ng, not later, to
Avduh�n pond, beyond the oak copse. Any other t�me w�ll be
�mposs�ble. It w�ll be our last meet�ng, all w�ll be over, unless...
Come. We must make our dec�s�on.—P.S. If I don’t come, �t w�ll
mean we shall not see each other aga�n; then I w�ll let you know.’

Rud�n turned the letter over �n h�s hands, mus�ng upon �t, then la�d
�t under h�s p�llow, undressed, and lay down. For a long wh�le he
could not get to sleep, and then he slept very l�ghtly, and �t was not
yet f�ve o’clock when he woke up.





IX
The Avduh�n pond, near wh�ch Natalya had f�xed the place of

meet�ng, had long ceased to be a pond. Th�rty years before �t had
burst through �ts banks and �t had been g�ven up s�nce then. Only by
the smooth flat surface of the hollow, once covered w�th sl�my mud,
and the traces of the banks, could one guess that �t had been a
pond. A farm-house had stood near �t. It had long ago passed away.
Two huge p�ne-trees preserved �ts memory; the w�nd was for ever
dron�ng and sullenly murmur�ng �n the�r h�gh gaunt green tops. There
were myster�ous tales among the people of a fearful cr�me supposed
to have been comm�tted under them; they used to tell, too, that not
one of them would fall w�thout br�ng�ng death to some one; that a
th�rd had once stood there, wh�ch had fallen �n a storm and crushed
a g�rl.

The whole place near the old pond was supposed to be haunted; �t
was a barren w�lderness, dark and gloomy, even on a sunny day—�t
seemed darker and gloom�er st�ll from the old, old forest of dead and
w�thered oak-trees wh�ch was near �t. A few huge trees l�fted the�r
grey heads above the low undergrowth of bushes l�ke weary g�ants.
They were a s�n�ster s�ght; �t seemed as though w�cked old men had
met together bent on some ev�l des�gn. A narrow path almost
�nd�st�ngu�shable wandered bes�de �t. No one went near the Avduh�n
pond w�thout some urgent reason. Natalya �ntent�onally chose th�s
sol�tary place. It was not more than half-a-m�le from Darya
M�ha�lovna’s house.

The sun had already r�sen some t�me when Rud�n reached the
Avduh�n pond, but �t was not a br�ght morn�ng. Th�ck clouds of the
colour of m�lk covered the whole sky, and were dr�ven fly�ng before
the wh�stl�ng, shr�ek�ng w�nd. Rud�n began to walk up and down
along the bank, wh�ch was covered w�th cl�ng�ng burdocks and
blackened nettles. He was not easy �n h�s m�nd. These �nterv�ews,
these new emot�ons had a charm for h�m, but they also troubled h�m,



espec�ally after the note of the n�ght before. He felt that the end was
draw�ng near, and was �n secret perplex�ty of sp�r�t, though none
would have �mag�ned �t, see�ng w�th what concentrated determ�nat�on
he folded h�s arms across h�s chest and looked around h�m. P�gasov
had once sa�d truly of h�m, that he was l�ke a Ch�nese �dol, h�s head
was constantly overbalanc�ng h�m. But w�th the head alone, however
strong �t may be, �t �s hard for a man to know even what �s pass�ng �n
h�mself.... Rud�n, the clever, penetrat�ng Rud�n, was not capable of
say�ng certa�nly whether he loved Natalya, whether he was suffer�ng,
and whether he would suffer at part�ng from her. Why then, s�nce he
had not the least d�spos�t�on to play the Lovelace—one must do h�m
that cred�t—had he turned the poor g�rl’s head? Why was he
awa�t�ng her w�th a secret tremor? To th�s the only answer �s that
there are none so eas�ly carr�ed away as those who are w�thout
pass�on.

He walked on the bank, wh�le Natalya was hurry�ng to h�m stra�ght
across country through the wet grass.

‘Natalya Alexyevna, you’ll get your feet wet!’ sa�d her ma�d Masha,
scarcely able to keep up w�th her.

Natalya d�d not hear and ran on w�thout look�ng round.
‘Ah, suppos�ng they’ve seen us!’ cr�ed Masha; ‘�ndeed �t’s

surpr�s�ng how we got out of the house... and ma’mselle may wake
up... It’s a mercy �t’s not far.... Ah, the gentleman’s wa�t�ng already,’
she added, suddenly catch�ng s�ght of Rud�n’s majest�c f�gure,
stand�ng out p�cturesquely on the bank; ‘but what does he want to
stand on that mound for—he ought to have kept �n the hollow.’

Natalya stopped.
‘Wa�t here, Masha, by the p�nes,’ she sa�d, and went on to the

pond.
Rud�n went up to her; he stopped short �n amazement. He had

never seen such an express�on on her face before. Her brows were
contracted, her l�ps set, her eyes looked sternly stra�ght before her.

‘Dm�tr� N�kola�tch,’ she began, ‘we have no t�me to lose. I have
come for f�ve m�nutes. I must tell you that my mother knows
everyth�ng. Mr. Pandalevsky saw us the day before yesterday, and



he told her of our meet�ng. He was always mamma’s spy. She called
me �n to her yesterday.’

‘Good God!’ cr�ed Rud�n, ‘th�s �s terr�ble.... What d�d your mother
say?’

‘She was not angry w�th me, she d�d not scold me, but she
reproached me for my want of d�scret�on.’

‘That was all?’
‘Yes, and she declared she would sooner see me dead than your

w�fe!’
‘Is �t poss�ble she sa�d that?’
‘Yes; and she sa�d too that you yourself d�d not want to marry me

at all, that you had only been fl�rt�ng w�th me because you were
bored, and that she had not expected th�s of you; but that she herself
was to blame for hav�ng allowed me to see so much of you... that
she rel�ed on my good sense, that I had very much surpr�sed her...
and I don’t remember now all she sa�d to me.’

Natalya uttered all th�s �n an even, almost express�onless vo�ce.
‘And you, Natalya Alexyevna, what d�d you answer?’ asked Rud�n.
‘What d�d I answer?’ repeated Natalya.... ‘What do you �ntend to

do now?’
‘Good God, good God!’ repl�ed Rud�n, ‘�t �s cruel! So soon... such a

sudden blow!... And �s your mother �n such �nd�gnat�on?’
‘Yes, yes, she w�ll not hear of you.’
‘It �s terr�ble! You mean there �s no hope?’
‘None.’
‘Why should we be so unhappy! That abom�nable Pandalevsky!...

You ask me, Natalya Alexyevna, what I �ntend to do? My head �s
go�ng round—I cannot take �n anyth�ng... I can feel noth�ng but my
unhapp�ness... I am amazed that you can preserve such self-
possess�on!’

‘Do you th�nk �t �s easy for me?’ sa�d Natalya.
Rud�n began to walk along the bank. Natalya d�d not take her eyes

off h�m.



‘Your mother d�d not quest�on you?’ he sa�d at last.
‘She asked me whether I love you.’
‘Well... and you?’
Natalya was s�lent a moment. ‘I told the truth.’
Rud�n took her hand.
‘Always, �n all th�ngs generous, noble-hearted! Oh, the heart of a

g�rl—�t’s pure gold! But d�d your mother really declare her dec�s�on so
absolutely on the �mposs�b�l�ty of our marr�age?’

‘Yes, absolutely. I have told you already; she �s conv�nced that you
yourself don’t th�nk of marry�ng me.’

‘Then she regards me as a tra�tor! What have I done to deserve
�t?’ And Rud�n clutched h�s head �n h�s hands.

‘Dm�tr� N�kola�tch!’ sa�d Natalya, ‘we are los�ng our t�me.
Remember I am see�ng you for the last t�me. I came here not to
weep and lament—you see I am not cry�ng—I came for adv�ce.’

‘And what adv�ce can I g�ve you, Natalya Alexyevna?’
‘What adv�ce? You are a man; I am used to trust�ng to you, I shall

trust you to the end. Tell me, what are your plans?’
‘My plans.... Your mother certa�nly w�ll turn me out of the house.’
‘Perhaps. She told me yesterday that she must break off all

acqua�ntance w�th you.... But you do not answer my quest�on?’
‘What quest�on?’
‘What do you th�nk we must do now?’
‘What we must do?’ repl�ed Rud�n; ‘of course subm�t.’
‘Subm�t,’ repeated Natalya slowly, and her l�ps turned wh�te.
‘Subm�t to dest�ny,’ cont�nued Rud�n. ‘What �s to be done? I know

very well how b�tter �t �s, how pa�nful, how unendurable. But cons�der
yourself, Natalya Alexyevna; I am poor. It �s true I could work; but
even �f I were a r�ch man, could you bear a v�olent separat�on from
your fam�ly, your mother’s anger?... No, Natalya Alexyevna; �t �s
useless even to th�nk of �t. It �s clear �t was not fated for us to l�ve
together, and the happ�ness of wh�ch I dreamed �s not for me!’



All at once Natalya h�d her face �n her hands and began to weep.
Rud�n went up to her.

‘Natalya Alexyevna! dear Natalya!’ he sa�d w�th warmth, ‘do not
cry, for God’s sake, do not torture me, be comforted.’

Natalya ra�sed her head.
‘You tell me to be comforted,’ she began, and her eyes blazed

through her tears; ‘I am not weep�ng for what you suppose—I am not
sad for that; I am sad because I have been dece�ved �n you.... What!
I come to you for counsel, and at such a moment!—and your f�rst
word �s, subm�t! subm�t! So th�s �s how you translate your talk of
�ndependence, of sacr�f�ce, wh�ch...’

Her vo�ce broke down.
‘But, Natalya Alexyevna,’ began Rud�n �n confus�on, ‘remember—I

do not d�sown my words—only——’
‘You asked me,’ she cont�nued w�th new force, ‘what I answered

my mother, when she declared she would sooner agree to my death
than my marr�age to you; I answered that I would sooner d�e than
marry any other man... And you say, “Subm�t!” It must be that she �s
r�ght; you must, through hav�ng noth�ng to do, through be�ng bored,
have been play�ng w�th me.’

‘I swear to you, Natalya Alexyevna—I assure you,’ ma�nta�ned
Rud�n.

But she d�d not l�sten to h�m.
‘Why d�d you not stop me? Why d�d you yourself—or d�d you not

reckon upon obstacles? I am ashamed to speak of th�s—but I see �t
�s all over now.’

‘You must be calm, Natalya Alexyevna,’ Rud�n was beg�nn�ng; ‘we
must th�nk together what means——’

‘You have so often talked of self-sacr�f�ce,’ she broke �n, ‘but do
you know, �f you had sa�d to me to-day at once, “I love you, but I
cannot marry you, I w�ll not answer for the future, g�ve me your hand
and come w�th me”—do you know, I would have come w�th you; do
you know, I would have r�sked everyth�ng? But there’s all the
d�fference between word and deed, and you were afra�d now, just as
you were afra�d the day before yesterday at d�nner of Vol�ntsev.’



The colour rushed to Rud�n’s face. Natalya’s unexpected energy
had astounded h�m; but her last words wounded h�s van�ty.

‘You are too angry now, Natalya Alexyevna,’ he began; ‘you
cannot real�se how b�tterly you wound me. I hope that �n t�me you w�ll
do me just�ce; you w�ll understand what �t has cost me to renounce
the happ�ness wh�ch you have sa�d yourself would have la�d upon
me no obl�gat�ons. Your peace �s dearer to me than anyth�ng �n the
world, and I should have been the basest of men, �f I could have
taken advantage——’

‘Perhaps, perhaps,’ �nterrupted Natalya, ‘perhaps you are r�ght; I
don’t know what I am say�ng. But up to th�s t�me I bel�eved �n you,
bel�eved �n every word you sa�d.... For the future, pray keep a watch
upon your words, do not fl�ng them about at hazard. When I sa�d to
you, “I love you,” I knew what that word meant; I was ready for
everyth�ng.... Now I have only to thank you for a lesson—and to say
good-bye.’

‘Stop, for God’s sake, Natalya Alexyevna, I beseech you. I do not
deserve your contempt, I swear to you. Put yourself �n my pos�t�on. I
am respons�ble for you and for myself. If I d�d not love you w�th the
most devoted love—why, good God! I should have at once proposed
you should run away w�th me.... Sooner or later your mother would
forg�ve us—and then... But before th�nk�ng of my own happ�ness
——’

He stopped. Natalya’s eyes fastened d�rectly upon h�m put h�m to
confus�on.

‘You try to prove to me that you are an honourable man, Dm�tr�
N�kola�tch,’ she sa�d. ‘I do not doubt that. You are not capable of
act�ng from calculat�on; but d�d I want to be conv�nced of that? d�d I
come here for that?’

‘I d�d not expect, Natalya Alexyevna——’
‘Ah! you have sa�d �t at last! Yes, you d�d not expect all th�s—you

d�d not know me. Do not be uneasy... you do not love me, and I w�ll
never force myself on any one.’

‘I love you!’ cr�ed Rud�n.
Natalya drew herself up.



‘Perhaps; but how do you love me? Remember all your words,
Dm�tr� N�kola�tch. You told me: “W�thout complete equal�ty there �s no
love.”... You are too exalted for me; I am no match for you.... I am
pun�shed as I deserve. There are dut�es before you more worthy of
you. I shall not forget th�s day.... Good-bye.’

‘Natalya Alexyevna, are you go�ng? Is �t poss�ble for us to part l�ke
th�s?’

He stretched out h�s hand to her. She stopped. H�s suppl�cat�ng
vo�ce seemed to make her waver.

‘No,’ she uttered at last. ‘I feel that someth�ng �n me �s broken. ... I
came here, I have been talk�ng to you as �f �t were �n del�r�um; I must
try to recollect. It must not be, you yourself sa�d, �t w�ll not be. Good
God, when I came out here, I mentally took a farewell of my home, of
my past—and what? whom have I met here?—a coward... and how
d�d you know I was not able to bear a separat�on from my fam�ly?
“Your mother w�ll not consent... It �s terr�ble!” That was all I heard
from you, that you, you, Rud�n?—No! good-bye.... Ah! �f you had
loved me, I should have felt �t now, at th�s moment.... No, no,
goodbye!’

She turned sw�ftly and ran towards Masha, who had begun to be
uneasy and had been mak�ng s�gns to her a long wh�le.

‘It �s you who are afra�d, not I!’ cr�ed Rud�n after Natalya.
She pa�d no attent�on to h�m, and hastened homewards across the

f�elds. She succeeded �n gett�ng back to her bedroom; but she had
scarcely crossed the threshold when her strength fa�led her, and she
fell senseless �nto Masha’s arms.

But Rud�n rema�ned a long wh�le st�ll stand�ng on the bank. At last
he sh�vered, and w�th slow steps made h�s way to the l�ttle path and
qu�etly walked along �t. He was deeply ashamed... and wounded.
‘What a g�rl!’ he thought, ‘at seventeen!... No, I d�d not know her!...
She �s a remarkable g�rl. What strength of w�ll!... She �s r�ght; she
deserves another love than what I felt for her. I felt for her?’ he asked
h�mself. ‘Can �t be I already feel no more love for her? So th�s �s how
�t was all to end! What a p�t�ful wretch I was bes�de her!’



The sl�ght rattle of a rac�ng droshky made Rud�n ra�se h�s head.
Lezhnyov was dr�v�ng to meet h�m w�th h�s �nvar�able trott�ng pony.
Rud�n bowed to h�m w�thout speak�ng, and as though struck w�th a
sudden thought, turned out of the road and walked qu�ckly �n the
d�rect�on of Darya M�ha�lovna’s house.

Lezhnyov let h�m pass, looked after h�m, and after a moment’s
thought he too turned h�s horse’s head round, and drove back to
Vol�ntsev’s, where he had spent the n�ght. He found h�m asleep, and
g�v�ng orders he should not be waked, he sat down on the balcony to
wa�t for some tea and smoked a p�pe.



X
Vol�ntsev got up at ten o’clock. When he heard that Lezhnyov was

s�tt�ng �n the balcony, he was much surpr�sed, and sent to ask h�m to
come to h�m.

‘What has happened?’ he asked h�m. ‘I thought you meant to dr�ve
home?’

‘Yes; I d�d mean to, but I met Rud�n.... He was wander�ng about
the country w�th such a d�stracted countenance. So I turned back at
once.’

‘You came back because you met Rud�n?’
‘That’s to say,—to tell the truth, I don’t know why I came back

myself, I suppose because I was rem�nded of you; I wanted to be
w�th you, and I have plenty of t�me before I need go home.’

Vol�ntsev sm�led b�tterly.
‘Yes; one cannot th�nk of Rud�n now w�thout th�nk�ng of me.... Boy!’

he cr�ed harshly, ‘br�ng us some tea.’
The fr�ends began to dr�nk tea. Lezhnyov talked of agr�cultural

matters,—of a new method of roof�ng barns w�th paper....
Suddenly Vol�ntsev leaped up from h�s cha�r and struck the table

w�th such force that the cups and saucers rang.
‘No!’ he cr�ed, ‘I cannot bear th�s any longer! I w�ll call out th�s w�tty

fellow, and let h�m shoot me,—at least I w�ll try to put a bullet through
h�s learned bra�ns!’

‘What are you talk�ng about? Upon my word!’ grumbled Lezhnyov,
‘how can you scream l�ke that? I dropped my p�pe.... What’s the
matter w�th you?’

‘The matter �s, that I can’t hear h�s name and keep calm; �t sets all
my blood bo�l�ng!’

‘Hush, my dear fellow, hush! aren’t you ashamed?’ rejo�ned
Lezhnyov, p�ck�ng up h�s p�pe from the ground. ‘Leave off! Let h�m



alone!’
‘He has �nsulted me,’ pursued Vol�ntsev, walk�ng up and down the

room. ‘Yes! he has �nsulted me. You must adm�t that yourself. At f�rst
I was not sharp enough; he took me by surpr�se; and who could have
expected th�s? But I w�ll show h�m that he cannot make a fool of me.
... I w�ll shoot h�m, the damned ph�losopher, l�ke a partr�dge.’

‘Much you w�ll ga�n by that, �ndeed! I won’t speak of your s�ster
now. I can see you’re �n a pass�on... how could you th�nk of your
s�ster! But �n relat�on to another �nd�v�dual—what! do you �mag�ne,
when you’ve k�lled the ph�losopher, you can �mprove your own
chances?’

Vol�ntsev flung h�mself �nto a cha�r.
‘Then I must go away somewhere! For here my heart �s s�mply

be�ng crushed by m�sery; only I can f�nd no place to go.’
‘Go away... that’s another matter! That I am ready to agree to. And

do you know what I should suggest? Let us go together—to the
Caucasus, or s�mply to L�ttle Russ�a to eat dumpl�ngs. That’s a
cap�tal �dea, my dear fellow!’

‘Yes; but whom shall we leave my s�ster w�th?’
‘And why should not Alexandra Pavlovna come w�th us? Upon my

soul, �t w�ll be splend�d. As for look�ng after her—yes, I’ll undertake
that! There w�ll be no d�ff�culty �n gett�ng anyth�ng we want: �f she
l�kes, I w�ll arrange a serenade under her w�ndow every n�ght; I w�ll
spr�nkle the coachmen w�th eau de cologne and strew flowers along
the roads. And we shall both be s�mply new men, my dear boy; we
shall enjoy ourselves so, we shall come back so fat that we shall be
proof aga�nst the darts of love!’

‘You are always jok�ng, M�sha!’
‘I’m not jok�ng at all. It was a br�ll�ant �dea of yours.’
‘No; nonsense!’ Vol�ntsev shouted aga�n. ‘I want to f�ght h�m, to

f�ght h�m!...’
‘Aga�n! What a rage you are �n!’
A servant entered w�th a letter �n h�s hand.
‘From whom?’ asked Lezhnyov.



‘From Rud�n, Dm�tr� N�kola�tch. The Lasunsky’s servant brought �t.’
‘From Rud�n?’ repeated Vol�ntsev, ‘to whom?’
‘To you.’
‘To me!... g�ve �t me!’
Vol�ntsev se�zed the letter, qu�ckly tore �t open, and began to read.

Lezhnyov watched h�m attent�vely; a strange, almost joyful
amazement was expressed on Vol�ntsev’s face; he let h�s hands fall
by h�s s�de.

‘What �s �t?’ asked Lezhnyov.
‘Read �t,’ Vol�ntsev sa�d �n a low vo�ce, and handed h�m the letter.
Lezhnyov began to read. Th�s �s what Rud�n wrote:
‘SIR—
‘I am go�ng away from Darya M�ha�lovna’s house to-day, and

leav�ng �t for ever. Th�s w�ll certa�nly be a surpr�se to you, espec�ally
after what passed yesterday. I cannot expla�n to you what exactly
obl�ges me to act �n th�s way; but �t seems to me for some reason
that I ought to let you know of my departure. You do not l�ke me, and
even regard me as a bad man. I do not �ntend to just�fy myself; t�me
w�ll just�fy me. In my op�n�on �t �s even und�gn�f�ed �n a man and qu�te
unprof�table to try to prove to a prejud�ced man the �njust�ce of h�s
prejud�ce. Whoever w�shes to understand me w�ll not blame me, and
as for any one who does not w�sh, or cannot do so,—h�s censure
does not pa�n me. I was m�staken �n you. In my eyes you rema�n as
before a noble and honourable man, but I �mag�ned you were able to
be super�or to the surround�ngs �n wh�ch you were brought up. I was
m�staken. What of that? It �s not the f�rst, nor w�ll �t be the last t�me. I
repeat to you, I am go�ng away. I w�sh you all happ�ness. Confess
that th�s w�sh �s completely d�s�nterested, and I hope that now you
w�ll be happy. Perhaps �n t�me you w�ll change your op�n�on of me.
Whether we shall ever meet aga�n, I don’t know, but �n any case I
rema�n your s�ncere well-w�sher,

‘D. R.
‘P.S. The two hundred roubles I owe you I w�ll send d�rectly I reach

my estate �n T—— prov�nce. Also I beg you not to speak to Darya
M�ha�lovna of th�s letter.



‘P.P.S. One last, but �mportant request more; s�nce I am go�ng
away, I hope you w�ll not allude before Natalya Alexyevna to my v�s�t
to you.’

‘Well, what do you say to that?’ asked Vol�ntsev, d�rectly Lezhnyov
had f�n�shed the letter.

‘What �s one to say?’ repl�ed Lezhnyov, ‘Cry “Allah! Allah!” l�ke a
Mussulman and s�t gap�ng w�th aston�shment—that’s all one can
do.... Well, a good r�ddance! But �t’s cur�ous: you see he thought �t
h�s duty to wr�te you th�s letter, and he came to see you from a sense
of duty... these gentlemen f�nd a duty at every step, some duty they
owe... or some debt,’ added Lezhnyov, po�nt�ng w�th a sm�le to the
postscr�pt.

‘And what phrases he rounds off!’ cr�ed Vol�ntsev. ‘He was
m�staken �n me. He expected I would be super�or to my
surround�ngs. What a r�gmarole! Good God! �t’s worse than poetry!’

Lezhnyov made no reply, but h�s eyes were sm�l�ng. Vol�ntsev got
up.

‘I want to go to Darya M�ha�lovna’s,’ he announced. ‘I want to f�nd
out what �t all means.’

‘Wa�t a l�ttle, my dear boy; g�ve h�m t�me to get off. What’s the good
of runn�ng up aga�nst h�m aga�n? He �s to van�sh, �t seems. What
more do you want? Better go and l�e down and get a l�ttle sleep; you
have been toss�ng about all n�ght, I expect. But everyth�ng w�ll be
smooth for you.’

‘What leads you to that conclus�on?’
‘Oh, I th�nk so. There, go and have a nap; I w�ll go and see your

s�ster. I w�ll keep her company.’
‘I don’t want to sleep �n the least. What’s the object of my go�ng to

bed? I had rather go out to the f�elds,’ sa�d Vol�ntsev, putt�ng on h�s
out-of-door coat.

‘Well, that’s a good th�ng too. Go along, and look at the f�elds....’
And Lezhnyov betook h�mself to the apartments of Alexandra

Pavlovna. He found her �n the draw�ng-room. She welcomed h�m
effus�vely. She was always pleased when he came; but her face st�ll
looked sorrowful. She was uneasy about Rud�n’s v�s�t the day before.



‘You have seen my brother?’ she asked Lezhnyov. ‘How �s he to-
day?’

‘All r�ght, he has gone to the f�elds.’
Alexandra Favlovna d�d not speak for a m�nute.
‘Tell me, please,’ she began, gaz�ng earnestly at the hem of her

pocket-handkerch�ef, ‘don’t you know why...’
‘Rud�n came here?’ put �n Lezhnyov. ‘I know, he came to say

good-bye.’
Alexandra Pavlovna l�fted up her head.
‘What, to say good-bye!’
‘Yes. Haven’t you heard? He �s leav�ng Darya M�ha�lovna’s.’
‘He �s leav�ng?’
‘For ever; at least he says so.’
‘But pray, how �s one to expla�n �t, after all?...’
‘Oh, that’s a d�fferent matter! To expla�n �t �s �mposs�ble, but �t �s so.

Someth�ng must have happened w�th them. He pulled the str�ng too
t�ght—and �t has snapped.’

‘M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch!’ began Alexandra Pavlovna, ‘I don’t
understand; you are laugh�ng at me, I th�nk....’

‘No �ndeed! I tell you he �s go�ng away, and he even let h�s fr�ends
know by letter. It’s just as well, I daresay, from one po�nt of v�ew; but
h�s departure has prevented one surpr�s�ng enterpr�se from be�ng
carr�ed out that I had begun to talk to your brother about.’

‘What do you mean? What enterpr�se?’
‘Why, I proposed to your brother that we should go on our travels,

to d�stract h�s m�nd, and take you w�th us. To look after you
espec�ally I would take on myself....’

‘That’s cap�tal!’ cr�ed Alexandra Pavlovna. ‘I can fancy how you
would look after me. Why, you would let me d�e of hunger.’

‘You say so, Alexandra Pavlovna, because you don’t know me.
You th�nk I am a perfect blockhead, a log; but do you know I am
capable of melt�ng l�ke sugar, of spend�ng whole days on my knees?’

‘I should l�ke to see that, I must say!’



Lezhnyov suddenly got up. ‘Well, marry me, Alexandra Pavlovna,
and you w�ll see all that’

Alexandra Pavlovna blushed up to her ears.
‘What d�d you say, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch?’ she murmured �n confus�on.
‘I sa�d what �t has been for ever so long,’ answered Lezhnyov, ‘on

the t�p of my tongue to say a thousand t�mes over. I have brought �t
out at last, and you must act as you th�nk best. But I w�ll go away
now, so as not to be �n your way. If you w�ll be my w�fe... I w�ll walk
away... �f you don’t d�sl�ke the �dea, you need only send to call me �n;
I shall understand....’

Alexandra Pavlovna tr�ed to keep Lezhnyov, but he went qu�ckly
away, and go�ng �nto the garden w�thout h�s cap, he leaned on a l�ttle
gate and began look�ng about h�m.

‘M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch!’ sounded the vo�ce of a ma�d-servant beh�nd
h�m, ‘please come �n to my lady. She sent me to call you.’

M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch turned round, took the g�rl’s head �n both h�s
hands, to her great aston�shment, and k�ssed her on the forehead,
then he went �n to Alexandra Pavlovna.



XI
On return�ng home, d�rectly after h�s meet�ng w�th Lezhnyov, Rud�n

shut h�mself up �n h�s room, and wrote two letters; one to Vol�ntsev
(already known to the reader) and the other to Natalya. He sat a very
long t�me over th�s second letter, crossed out and altered a great
deal �n �t, and, copy�ng �t carefully on a f�ne sheet of note-paper,
folded �t up as small as poss�ble, and put �t �n h�s pocket. W�th a look
of pa�n on h�s face he paced several t�mes up and down h�s room,
sat down �n the cha�r before the w�ndow, lean�ng on h�s arm; a tear
slowly appeared upon h�s eyelashes. He got up, buttoned h�mself up,
called a servant and told h�m to ask Darya M�ha�lovna �f he could see
her.

The man returned qu�ckly, answer�ng that Darya M�ha�lovna would
be del�ghted to see h�m. Rud�n went to her.

She rece�ved h�m �n her study, as she had that f�rst t�me, two
months before. But now she was not alone; w�th her was s�tt�ng
Pandalevsky, unassum�ng, fresh, neat, and agreeable as ever.

Darya M�ha�lovna met Rud�n affably, and Rud�n bowed affably to
her; but at the f�rst glance at the sm�l�ng faces of both, any one of
even small exper�ence would have understood that someth�ng of an
unpleasant nature had passed between them, even �f �t had not been
expressed. Rud�n knew that Darya M�ha�lovna was angry w�th h�m.
Darya M�ha�lovna suspected that he was now aware of all that had
happened.

Pandalevsky’s d�sclosure had greatly d�sturbed her. It touched on
the worldly pr�de �n her. Rud�n, a poor man w�thout rank, and so far
w�thout d�st�nct�on, had presumed to make a secret appo�ntment w�th
her daughter—the daughter of Darya M�ha�lovna Lasunsky.

‘Grant�ng he �s clever, he �s a gen�us!’ she sa�d, ‘what does that
prove? Why, any one may hope to be my son-�n-law after that?’



‘For a long t�me I could not bel�eve my eyes,’ put �n Pandalevsky. ‘I
am surpr�sed at h�s not understand�ng h�s pos�t�on!’

Darya M�ha�lovna was very much ag�tated, and Natalya suffered
for �t

She asked Rud�n to s�t down. He sat down, but not l�ke the old
Rud�n, almost master of the house, not even l�ke an old fr�end, but
l�ke a guest, and not even a very �nt�mate guest. All th�s took place �n
a s�ngle �nstant... so water �s suddenly transformed �nto sol�d �ce.

‘I have come to you, Darya M�ha�lovna,’ began Rud�n, ‘to thank
you for your hosp�tal�ty. I have had some news to-day from my l�ttle
estate, and �t �s absolutely necessary for me to set off there to-day.’

Darya M�ha�lovna looked attent�vely at Rud�n.
‘He has ant�c�pated me; �t must be because he has some

susp�c�on,’ she thought. ‘He spares one a d�sagreeable explanat�on.
So much the better. Ah! clever people for ever!’

‘Really?’ she repl�ed aloud. ‘Ah! how d�sappo�nt�ng! Well, I
suppose there’s no help for �t. I shall hope to see you th�s w�nter �n
Moscow. We shall soon be leav�ng here.’

‘I don’t know, Darya M�ha�lovna, whether I shall succeed �n gett�ng
to Moscow, but, �f I can manage �t, I shall regard �t as a duty to call
on you.’

‘Aha, my good s�r!’ Pandalevsky �n h�s turn reflected; ‘�t’s not long
s�nce you behaved l�ke the master here, and now th�s �s how you
have to express yourself!’

‘Then I suppose you have unsat�sfactory news from your estate?’
he art�culated, w�th h�s customary ease.

‘Yes,’ repl�ed Rud�n dr�ly.
‘Some fa�lure of crops, I suppose?’
‘No; someth�ng else. Bel�eve me, Darya M�ha�lovna,’ added Rud�n,

‘I shall never forget the t�me I have spent �n your house.’
‘And I, Dm�tr� N�kola�tch, shall always look back upon our

acqua�ntance w�th you w�th pleasure. When must you start?’
‘To-day, after d�nner.’



‘So soon!... Well, I w�sh you a successful journey. But, �f your
affa�rs do not deta�n you, perhaps you w�ll look us up aga�n here.’

‘I shall scarcely have t�me,’ repl�ed Rud�n, gett�ng up. ‘Excuse me,’
he added; ‘I cannot at once repay you my debt, but d�rectly I reach
my place——’

‘Nonsense, Dm�tr� N�kola�tch!’ Darya M�ha�lovna cut h�m short. ‘I
wonder you’re not ashamed to speak of �t!... What o’clock �s �t?’ she
asked.

Pandalevsky drew a gold and enamel watch out of h�s wa�stcoat
pocket, and looked at �t carefully, bend�ng h�s rosy cheek over h�s
st�ff, wh�te collar.

‘Th�rty-three m�nutes past two,’ he announced.
‘It �s t�me to dress,’ observed Darya M�ha�lovna. ‘Good-bye for the

present, Dm�tr� N�kola�tch!’
Rud�n got up. The whole conversat�on between h�m and Darya

M�ha�lovna had a spec�al character. In the same way actors repeat
the�r parts, and d�plomat�c d�gn�tar�es �nterchange the�r carefully-
worded phrases.

Rud�n went away. He knew by now through exper�ence that men
and women of the world do not even break w�th a man who �s of no
further use to them, but s�mply let h�m drop, l�ke a k�d glove after a
ball, l�ke the paper that has wrapped up sweets, l�ke an unsuccessful
t�cket for a lottery.

He packed qu�ckly, and began to awa�t w�th �mpat�ence the
moment of h�s departure. Every one �n the house was very much
surpr�sed to hear of h�s �ntent�ons; even the servants looked at h�m
w�th a puzzled a�r. Bass�stoff d�d not conceal h�s sorrow. Natalya
ev�dently avo�ded Rud�n. She tr�ed not to meet h�s eyes. He
succeeded, however, �n sl�pp�ng h�s note �nto her hand. After d�nner
Darya M�ha�lovna repeated once more that she hoped to see h�m
before they left for Moscow, but Rud�n made her no reply.
Pandalevsky addressed h�m more frequently than any one. More
than once Rud�n felt a long�ng to fall upon h�m and g�ve h�m a slap
on h�s rosy, bloom�ng face. Mlle. Boncourt often glanced at Rud�n



w�th a pecul�arly stealthy express�on �n her eyes; �n old setter dogs
one may somet�mes see the same express�on.

‘Aha!’ she seemed to be say�ng to herself, ‘so you’re caught!’
At last s�x o’clock struck, and Rud�n’s carr�age was brought to the

door. He began to take a hurr�ed farewell of all. He had a feel�ng of
nausea at h�s heart. He had not expected to leave th�s house l�ke
th�s; �t seemed as though they were turn�ng h�m out. ‘What a way to
do �t all! and what was the object of be�ng �n such a hurry? St�ll, �t �s
better so.’ That was what he was th�nk�ng as he bowed �n all
d�rect�ons w�th a forced sm�le. For the last t�me he looked at Natalya,
and h�s heart throbbed; her eyes were bent upon h�m �n sad,
reproachful farewell.

He ran qu�ckly down the steps, and jumped �nto h�s carr�age.
Bass�stoff had offered to accompany h�m to the next stat�on, and he
took h�s seat bes�de h�m.

‘Do you remember,’ began Rud�n, d�rectly the carr�age had dr�ven
from the courtyard �nto the broad road bordered w�th f�r-trees, ‘do
you remember what Don Qu�xote says to h�s squ�re when he �s
leav�ng the court of the duchess? “Freedom,” he says, “my fr�end
Sancho, �s one of the most prec�ous possess�ons of man, and happy
�s he to whom Heaven has g�ven a b�t of bread, and who need not be
�ndebted to any one!” What Don Qu�xote felt then, I feel now.... God
grant, my dear Bass�stoff, that you too may some day exper�ence
th�s feel�ng!’

Bass�stoff pressed Rud�n’s hand, and the honest boy’s heart beat
v�olently w�th emot�on. T�ll they reached the stat�on Rud�n spoke of
the d�gn�ty of man, of the mean�ng of true �ndependence. He spoke
nobly, fervently, and justly, and when the moment of separat�on had
come, Bass�stoff could not refra�n from throw�ng h�mself on h�s neck
and sobb�ng. Rud�n h�mself shed tears too, but he was not weep�ng
because he was part�ng from Bass�stoff. H�s tears were the tears of
wounded van�ty.

Natalya had gone to her own room, and there she read Rud�n’s
letter.

‘Dear Natalya Alexyevna,’ he wrote her, ‘I have dec�ded to depart.
There �s no other course open to me. I have dec�ded to leave before



I am told pla�nly to go. By my departure all d�ff�cult�es w�ll be put an
end to, and there w�ll be scarcely any one who w�ll regret me. What
else d�d I expect?... It �s always so, but why am I wr�t�ng to you?

‘I am part�ng from you probably for ever, and �t would be too
pa�nful to me to leave you w�th a worse recollect�on of me than I
deserve. Th�s �s why I am wr�t�ng to you. I do not want e�ther to just�fy
myself or to blame any one whatever except myself; I want, as far as
poss�ble, to expla�n myself.... The events of the last days have been
so unexpected, so sudden....

‘Our �nterv�ew to-day w�ll be a memorable lesson to me. Yes, you
are r�ght; I d�d not know you, and I thought I knew you! In the course
of my l�fe I have had to do w�th people of all k�nds. I have known
many women and young g�rls, but �n you I met for the f�rst t�me an
absolutely true and upr�ght soul. Th�s was someth�ng I was not used
to, and I d�d not know how to apprec�ate you f�tt�ngly. I felt an
attract�on to you from the f�rst day of our acqua�ntance; you may
have observed �t. I spent w�th you hour after hour w�thout learn�ng to
know you; I scarcely even tr�ed to know you—and I could �mag�ne
that I loved you! For th�s s�n I am pun�shed now.

‘Once before I loved a woman, and she loved me. My feel�ng for
her was complex, l�ke hers for me; but, as she was not s�mple
herself, �t was all the better for her. Truth was not told to me then,
and now I d�d not recogn�se �t when �t was offered me.... I have
recogn�sed �t at last, when �t �s too late.... What �s past cannot be
recalled.... Our l�ves m�ght have become un�ted, and they never w�ll
be un�ted now. How can I prove to you that I m�ght have loved you
w�th real love—the love of the heart, not of the fancy—when I do not
know myself whether I am capable of such love?

‘Nature has g�ven me much. I know �t, and I w�ll not d�sgu�se �t from
you through false modesty, espec�ally now at a moment so b�tter, so
hum�l�at�ng for me.... Yes, Nature has g�ven me much, but I shall d�e
w�thout do�ng anyth�ng worthy of my powers, w�thout leav�ng any
trace beh�nd me. All my wealth �s d�ss�pated �dly; I do not see the
fru�ts of the seeds I sow. I am want�ng �n someth�ng. I cannot say
myself exactly what �t �s I am want�ng �n.... I am want�ng, certa�nly, �n
someth�ng w�thout wh�ch one cannot move men’s hearts, or wholly



w�n a woman’s heart; and to sway men’s m�nds alone �s precar�ous,
and an emp�re ever unprof�table. A strange, almost farc�cal fate �s
m�ne; I would devote myself—eagerly and wholly to some cause,—
and I cannot devote myself. I shall end by sacr�f�c�ng myself to some
folly or other �n wh�ch I shall not even bel�eve.... Alas! at th�rty-f�ve to
be st�ll prepar�ng for someth�ng!...

‘I have never spoken so openly of myself to any one before—th�s
�s my confess�on.

‘But enough of me. I should l�ke to speak of you, to g�ve you some
adv�ce; I can be no use to you further.... You are st�ll young; but as
long as you l�ve, always follow the �mpulse of your heart, do not let �t
be subord�nated to your m�nd or the m�nd of others. Bel�eve me, the
s�mpler, the narrower the c�rcle �n wh�ch l�fe �s passed the better; the
great th�ng �s not to open out new s�des, but that all the phases of l�fe
should reach perfect�on �n the�r own t�me. “Blessed �s he who has
been young �n h�s youth.” But I see that th�s adv�ce appl�es far more
to myself than to you.

‘I confess, Natalya Alexyevna, I am very unhappy. I never
dece�ved myself as to the nature of the feel�ng wh�ch I �nsp�red �n
Darya M�ha�lovna; but I hoped I had found at least a temporary
home.... Now I must take the chances of the rough world aga�n.
What w�ll replace for me your conversat�on, your presence, your
attent�ve and �ntell�gent face?... I myself am to blame; but adm�t that
fate seems to have des�gned a jest at my expense. A week ago I d�d
not even myself suspect that I loved you. The day before yesterday,
that even�ng �n the garden, I for the f�rst t�me heard from your l�ps,...
but why rem�nd you of what you sa�d then? and now I am go�ng
away to-day. I am go�ng away d�sgraced, after a cruel explanat�on
w�th you, carry�ng w�th me no hope.... And you do not know yet to
what a degree I am to blame as regards you... I have such a fool�sh
lack of reserve, such a weak hab�t of conf�d�ng. But why speak of
th�s? I am leav�ng you for ever!’

(Here Rud�n had related to Natalya h�s v�s�t to Vol�ntsev, but on
second thoughts he erased all that part, and added the second
postscr�pt to h�s letter to Vol�ntsev.)



‘I rema�n alone upon earth to devote myself, as you sa�d to me th�s
morn�ng w�th b�tter �rony, to other �nterests more congen�al to me.
Alas! �f I could really devote myself to these �nterests, �f I could at last
conquer my �nert�a.... But no! I shall rema�n to the end the �ncomplete
creature I have always been.... The f�rst obstacle, ... and I collapse
ent�rely; what has passed w�th you has shown me that. If I had but
sacr�f�ced my love to my future work, to my vocat�on; but I s�mply
was afra�d of the respons�b�l�ty that had fallen upon me, and
therefore I am, truly, unworthy of you. I do not deserve that you
should be torn out of your sphere for me.... And �ndeed all th�s,
perhaps, �s for the best. I shall perhaps be the stronger and the purer
for th�s exper�ence.

‘I w�sh you all happ�ness. Farewell! Th�nk somet�mes of me. I hope
that you may st�ll hear of me.

‘RUDIN.’
Natalya let Rud�n’s letter drop on to her lap, and sat a long t�me

mot�onless, her eyes f�xed on the ground. Th�s letter proved to her
clearer than all poss�ble arguments that she had been r�ght, when �n
the morn�ng, at her part�ng w�th Rud�n, she had �nvoluntar�ly cr�ed out
that he d�d not love her! But that made th�ngs no eas�er for her. She
sat perfectly st�ll; �t seemed as though waves of darkness w�thout a
ray of l�ght had closed over her head, and she had gone down cold
and dumb to the depths. The f�rst d�s�llus�onment �s pa�nful for every
one; but for a s�ncere heart, averse to self-decept�on and �nnocent of
fr�vol�ty or exaggerat�on, �t �s almost unendurable. Natalya
remembered her ch�ldhood, how, when walk�ng �n the even�ng, she
always tr�ed to go �n the d�rect�on of the sett�ng sun, where there was
l�ght �n the sky, and not toward the darkened half of the heavens. L�fe
now stood �n darkness before her, and she had turned her back on
the l�ght for ever....

Tears started �nto Natalya’s eyes. Tears do not always br�ng rel�ef.
They are comfort�ng and salutary when, after be�ng long pent up �n
the breast, they flow at last—at f�rst w�th v�olence, and then more
eas�ly, more softly; the dumb agony of sorrow �s over w�th the tears.
... But there are cold tears, tears that flow spar�ngly, wrung out drop
by drop from the heart by the �mmovable, weary we�ght of pa�n la�d



upon �t: they are not comfort�ng, and br�ng no rel�ef. Poverty weeps
such tears; and the man has not yet been unhappy who has not
shed them. Natalya knew them on that day.

Two hours passed. Natalya pulled herself together, got up, w�ped
her eyes, and, l�ght�ng a candle, she burnt Rud�n’s letter �n the flame,
and threw the ash out of w�ndow. Then she opened Pushk�n at
random, and read the f�rst l�nes that met her. (She often made �t her
oracle �n th�s way.) Th�s �s what she saw:
  ‘When he has known its pang, for him 
  The torturing ghost of days that are no more, 
  For him no more illusion, but remorse 
  And memory’s serpent gnawing at his heart.’ 

She stopped, and w�th a cold sm�le looked at herself �n the glass,
sl�ghtly nodded her head, and went down to the draw�ng-room.

Darya M�ha�lovna, d�rectly she saw her, called her �nto her study,
made her s�t near her, and caress�ngly stroked her cheek. Meanwh�le
she gazed attent�vely, almost w�th cur�os�ty, �nto her eyes. Darya
M�ha�lovna was secretly perplexed; for the f�rst t�me �t struck her that
she d�d not really understand her daughter. When she had heard
from Pandalevsky of her meet�ng w�th Rud�n, she was not so much
d�spleased as amazed that her sens�ble Natalya could resolve upon
such a step. But when she had sent for her, and fell to upbra�d�ng her
—not at all as one would have expected from a lady of European
renown, but w�th loud and vulgar abuse—Natalya’s f�rm repl�es, and
the resolut�on of her looks and movements, had confused and even
�nt�m�dated her.

Rud�n’s sudden, and wholly unexpla�ned, departure had taken a
great load off her heart, but she had expected tears, and hyster�cs....
Natalya’s outward composure threw her out of her reckon�ng aga�n.

‘Well, ch�ld,’ began Darya M�ha�lovna, ‘how are you to-day?’
Natalya looked at her mother. ‘He �s gone, you see... your hero. Do
you know why he dec�ded on go�ng so qu�ckly?’

‘Mamma!’ sa�d Natalya �n a low vo�ce, ‘I g�ve you my word, �f you
w�ll not ment�on h�m, you shall never hear h�s name from me.’

‘Then you acknowledge how wrongly you behaved to me?’
Natalya looked down and repeated:



‘You shall never hear h�s name from me.’
‘Well, well,’ answered Darya M�ha�lovna w�th a sm�le, ‘I bel�eve

you. But the day before yesterday, do you remember how—There,
we w�ll pass that over. It �s all over and bur�ed and forgotten. Isn’t �t?
Come, I know you aga�n now; but I was altogether puzzled then.
There, k�ss me l�ke a sens�ble g�rl!’

Natalya l�fted Darya M�ha�lovna’s hand to her l�ps, and Darya
M�ha�lovna k�ssed her stoop�ng head.

‘Always l�sten to my adv�ce. Do not forget that you are a Lasunsky
and my daughter,’ she added, ‘and you w�ll be happy. And now you
may go.’

Natalya went away �n s�lence. Darya M�ha�lovna looked after her
and thought: ‘She �s l�ke me—she too w�ll let herself be carr�ed away
by her feel�ngs; ma�s ella aura mo�ns d’abandon.’ And Darya
M�ha�lovna fell to mus�ng over memor�es of the past... of the d�stant
past.

Then she summoned Mlle. Boncourt and rema�ned a long wh�le
closeted w�th her.

When she had d�sm�ssed her she sent for Pandalevsky. She
wanted at all hazards to d�scover the real cause of Rud�n’s
departure... but Pandalevsky succeeded �n completely sat�sfy�ng her.
It was what he was there for.

The next day Vol�ntsev and h�s s�ster came to d�nner. Darya
M�ha�lovna was always very affable to h�m, but th�s t�me she was
espec�ally cord�al to h�m. Natalya felt unbearably m�serable; but
Vol�ntsev was so respectful, and addressed her so t�m�dly, that she
could not but be grateful to h�m �n her heart. The day passed qu�etly,
rather ted�ously, but all felt as they separated that they had fallen
back �nto the old order of th�ngs; and that means much, very much.

Yes, all had fallen back �nto the�r old order—all except Natalya.
When at last she was able to be alone, she dragged herself w�th
d�ff�culty �nto her bed, and, weary and worn out, fell w�th her face on
the p�llow. L�fe seemed so cruel, so hateful, and so sord�d, she was
so ashamed of herself, her love, and her sorrow, that at that moment
she would have been glad to d�e.... There were many sorrowful days



�n store for her, and sleepless n�ghts and tortur�ng emot�ons; but she
was young—l�fe had scarcely begun for her, and sooner or later l�fe
asserts �ts cla�ms. Whatever blow has fallen on a man, he must—
forg�ve the coarseness of the express�on—eat that day or at least the
next, and that �s the f�rst step to consolat�on.

Natalya suffered terr�bly, she suffered for the f�rst t�me.... But the
f�rst sorrow, l�ke f�rst love, does not come aga�n—and thank God for
�t!





XII
About two years had passed. The f�rst days of May had come.

Alexandra Pavlovna, no longer L�p�n but Lezhnyov, was s�tt�ng on the
balcony of her house; she had been marr�ed to M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch for
more than a year. She was as charm�ng as ever, and had only grown
a l�ttle stouter of late. In front of the balcony, from wh�ch there were
steps lead�ng �nto the garden, a nurse was walk�ng about carry�ng a
rosy-cheeked baby �n her arms, �n a wh�te cloak, w�th a wh�te cap on
h�s head. Alexandra Pavlovna kept her eyes constantly on h�m. The
baby d�d not cry, but sucked h�s thumb gravely and looked about
h�m. He was already show�ng h�mself a worthy son of M�ha�lo
M�ha�l�tch.

On the balcony, near Alexandra Pavlovna, was s�tt�ng our old
fr�end, P�gasov. He had grown not�ceably greyer s�nce we parted
from h�m, and was bent and th�n, and he l�sped when he spoke; one
of h�s front teeth had gone; and th�s l�sp gave st�ll greater asper�ty to
h�s words.... H�s sp�tefulness had not decreased w�th years, but h�s
sall�es were less l�vely, and he more frequently repeated h�mself.
M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch was not at home; they were expect�ng h�m �n to
tea. The sun had already set. Where �t had gone down, a streak of
pale gold and of lemon colour stretched across the d�stant hor�zon;
on the oppos�te quarter of the sky was a stretch of dove-colour below
and cr�mson l�lac above. L�ght clouds seemed melt�ng away
overhead. There was every prom�se of prolonged f�ne weather.

Suddenly P�gasov burst out laugh�ng.
‘What �s �t, Afr�can Semen�tch?’ �nqu�red Alexandra Pavlovna.
‘Oh, yesterday I heard a peasant say to h�s w�fe—she had been

chatter�ng away—“don’t squeak!” I l�ked that �mmensely. And after
all, what can a woman talk about? I never, you know, speak of
present company. Our ancestors were w�ser than we. The beauty �n
the�r stor�es always s�ts at the w�ndow w�th a star on her brow and
never utters a syllable. That’s how �t ought to be. Th�nk of �t! the day



before yesterday, our marshal’s w�fe—she m�ght have sent a p�stol-
shot �nto my head!—says to me she doesn’t l�ke my tendenc�es!
Tendenc�es! Come, wouldn’t �t be better for her and for every one �f
by some benef�cent ord�nance of nature she were suddenly depr�ved
of the use of her tongue?’

‘Oh, you are always l�ke that, Afr�can Semen�tch; you are always
attack�ng us poor... Do you know �t’s a m�sfortune of a sort, really? I
am sorry for you.’

‘A m�sfortune! Why do you say that? To beg�n w�th, �n my op�n�on,
there are only three m�sfortunes: to l�ve �n w�nter �n cold lodg�ngs, �n
summer to wear t�ght shoes, and to spend the n�ght �n a room where
a baby cr�es whom you can’t get r�d of w�th Pers�an powder; and
secondly, I am now the most peaceable of men. Why, I’m a model!
You know how properly I behave!’

‘F�ne behav�our, �ndeed! Only yesterday Elena Antonovna
compla�ned to me of you.’

‘Well! And what d�d she tell you, �f I may know?’
‘She told me that for one whole morn�ng you would make no reply

to all her quest�ons but “what? what?” and always �n the same
squeak�ng vo�ce.’

P�gasov laughed.
‘But that was a happy �dea, you’ll allow, Alexandra Pavlovna, eh?’
‘Adm�rable, �ndeed! Can you really have behaved so rudely to a

lady, Afr�can Semen�tch?’
‘What! Do you regard Elena Antonovna as a lady?’
‘What do you regard her as?’
‘A drum, upon my word, an ord�nary drum such as they beat w�th

st�cks.’
‘Oh,’ �nterrupted Alexandra Pavlovna, anx�ous to change the

conversat�on, ‘they tell me one may congratulate you.’
‘Upon what?’
‘The end of your lawsu�t. The Gl�novsky meadows are yours.’
‘Yes, they are m�ne,’ repl�ed P�gasov gloom�ly.



‘You have been try�ng to ga�n th�s so many years, and now you
seem d�scontented.’

‘I assure you, Alexandra Pavlovna,’ sa�d P�gasov slowly, ‘noth�ng
can be worse and more �njur�ous than good-fortune that comes too
late. It cannot g�ve you pleasure �n any way, and �t depr�ves you of
the r�ght—the prec�ous r�ght—of compla�n�ng and curs�ng
Prov�dence. Yes, madam, �t’s a cruel and �nsult�ng tr�ck—belated
fortune.’

Alexandra Pavlovna only shrugged her shoulders.
‘Nurse,’ she began, ‘I th�nk �t’s t�me to put M�sha to bed. G�ve h�m

to me.’
Wh�le Alexandra Pavlovna bus�ed herself w�th her son, P�gasov

walked off mutter�ng to the other corner of the balcony.
Suddenly, not far off on the road that ran the length of the garden,

M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch made h�s appearance dr�v�ng h�s rac�ng droshky.
Two huge house-dogs ran before the horse, one yellow, the other
grey, both only lately obta�ned. They �ncessantly quarrelled, and
were �nseparable compan�ons. An old pug-dog came out of the gate
to meet them. He opened h�s mouth as �f he were go�ng to bark, but
ended by yawn�ng and turn�ng back aga�n w�th a fr�endly wag of the
ta�l.

‘Look here, Sasha,’ cr�ed Lezhnyov, from the d�stance, to h�s w�fe,
‘whom I am br�ng�ng you.’

Alexandra Pavlovna d�d not at once recogn�se the man who was
s�tt�ng beh�nd her husband’s back.

‘Ah! Mr. Bass�stoff!’ she cr�ed at last.
‘It’s he,’ answered Lezhnyov; ‘and he has brought such glor�ous

news. Wa�t a m�nute, you shall know d�rectly.’
And he drove �nto the courtyard.
Some m�nutes later he came w�th Bass�stoff �nto the balcony.
‘Hurrah!’ he cr�ed, embrac�ng h�s w�fe, ‘Serezha �s go�ng to be

marr�ed.’
‘To whom?’ asked Alexandra Pavlovna, much ag�tated.



‘To Natalya, of course. Our fr�end has brought the news from
Moscow, and there �s a letter for you.’

‘Do you hear, M�sha,’ he went on, snatch�ng h�s son �nto h�s arms,
‘your uncle’s go�ng to be marr�ed? What cr�m�nal �nd�fference! he only
bl�nks h�s eyes!’

‘He �s sleepy,’ remarked the nurse.
‘Yes,’ sa�d Bass�stoff, go�ng up to Alexandra Pavlovna, ‘I have

come to-day from Moscow on bus�ness for Darya M�ha�lovna—to go
over the accounts on the estate. And here �s the letter.’

Alexandra Pavlovna opened her brother’s letter �n haste. It
cons�sted of a few l�nes only. In the f�rst transport of joy he �nformed
h�s s�ster that he had made Natalya an offer, and rece�ved her
consent and Darya M�ha�lovna’s; and he prom�sed to wr�te more by
the next post, and sent embraces and k�sses to all. It was clear he
was wr�t�ng �n a state of del�r�um.

Tea was served, Bass�stoff sat down. Quest�ons were showered
upon h�m. Every one, even P�gasov, was del�ghted at the news he
had brought.

‘Tell me, please,’ sa�d Lezhnyov among the rest, ‘rumours reached
us of a certa�n Mr. Kortchag�n. That was all nonsense, I suppose?’

Kortchag�n was a handsome young man, a soc�ety l�on,
excess�vely conce�ted and �mportant; he behaved w�th extraord�nary
d�gn�ty, just as �f he had not been a l�v�ng man, but h�s own statue set
up by publ�c subscr�pt�on.

‘Well, no, not altogether nonsense,’ repl�ed Bass�stoff w�th a sm�le;
‘Darya M�ha�lovna was very favourable to h�m; but Natalya
Alexyevna would not even hear of h�m.’

‘I know h�m,’ put �n P�gasov, ‘he’s a double dummy, a no�sy
dummy, �f you l�ke! If all people were l�ke that, �t would need a large
sum of money to �nduce one to consent to l�ve—upon my word!’

‘Very l�kely,’ answered Bass�stoff; ‘but he plays a lead�ng part �n
soc�ety.’

‘Well, never m�nd h�m!’ cr�ed Alexandra Pavlovna. ‘Peace be w�th
h�m! Ah! how glad I am for my brother! And Natalya, �s she br�ght
and happy?’



‘Yes. She �s qu�et, as she always �s. You know her—but she
seems contented.’

The even�ng was spent �n fr�endly and l�vely talk. They sat down to
supper.

‘Oh, by the way,’ �nqu�red Lezhnyov of Bass�stoff, as he poured
h�m out some Laf�tte, ‘do you know where Rud�n �s?’

‘I don’t know for certa�n now. He came last w�nter to Moscow for a
short t�me, and then went w�th a fam�ly to S�mb�rsk. I corresponded
w�th h�m for some t�me; �n h�s last letter he �nformed me he was
leav�ng S�mb�rsk—he d�d not say where he was go�ng—and s�nce
then I have heard noth�ng of h�m.’

‘He �s all r�ght!’ put �n P�gasov. ‘He �s stay�ng somewhere
sermon�s�ng. That gentleman w�ll always f�nd two or three adherents
everywhere, to l�sten to h�m open-mouthed and lend h�m money. You
w�ll see he w�ll end by dy�ng �n some out-of-the-way corner �n the
arms of an old ma�d �n a w�g, who w�ll bel�eve he �s the greatest
gen�us �n the world.’

‘You speak very harshly of h�m,’ remarked Bass�stoff, �n a
d�spleased undertone.

‘Not a b�t harshly,’ repl�ed P�gasov; ‘but perfectly fa�rly. In my
op�n�on, he �s s�mply noth�ng else than a sponge. I forgot to tell you,’
he cont�nued, turn�ng to Lezhnyov, ‘that I have made the
acqua�ntance of that Terlahov, w�th whom Rud�n travelled abroad.
Yes! Yes! What he told me of h�m, you cannot �mag�ne—�t’s s�mply
scream�ng! It’s a remarkable fact that all Rud�n’s fr�ends and
adm�rers become �n t�me h�s enem�es.’

‘I beg you to except me from the number of such fr�ends!’
�nterposed Bass�stoff warmly.

‘Oh, you—that’s a d�fferent th�ng! I was not speak�ng of you.’
‘But what d�d Terlahov tell you?’ asked Alexandra Pavlovna.
‘Oh, he told me a great deal; there’s no remember�ng �t all. But the

best of all was an anecdote of what happened to Rud�n. As he was
�ncessantly develop�ng (these gentlemen always are develop�ng;
other people s�mply sleep and eat; but they manage the�r sleep�ng
and eat�ng �n the �ntervals of development; �sn’t that �t, Mr.



Bass�stoff?’ Bass�stoff made no reply.) ‘And so, as he was cont�nually
develop�ng, Rud�n arr�ved at the conclus�on, by means of ph�losophy,
that he ought to fall �n love. He began to look about for a sweetheart
worthy of such an aston�sh�ng conclus�on. Fortune sm�led upon h�m.
He made the acqua�ntance of a very pretty French dressmaker. The
whole �nc�dent occurred �n a German town on the Rh�ne, observe.
He began to go and see her, to take her var�ous books, to talk to her
of Nature and Hegel. Can you fancy the pos�t�on of the dressmaker?
She took h�m for an astronomer. However, you know he’s not a bad-
look�ng fellow—and a fore�gner, a Russ�an, of course—he took her
fancy. Well, at last he �nv�ted her to a rendezvous, and a very
poet�cal rendezvous, �n a boat on the r�ver. The Frenchwoman
agreed; dressed herself �n her best and went out w�th h�m �n a boat.
So they spent two hours. How do you th�nk he was occup�ed all that
t�me? He patted the Frenchwoman on the head, gazed thoughtfully
at the sky, and frequently repeated that he felt for her the tenderness
of a father. The Frenchwoman went back home �n a fury, and she
herself told the story to Terlahov afterwards! That’s the k�nd of fellow
he �s.’

And P�gasov broke �nto a loud laugh.
‘You old cyn�c!’ sa�d Alexandra Pavlovna �n a tone of annoyance,

‘but I am more and more conv�nced that even those who attack
Rud�n cannot f�nd any harm to say of h�m.’

‘No harm? Upon my word! and h�s perpetual l�v�ng at other
people’s expense, h�s borrow�ng money.... M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch, he
borrowed of you too, no doubt, d�dn’t he?’

‘L�sten, Afr�can Semen�tch!’ began Lezhnyov, and h�s face
assumed a ser�ous express�on, ‘l�sten; you know, and my w�fe
knows, that the last t�me I saw h�m I felt no spec�al attachment for
Rud�n, and I even often blamed h�m. For all that (Lezhnyov f�lled up
the glasses w�th champagne) th�s �s what I suggest to you now; we
have just drunk to the health of my dear brother and h�s future br�de;
I propose that you dr�nk now to the health of Dm�tr� Rud�n!’

Alexandra Pavlovna and P�gasov looked �n aston�shment at
Lezhnyov, but Bass�stoff sat w�de-eyed, blush�ng and trembl�ng all
over w�th del�ght.



‘I know h�m well,’ cont�nued Lezhnyov, ‘I am well aware of h�s
faults. They are the more consp�cuous because he h�mself �s not on
a small scale.’

‘Rud�n has character, gen�us!’ cr�ed Bass�stoff.
‘Gen�us, very l�kely he has!’ repl�ed Lezhnyov, ‘but as for character

... That’s just h�s m�sfortune, that there’s no character �n h�m... But
that’s not the po�nt. I want to speak of what �s good, of what �s rare �n
h�m. He has enthus�asm; and bel�eve me, who am a phlegmat�c
person enough, that �s the most prec�ous qual�ty �n our t�mes. We
have all become �nsufferably reasonable, �nd�fferent, and slothful; we
are asleep and cold, and thanks to any one who w�ll wake us up and
warm us! It �s h�gh t�me! Do you remember, Sasha, once when I was
talk�ng to you about h�m, I blamed h�m for coldness? I was r�ght, and
wrong too, then. The coldness �s �n h�s blood—that �s not h�s fault—
and not �n h�s head. He �s not an actor, as I called h�m, nor a cheat,
nor a scoundrel; he l�ves at other people’s expense, not l�ke a
sw�ndler, but l�ke a ch�ld.... Yes; no doubt he w�ll d�e somewhere �n
poverty and want; but are we to throw stones at h�m for that? He
never does anyth�ng h�mself prec�sely, he has no v�tal force, no
blood; but who has the r�ght to say that he has not been of use? that
h�s words have not scattered good seeds �n young hearts, to whom
nature has not den�ed, as she has to h�m, powers for act�on, and the
faculty of carry�ng out the�r own �deas? Indeed, I myself, to beg�n
w�th, have ga�ned all that from h�m.... Sasha knows what Rud�n d�d
for me �n my youth. I also ma�nta�ned, I recollect, that Rud�n’s words
could not produce an effect on men; but I was speak�ng then of men
l�ke myself, at my present age, of men who have already l�ved and
been broken �n by l�fe. One false note �n a man’s eloquence, and the
whole harmony �s spo�led for us; but a young man’s ear, happ�ly, �s
not so over-f�ne, not so tra�ned. If the substance of what he hears
seems f�ne to h�m, what does he care about the �ntonat�on! The
�ntonat�on he w�ll supply for h�mself!’

‘Bravo, bravo!’ cr�ed Bass�stoff, ‘that �s justly spoken! And as
regards Rud�n’s �nfluence, I swear to you, that man not only knows
how to move you, he l�fts you up, he does not let you stand st�ll, he
st�rs you to the depths and sets you on f�re!’



‘You hear?’ cont�nued Lezhnyov, turn�ng to P�gasov; ‘what further
proof do you want? You attack ph�losophy; speak�ng of �t, you cannot
f�nd words contemptuous enough. I myself am not excess�vely
devoted to �t, and I know l�ttle enough about �t; but our pr�nc�pal
m�sfortunes do not come from ph�losophy! The Russ�an w�ll never be
�nfected w�th ph�losoph�cal ha�r-spl�tt�ngs and nonsense; he has too
much common-sense for that; but we must not let every s�ncere
effort after truth and knowledge be attacked under the name of
ph�losophy. Rud�n’s m�sfortune �s that he does not understand
Russ�a, and that, certa�nly, �s a great m�sfortune. Russ�a can do
w�thout every one of us, but not one of us can do w�thout her. Woe to
h�m who th�nks he can, and woe twofold to h�m who actually does do
w�thout her! Cosmopol�tan�sm �s all twaddle, the cosmopol�tan �s a
nonent�ty—worse than a nonent�ty; w�thout nat�onal�ty �s no art, nor
truth, nor l�fe, nor anyth�ng. You cannot even have an �deal face
w�thout �nd�v�dual express�on; only a vulgar face can be devo�d of �t.
But I say aga�n, that �s not Rud�n’s fault; �t �s h�s fate—a cruel and
unhappy fate—for wh�ch we cannot blame h�m. It would take us too
far �f we tr�ed to trace why Rud�ns spr�ng up among us. But for what
�s f�ne �n h�m, let us be grateful to h�m. That �s pleasanter than be�ng
unfa�r to h�m, and we have been unfa�r to h�m. It’s not our bus�ness
to pun�sh h�m, and �t’s not needed; he has pun�shed h�mself far more
cruelly than he deserved. And God grant that unhapp�ness may have
blotted out all the harm there was �n h�m, and left only what was f�ne!
I dr�nk to the health of Rud�n! I dr�nk to the comrade of my best
years, I dr�nk to youth, to �ts hopes, �ts endeavours, �ts fa�th, and �ts
honesty, to all that our hearts beat for at twenty; we have known, and
shall know, noth�ng better than that �n l�fe.... I dr�nk to that golden
t�me—to the health of Rud�n!’

All cl�nked glasses w�th Lezhnyov. Bass�stoff, �n h�s enthus�asm,
almost cracked h�s glass and dra�ned �t off at a draught. Alexandra
Pavlovna pressed Lezhnyov’s hand.

‘Why, M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch, I d�d not suspect you were an orator,’
remarked P�gasov; ‘�t was equal to Mr. Rud�n h�mself; even I was
moved by �t.’



‘I am not at all an orator,’ repl�ed Lezhnyov, not w�thout
annoyance, ‘but to move you, I fancy, would be d�ff�cult. But enough
of Rud�n; let us talk of someth�ng else. What of—what’s h�s name—
Pandalevsky? �s he st�ll l�v�ng at Darya M�ha�lovna’s?’ he concluded,
turn�ng to Bass�stoff.

‘Oh yes, he �s st�ll there. She has managed to get h�m a very
prof�table place.’

Lezhnyov sm�led.
‘That’s a man who won’t d�e �n want, one can count upon that.’
Supper was over. The guests d�spersed. When she was left alone

w�th her husband, Alexandra Pavlovna looked sm�l�ng �nto h�s face.
‘How splend�d you were th�s even�ng, M�sha,’ she sa�d, strok�ng h�s

forehead, ‘how cleverly and nobly you spoke! But confess, you
exaggerated a l�ttle �n Rud�n’s pra�se, as �n old days you d�d �n
attack�ng h�m.’

‘I can’t let them h�t a man when he’s down. And �n those days I
was afra�d he was turn�ng your head.’

‘No,’ repl�ed Alexandra Pavlovna na�vely, ‘he always seemed too
learned for me. I was afra�d of h�m, and never knew what to say �n
h�s presence. But wasn’t P�gasov nasty �n h�s r�d�cule of h�m to-day?’

‘P�gasov?’ responded Lezhnyov. ‘That was just why I stood up for
Rud�n so warmly, because P�gasov was here. He dare to call Rud�n
a sponge �ndeed! Why, I cons�der the part he plays—P�gasov I mean
—�s a hundred t�mes worse! He has an �ndependent property, and he
sneers at every one, and yet see how he fawns upon wealthy or
d�st�ngu�shed people! Do you know that that fellow, who abuses
everyth�ng and every one w�th such scorn, and attacks ph�losophy
and women, do you know that when he was �n the serv�ce, he took
br�bes and that sort of th�ng! Ugh! That’s what he �s!’

‘Is �t poss�ble?’ cr�ed Alexandra Pavlovna, ‘I should never have
expected that! M�sha,’ she added, after a short pause, ‘I want to ask
you——’

‘What?’
‘What do you th�nk, w�ll my brother be happy w�th Natalya?’



‘How can I tell you?... there’s every l�kel�hood of �t. She w�ll take
the lead... there’s no reason to h�de the fact between us... she �s
cleverer than he �s; but he’s a cap�tal fellow, and loves her w�th all h�s
soul. What more would you have? You see we love one another and
are happy, aren’t we?’

Alexandra Pavlovna sm�led and pressed h�s hand.
On the same day on wh�ch all that has been descr�bed took place

�n Alexandra Pavlovna’s house, �n one of the remote d�str�cts of
Russ�a, a wretched l�ttle covered cart, drawn by three v�llage horses
was crawl�ng along the h�gh road �n the sultry heat. On the front seat
was perched a gr�zzled peasant �n a ragged cloak, w�th h�s legs
hang�ng slant�ng on the shaft; he kept fl�ck�ng w�th the re�ns, wh�ch
were of cord, and shak�ng the wh�p. Ins�de the cart there was s�tt�ng
on a shaky portmanteau a tall man �n a cap and old dusty cloak. It
was Rud�n. He sat w�th bent head, the peak of h�s cap pulled over
h�s eyes. The jolt�ng of the cart threw h�m from s�de to s�de; but he
seemed utterly unconsc�ous, as though he were asleep. At last he
drew h�mself up.

‘When are we com�ng to a stat�on?’ he �nqu�red of the peasant
s�tt�ng �n front.

‘Just over the h�ll, l�ttle father,’ sa�d the peasant, w�th a st�ll more
v�olent shak�ng of the re�ns. ‘There’s a m�le and a half farther to go,
not more.... Come! there! look about you.... I’ll teach you,’ he added
�n a shr�ll vo�ce, sett�ng to work to wh�p the r�ght-hand horse.

‘You seem to dr�ve very badly,’ observed Rud�n; ‘we have been
crawl�ng along s�nce early morn�ng, and we have not succeeded �n
gett�ng there yet. You should have sung someth�ng.’

‘Well, what would you have, l�ttle father? The horses, you see
yourself, are overdone... and then the heat; and I can’t s�ng. I’m not a
coachman.... Hullo, you l�ttle sheep!’ cr�ed the peasant, suddenly
turn�ng to a man com�ng along �n a brown smock and bark shoes
downtrodden at heel. ‘Get out of the way!’

‘You’re a n�ce dr�ver!’ muttered the man after h�m, and stood st�ll.
‘You wretched Muscov�te,’ he added �n a vo�ce full of contempt,
shook h�s head and l�mped away.



‘What are you up to?’ sang out the peasant at �ntervals, pull�ng at
the shaft-horse. ‘Ah, you dev�l! Get on!’

The jaded horses dragged themselves at last up to the post�ng-
stat�on. Rud�n crept out of the cart, pa�d the peasant (who d�d not
bow to h�m, and kept shak�ng the co�ns �n the palm of h�s hand a
long wh�le—ev�dently there was too l�ttle dr�nk-money) and h�mself
carr�ed the portmanteau �nto the post�ng-stat�on.

A fr�end of m�ne who has wandered a great deal about Russ�a �n
h�s t�me made the observat�on that �f the p�ctures hang�ng on the
walls of a post�ng-stat�on represent scenes from ‘the Pr�soner of the
Caucasus,’ or Russ�an generals, you may get horses soon; but �f the
p�ctures dep�ct the l�fe of the well-known gambler George de
Germany, the traveller need not hope to get off qu�ckly; he w�ll have
t�me to adm�re to the full the ha�r à la cockatoo, the wh�te open
wa�stcoat, and the exceed�ngly short and narrow trousers of the
gambler �n h�s youth, and h�s exasperated phys�ognomy, when �n h�s
old age he k�lls h�s son, wav�ng a cha�r above h�m, �n a cottage w�th a
narrow sta�rcase. In the room �nto wh�ch Rud�n walked prec�sely
these p�ctures were hang�ng out of ‘Th�rty Years, or the L�fe of a
Gambler.’ In response to h�s call the super�ntendent appeared, who
had just waked up (by the way, d�d any one ever see a
super�ntendent who had not just been asleep?), and w�thout even
wa�t�ng for Rud�n’s quest�on, �nformed h�m �n a sleepy vo�ce that
there were no horses.

‘How can you say there are no horses,’ sa�d Rud�n, ‘when you
don’t even know where I am go�ng? I came here w�th v�llage horses.’

‘We have no horses for anywhere,’ answered the super�ntendent.
‘But where are you go�ng?’

‘To Sk——.’
‘We have no horses,’ repeated the super�ntendent, and he went

away.
Rud�n, vexed, went up to the w�ndow and threw h�s cap on the

table. He was not much changed, but had grown rather yellow �n the
last two years; s�lver threads shone here and there �n h�s curls, and
h�s eyes, st�ll magn�f�cent, seemed somehow d�mmed, f�ne l�nes, the
traces of b�tter and d�squ�et�ng emot�ons, lay about h�s l�ps and on h�s



temples. H�s clothes were shabby and old, and he had no l�nen
v�s�ble anywhere. H�s best days were clearly over: as the gardeners
say, he had gone to seed.

He began read�ng the �nscr�pt�ons on the walls—the ord�nary
d�stract�on of weary travellers; suddenly the door creaked and the
super�ntendent came �n.

‘There are no horses for Sk——, and there won’t be any for a long
t�me,’ he sa�d, ‘but here are some ready to go to V——.’

‘To V——?’ sa�d Rud�n. ‘Why, that’s not on my road at all. I am
go�ng to Penza, and V—— l�es, I th�nk, �n the d�rect�on of Tamboff.’

‘What of that? you can get there from Tamboff, and from V——
you won’t be at all out of your road.’

Rud�n thought a moment.
‘Well, all r�ght,’ he sa�d at last, ‘tell them to put the horses to. It �s

the same to me; I w�ll go to Tamboff.’
The horses were soon ready. Rud�n carr�ed h�s own portmanteau,

cl�mbed �nto the cart, and took h�s seat, h�s head hang�ng as before.
There was someth�ng helpless and pathet�cally subm�ss�ve �n h�s
bent f�gure.... And the three horses went off at a slow trot.



EPILOGUE
Some years had passed by.
It was a cold autumn day. A travell�ng carr�age drew up at the

steps of the pr�nc�pal hotel of the government town of C——; a
gentleman yawn�ng and stretch�ng stepped out of �t. He was not
elderly, but had had t�me to acqu�re that fulness of f�gure wh�ch
hab�tually commands respect. He went up the sta�rcase to the
second story, and stopped at the entrance to a w�de corr�dor. See�ng
no one before h�m he called out �n a loud vo�ce ask�ng for a room. A
door creaked somewhere, and a long wa�ter jumped up from beh�nd
a low screen, and came forward w�th a qu�ck flank movement, an
appar�t�on of a glossy back and tucked-up sleeves �n the half-dark
corr�dor. The traveller went �nto the room and at once throw�ng off h�s
cloak and scarf, sat down on the sofa, and w�th h�s f�sts propped on
h�s knees, he f�rst looked round as though he were hardly awake yet,
and then gave the order to send up h�s servant. The hotel wa�ter
made a bow and d�sappeared. The traveller was no other than
Lezhnyov. He had come from the country to C—— about some
conscr�pt�on bus�ness.

Lezhnyov’s servant, a curly-headed, rosy-cheeked youth �n a grey
cloak, w�th a blue sash round the wa�st, and soft felt shoes, came
�nto the room.

‘Well, my boy, here we are,’ Lezhnyov sa�d, ‘and you were afra�d
all the wh�le that a wheel would come off.’

‘We are here,’ repl�ed the boy, try�ng to sm�le above the h�gh collar
of h�s cloak, ‘but the reason why the wheel d�d not come off——’

‘Is there no one �n here?’ sounded a vo�ce �n the corr�dor.
Lezhnyov started and l�stened.
‘Eh? who �s there?’ repeated the vo�ce.
Lezhnyov got up, walked to the door, and qu�ckly threw �t open.



Before h�m stood a tall man, bent and almost completely grey, �n
an old fr�eze coat w�th bronze buttons.

‘Rud�n!’ he cr�ed �n an exc�ted vo�ce.
Rud�n turned round. He could not d�st�ngu�sh Lezhnyov’s features,

as he stood w�th h�s back to the l�ght, and he looked at h�m �n
bew�lderment.

‘You don’t know me?’ sa�d Lezhnyov.
‘M�ha�lo M�ha�l�tch!’ cr�ed Rud�n, and held out h�s hand, but drew �t

back aga�n �n confus�on. Lezhnyov made haste to snatch �t �n both of
h�s.

‘Come, come �n!’ he sa�d to Rud�n, and drew h�m �nto the room.
‘How you have changed!’ excla�med Lezhnyov after a br�ef s�lence,

�nvoluntar�ly dropp�ng h�s vo�ce.
‘Yes, they say so!’ repl�ed Rud�n, h�s eyes stray�ng about the room.

‘The years... and you not much. How �s Alexandra—your w�fe?’
‘She �s very well, thank you. But what fate brought you here?’
‘It �s too long a story. Str�ctly speak�ng, I came here by chance. I

was look�ng for a fr�end. But I am very glad...’
‘Where are you go�ng to d�ne?’
‘Oh, I don’t know. At some restaurant. I must go away from here

to-day.’
‘You must.’
Rud�n sm�led s�gn�f�cantly.
‘Yes, I must. They are send�ng me off to my own place, to my

home.’
‘D�ne w�th me.’
Rud�n for the f�rst t�me looked Lezhnyov stra�ght �n the face.
‘You �nv�te me to d�ne w�th you?’ he sa�d.
‘Yes, Rud�n, for the sake of old t�mes and old comradesh�p. W�ll

you? I d�d not expect to meet you, and God only knows when we
shall see each other aga�n. I cannot part from you l�ke th�s!’

‘Very well, I agree!’



Lezhnyov pressed Rud�n’s hand, and call�ng h�s servant, ordered
d�nner, and told h�m to have a bottle of champagne put �n �ce.

In the course of d�nner, Lezhnyov and Rud�n, as though by
agreement, kept talk�ng of the�r student days, recall�ng many th�ngs
and many fr�ends—dead and l�v�ng. At f�rst Rud�n spoke w�th l�ttle
�nterest, but when he had drunk a few glasses of w�ne h�s blood grew
warmer. At last the wa�ter took away the last d�sh, Lezhnyov got up,
closed the door, and com�ng back to the table, sat down fac�ng
Rud�n, and qu�etly rested h�s ch�n on h�s hands.

‘Now, then,’ he began, ‘tell me all that has happened to you s�nce I
saw you last.’

Rud�n looked at Lezhnyov.
‘Good God!’ thought Lezhnyov, ‘how he has changed, poor fellow!’
Rud�n’s features had undergone l�ttle change s�nce we saw h�m

last at the post�ng-stat�on, though approach�ng old age had had t�me
to set �ts mark upon them; but the�r express�on had become d�fferent.
H�s eyes had a changed look; h�s whole be�ng, h�s movements,
wh�ch were at one t�me slow, at another abrupt and d�sconnected,
h�s crushed, benumbed manner of speak�ng, all showed an utter
exhaust�on, a qu�et and secret deject�on, very d�fferent from the half-
assumed melancholy wh�ch he had affected once, as �t �s generally
affected by youth, when full of hopes and conf�dent van�ty.

‘Tell you all that has happened to me?’ he sa�d; ‘I could not tell you
all, and �t �s not worth wh�le. I am worn out; I have wandered far—�n
sp�r�t as well as �n flesh. What fr�ends I have made—good God! How
many th�ngs, how many men I have lost fa�th �n! Yes, how many!’
repeated Rud�n, not�c�ng that Lezhnyov was look�ng �n h�s face w�th a
k�nd of spec�al sympathy. ‘How many t�mes have my own words
grown hateful to me! I don’t mean now on my own l�ps, but on the
l�ps of those who had adopted my op�n�ons! How many t�mes have I
passed from the petulance of a ch�ld to the dull �nsens�b�l�ty of a
horse who does not lash h�s ta�l when the wh�p cuts h�m!... How
many t�mes I have been happy and hopeful, and have made
enem�es and humbled myself for noth�ng! How many t�mes I have
taken fl�ght l�ke an eagle—and returned crawl�ng l�ke a sna�l whose
shell has been crushed!... Where have I not been! What roads have I



not travelled!... And the roads are often d�rty,’ added Rud�n, sl�ghtly
turn�ng away. ‘You know ...’ he was cont�nu�ng.... ‘L�sten,’ �nterrupted
Lezhnyov. ‘We used once to say “Dm�tr� and M�ha�l” to one another.
Let us rev�ve the old hab�t,... w�ll you? Let us dr�nk to those days!’

Rud�n started and drew h�mself up a l�ttle, and there was a gleam
�n h�s eyes of someth�ng no word can express.

‘Let us dr�nk to them,’ he sa�d. ‘I thank you, brother, we w�ll dr�nk to
them!’

Lezhnyov and Rud�n dra�ned the�r glasses.
‘You know, M�ha�l,’ Rud�n began aga�n w�th a sm�le and a stress on

the name, ‘there �s a worm �n me wh�ch gnaws and worr�es me and
never lets me be at peace t�ll the end. It br�ngs me �nto coll�s�on w�th
people,—at f�rst they fall under my �nfluence, but afterwards...’

Rud�n waved h�s hand �n the a�r.
‘S�nce I parted from you, M�ha�l, I have seen much, have

exper�enced many changes.... I have begun l�fe, have started on
someth�ng new twenty t�mes—and here—you see!’

‘You had no stab�l�ty,’ sa�d Lezhnyov, as though to h�mself.
‘As you say, I had no stab�l�ty. I never was able to construct

anyth�ng; and �t’s a d�ff�cult th�ng, brother, to construct when one has
to create the very ground under one’s feet, to make one’s own
foundat�on for one’s self! All my adventures—that �s, speak�ng
accurately, all my fa�lures, I w�ll not descr�be. I w�ll tell of two or three
�nc�dents—those �nc�dents of my l�fe when �t seemed as �f success
were sm�l�ng on me, or rather when I began to hope for success—
wh�ch �s not altogether the same th�ng...’

Rud�n pushed back h�s grey and already sparse locks w�th the
same gesture wh�ch he used once to toss back h�s th�ck, dark curls.

‘Well, I w�ll tell you, M�ha�l,’ he began. ‘In Moscow I came across a
rather strange man. He was very wealthy and was the owner of
extens�ve estates. H�s ch�ef and only pass�on was love of sc�ence,
un�versal sc�ence. I have never yet been able to arr�ve at how th�s
pass�on arose �n h�m! It f�tted h�m about as well as a saddle on a
cow. He managed w�th d�ff�culty to ma�nta�n h�mself at h�s mental
elevat�on, he was almost w�thout the power of speech, he only rolled



h�s eyes w�th express�on and shook h�s head s�gn�f�cantly. I never
met, brother, a poorer and less g�fted nature than h�s.... In the
Smolensk prov�nce there are places l�ke that—noth�ng but sand and
a few tufts of grass wh�ch no an�mal can eat. Noth�ng succeeded �n
h�s hands; everyth�ng seemed to sl�p away from h�m; but he was st�ll
mad on mak�ng everyth�ng pla�n compl�cated. If �t had depended on
h�s arrangements, h�s people would have eaten stand�ng on the�r
heads. He worked, and wrote, and read �ndefat�gably. He devoted
h�mself to sc�ence w�th a k�nd of stubborn perseverance, a terr�ble
pat�ence; h�s van�ty was �mmense, and he had a w�ll of �ron. He l�ved
alone, and had the reputat�on of an eccentr�c. I made fr�ends w�th
h�m... and he l�ked me. I qu�ckly, I must own, saw through h�m; but
h�s zeal attracted me. Bes�des, he was the master of such resources;
so much good m�ght be done, so much real usefulness through
h�m.... I was �nstalled �n h�s house and went w�th h�m to the country.
My plans, brother, were on a vast scale; I dreamed of var�ous
reforms, �nnovat�ons...’

‘Just as at the Lasunsky’s, do you remember, Dm�tr�?’ responded
Lezhnyov, w�th an �ndulgent sm�le.

‘Ah, but then I knew �n my heart that noth�ng would come of my
words; but th�s t�me... an altogether d�fferent f�eld of act�v�ty lay open
before me.... I took w�th me books on agr�culture... to tell the truth, I
d�d not read one of them through.... Well, I set to work. At f�rst �t d�d
not progress as I had expected; but afterwards �t d�d get on �n a way.
My new fr�end looked on and sa�d noth�ng; he d�d not �nterfere w�th
me, at least not to any not�ceable extent. He accepted my
suggest�ons, and carr�ed them out, but w�th a stubborn sullenness, a
secret want of fa�th; and he bent everyth�ng h�s own way. He pr�zed
extremely every �dea of h�s own. He got to �t w�th d�ff�culty, l�ke a
ladyb�rd on a blade of grass, and he would s�t and s�t upon �t, as
though plum�ng h�s w�ngs and gett�ng ready for a fl�ght, and suddenly
he would fall off and beg�n crawl�ng aga�n.... Don’t be surpr�sed at
these compar�sons; at that t�me they were always crowd�ng on my
�mag�nat�on. So I struggled on there for two years. The work d�d not
progress much �n sp�te of all my efforts. I began to be t�red of �t, my
fr�end bored me; I had come to sneer at h�m, and he st�fled me l�ke a
featherbed; h�s want of fa�th had changed �nto a dumb resentment; a



feel�ng of host�l�ty had la�d hold of both of us; we could scarcely now
speak of anyth�ng; he qu�etly but �ncessantly tr�ed to show me that he
was not under my �nfluence; my arrangements were e�ther set as�de
or altogether transformed. I real�sed, at last, that I was play�ng the
part of a toady �n the noble landowner’s house by prov�d�ng h�m w�th
�ntellectual amusement. It was very b�tter to me to have wasted my
t�me and strength for noth�ng, most b�tter to feel that I had aga�n and
aga�n been dece�ved �n my expectat�ons. I knew very well what I was
los�ng �f I went away; but I could not control myself, and one day
after a pa�nful and revolt�ng scene of wh�ch I was a w�tness, and
wh�ch showed my fr�end �n a most d�sadvantageous l�ght, I quarrelled
w�th h�m f�nally, went away, and threw up th�s newfangled pedant,
made of a queer compound of our nat�ve flour kneaded up w�th
German treacle.’

‘That �s, you threw up your da�ly bread, Dm�tr�,’ sa�d Lezhnyov,
lay�ng both hands on Rud�n’s shoulders.

‘Yes, and aga�n I was turned adr�ft, empty-handed and penn�less,
to fly wh�ther I l�sted. Ah! let us dr�nk!’

‘To your health!’ sa�d Lezhnyov, gett�ng up and k�ss�ng Rud�n on
the forehead. ‘To your health and to the memory of Pokorsky. He,
too, knew how to be poor.’

‘Well, that was number one of my adventures,’ began Rud�n, after
a short pause. ‘Shall I go on?’

‘Go on, please.’
‘Ah! I have no w�sh for talk�ng. I am t�red of talk�ng, brother....

However, so be �t. After knock�ng about �n var�ous parts—by the way,
I m�ght tell you how I became the secretary of a benevolent d�gn�tary,
and what came of that; but that would take me too long.... After
knock�ng about �n var�ous parts, I resolved to become at last—don’t
sm�le, please—a pract�cal bus�ness man. The opportun�ty came �n
th�s way. I became fr�endly w�th—he was much talked of at one t�me
—a man called Kurbyev.’

‘Oh, I never heard of h�m. But, really, Dm�tr�, w�th your �ntell�gence,
how was �t you d�d not suspect that to be a bus�ness man was not
the bus�ness for you?’



‘I know, brother, that �t was not; but, then, what �s the bus�ness for
me? But �f you had seen Kurbyev! Do not, pray, fancy h�m as some
empty-headed chatterer. They say I was eloquent once. I was s�mply
noth�ng bes�de h�m. He was a man of wonderful learn�ng and
knowledge,—an �ntellect, brother, a creat�ve �ntellect, for bus�ness
and commerc�al enterpr�ses. H�s bra�n seemed seeth�ng w�th the
boldest, the most unexpected schemes. I jo�ned h�m and we dec�ded
to turn our powers to a work of publ�c ut�l�ty.’

‘What was �t, may I know?’
Rud�n dropped h�s eyes.
‘You w�ll laugh at �t, M�ha�l.’
‘Why should I? No, I w�ll not laugh.’
‘We resolved to make a r�ver �n the K—— prov�nce f�t for

nav�gat�on,’ sa�d Rud�n w�th an embarrassed sm�le.
‘Really! Th�s Kurbyev was a cap�tal�st, then?’
‘He was poorer than I,’ responded Rud�n, and h�s grey head sank

on h�s breast.
Lezhnyov began to laugh, but he stopped suddenly and took

Rud�n by the hand.
‘Pardon me, brother, I beg,’ he sa�d, ‘but I d�d not expect that. Well,

so I suppose your enterpr�se d�d not get further than paper?’
‘Not so. A beg�nn�ng was made. We h�red workmen, and set to

work. But then we were met by var�ous obstacles. In the f�rst place
the m�llowners would not meet us favourably at all; and more than
that, we could not turn the water out of �ts course w�thout mach�nery,
and we had not money enough for mach�nery. For s�x months we
l�ved �n mud huts. Kurbyev l�ved on dry bread, and I, too, had not
much to eat. However, I don’t compla�n of that; the scenery there �s
someth�ng magn�f�cent. We struggled and struggled on, appeal�ng to
merchants, wr�t�ng letters and c�rculars. It ended �n my spend�ng my
last farth�ng on the project.’

‘Well!’ observed Lezhnyov, ‘I �mag�ne to spend your last farth�ng,
Dm�tr�, was not a d�ff�cult matter?’

‘It was not d�ff�cult, certa�nly.’



Rud�n looked out of the w�ndow.
‘But the project really was not a bad one, and �t m�ght have been

of �mmense serv�ce.’
‘And where d�d Kurbyev go to?’ asked Lezhnyov.
‘Oh, he �s now �n S�ber�a, he has become a gold-d�gger. And you

w�ll see he w�ll make h�mself a pos�t�on; he w�ll get on.’
‘Perhaps; but then you w�ll not be l�kely to make a pos�t�on for

yourself, �t seems.’
‘Well, that can’t be helped! But I know I was always a fr�volous

creature �n your eyes.’
‘Hush, brother; there was a t�me, certa�nly, when I saw your weak

s�de; but now, bel�eve me, I have learnt to value you. You w�ll not
make yourself a pos�t�on. And I love you, Dm�tr�, for that, �ndeed I do!’

Rud�n sm�led fa�ntly.
‘Truly?’
‘I respect you for �t!’ repeated Lezhnyov. ‘Do you understand me?’
Both were s�lent for a l�ttle.
‘Well, shall I proceed to number three?’ asked Rud�n.
‘Please do.’
‘Very well. The th�rd and last. I have only now got clear of number

three. But am I not bor�ng you, M�ha�l?’
‘Go on, go on.’
‘Well,’ began Rud�n, ‘once the �dea occurred to me at some le�sure

moment—I always had plenty of le�sure moments—the �dea
occurred to me; I have knowledge enough, my �ntent�ons are good. I
suppose even you w�ll not deny me good �ntent�ons?’

‘I should th�nk not!’
‘In all other d�rect�ons I had fa�led more or less... why should I not

become an �nstructor, or speak�ng s�mply a teacher... rather than
waste my l�fe?’

Rud�n stopped and s�ghed.
‘Rather than waste my l�fe, would �t not be better to try to pass on

to others what I know; perhaps they may extract at least some use



from my knowledge. My ab�l�t�es are above the ord�nary anyway, I
am a master of language. So I resolved to devote myself to th�s new
work. I had d�ff�culty �n obta�n�ng a post; I d�d not want to g�ve pr�vate
lessons; there was noth�ng I could do �n the lower schools. At last I
succeeded �n gett�ng an appo�ntment as professor �n the gymnas�um
here.’

‘As professor of what?’ asked Lezhnyov.
‘Professor of l�terature. I can tell you I never started on any work

w�th such zest as I d�d on th�s. The thought of produc�ng an effect
upon the young �nsp�red me. I spent three weeks over the
compos�t�on of my open�ng lecture.’

‘Have you got �t, Dm�tr�?’ �nterrupted Lezhnyov.
‘No! I lost �t somewhere. It went off fa�rly well, and was l�ked. I can

see now the faces of my l�steners—good young faces, w�th an
express�on of pure-souled attent�on and sympathy, and even of
amazement. I mounted the platform and read my lecture �n a fever; I
thought �t would f�ll more than an hour, but I had f�n�shed �t �n twenty
m�nutes. The �nspector was s�tt�ng there—a dry old man �n s�lver
spectacles and a short w�g—he somet�mes turned h�s head �n my
d�rect�on. When I had f�n�shed, he jumped up from h�s seat and sa�d
to me, “Good, but rather over the�r heads, obscure, and too l�ttle sa�d
about the subject.” But the pup�ls followed me w�th apprec�at�on �n
the�r looks—�ndeed they d�d. Ah, that �s how youth �s so prec�ous! I
gave a second wr�tten lecture, and a th�rd. After that I began to
lecture extempore.’

‘And you had success?’ asked Lezhnyov.
‘I had a great success. I gave my aud�ence all that was �n my soul.

Among them were two or three really remarkable boys; the rest d�d
not understand me much. I must confess though that even those
who d�d understand me somet�mes embarrassed me by the�r
quest�ons. But I d�d not lose heart. They all loved me; I gave them all
full marks �n exam�nat�ons. But then an �ntr�gue was started aga�nst
me—or no! �t was not an �ntr�gue at all; �t s�mply was, that I was not
�n my proper place. I was a h�ndrance to the others, and they were a
h�ndrance to me. I lectured to the gymnas�um pup�ls �n a way
lectures are not g�ven every day, even to students; they carr�ed away



very l�ttle from my lectures.... I myself d�d not know the facts enough.
Bes�des, I was not sat�sf�ed w�th the l�m�ted sphere ass�gned to me—
you know that �s always my weakness. I wanted rad�cal reforms, and
I swear to you that these reforms were both sens�ble and easy to
carry out. I hoped to carry them through the d�rector, a good and
honest man, over whom I had at f�rst some �nfluence. H�s w�fe a�ded
me. I have not, brother, met many women l�ke her �n my l�fe. She
was about forty; but she bel�eved �n goodness, and loved everyth�ng
f�ne w�th the enthus�asm of a g�rl of f�fteen, and was not afra�d to g�ve
utterance to her conv�ct�ons before any one whatever. I shall never
forget her generous enthus�asm and goodness. By her adv�ce I drew
up a plan.... But then my �nfluence was underm�ned, I was
m�srepresented to her. My ch�ef enemy was the professor of
mathemat�cs, a l�ttle sour, b�l�ous man who bel�eved �n noth�ng, a
character l�ke P�gasov, but far more able than he was.... By the way,
how �s P�gasov, �s he l�v�ng?’

‘Oh, yes; and only fancy, he �s marr�ed to a peasant woman, who,
they say, beats h�m.’

‘Serve h�m r�ght! And Natalya Alexyevna—�s she well?’
‘Yes.’
‘Is she happy?’
‘Yes.’
Rud�n was s�lent for a l�ttle.
‘What was I talk�ng about?... Oh yes! about the professor of

mathemat�cs. He perfectly hated me; he compared my lectures to
f�reworks, pounced upon every express�on of m�ne that was not
altogether clear, once even put me to confus�on over some
monument of the s�xteenth century.... But the most �mportant th�ng
was, he suspected my �ntent�ons; my last soap-bubble struck on h�m
as on a sp�ke, and burst. The �nspector, whom I had not got on w�th
from the f�rst, set the d�rector aga�nst me. A scene followed. I was
not ready to g�ve �n; I got hot; the matter came to the knowledge of
the author�t�es; I was forced to res�gn. I d�d not stop there; I wanted
to prove that they could not treat me l�ke that.... But they could treat
me as they l�ked.... Now I am forced to leave the town.’



A s�lence followed. Both the fr�ends sat w�th bowed heads.
Rud�n was the f�rst to speak.
‘Yes, brother,’ he began, ‘I can say now, �n the words of Koltsov,

“Thou hast led me astray, my youth, t�ll there �s nowhere I can turn
my steps.”... And yet can �t be that I was f�t for noth�ng, that for me
there was, as �t were, no work on earth to do? I have often put
myself th�s quest�on, and, however much I tr�ed to humble myself �n
my own eyes, I could not but feel the ex�stence of facult�es w�th�n me
wh�ch are not g�ven to every one! Why have these facult�es rema�ned
fru�tless? And let me say more; you know, when I was w�th you
abroad, M�ha�l, I was conce�ted and full of erroneous �deas....
Certa�nly I d�d not then real�se clearly what I wanted; I l�ved upon
words, and bel�eved �n phantoms. But now, I swear to you, I could
speak out before all men every des�re I feel. I have absolutely
noth�ng to h�de; I am absolutely, �n the fullest mean�ng of the word, a
well-�ntent�oned man. I am humble, I am ready to adapt myself to
c�rcumstances; I want l�ttle; I want to do the good that l�es nearest, to
be even a l�ttle use. But no! I never succeed. What does �t mean?
What h�nders me from l�v�ng and work�ng l�ke others?... I am only
dream�ng of �t now. But no sooner do I get �nto any def�n�te pos�t�on
when fate throws the d�ce from me. I have come to dread �t—my
dest�ny.... Why �s �t so? Expla�n th�s en�gma to me!’

‘An en�gma!’ repeated Lezhnyov. ‘Yes, that’s true; you have always
been an en�gma for me. Even �n our young days, when, after some
tr�fl�ng prank, you would suddenly speak as though you were p�erced
to the heart, and then you would beg�n aga�n... well you know what I
mean... even then I d�d not understand. That �s why I grew apart
from you.... You have so much power, such unweary�ng str�v�ng after
the �deal.’

‘Words, all words! There was noth�ng done!’ Rud�n broke �n.
‘Noth�ng done! What �s there to do?’
‘What �s there to do! To keep an old bl�nd woman and all her fam�ly

by one’s work, as, do you remember, M�ha�l, Pryazhentsov d�d...
That’s do�ng someth�ng.’

‘Yes, but a good word—�s also someth�ng done.’



Rud�n looked at Lezhnyov w�thout speak�ng and fa�ntly shook h�s
head.

Lezhnyov wanted to say someth�ng, and he passed h�s hand over
h�s face.

‘And so you are go�ng to your country place?’ he asked at last.
‘Yes.’
‘There you have some property left?’
‘Someth�ng �s left me there. Two souls and a half. It �s a corner to

d�e �n. You are th�nk�ng perhaps at th�s moment: “Even now he
cannot do w�thout f�ne words!” Words �ndeed have been my ru�n;
they have consumed me, and to the end I cannot be free of them.
But what I have sa�d was not mere words. These wh�te ha�rs,
brother, these wr�nkles, these ragged elbows—they are not mere
words. You have always been hard on me, M�ha�l, and you were
r�ght; but now �s not a t�me to be hard, when all �s over, when there’s
no o�l left �n the lamp, and the lamp �tself �s broken, and the w�ck �s
just smoulder�ng out. Death, brother, should reconc�le at last...’

Lezhnyov jumped up.
‘Rud�n!’ he cr�ed, ‘why do you speak l�ke that to me? How have I

deserved �t from you? Am I such a judge, and what k�nd of a man
should I be, �f at the s�ght of your hollow cheeks and wr�nkles, “mere
words” could occur to my m�nd? Do you want to know what I th�nk of
you, Dm�tr�? Well! I th�nk: here �s a man—w�th h�s ab�l�t�es, what
m�ght he not have atta�ned to, what worldly advantages m�ght he not
have possessed by now, �f he had l�ked!... and I meet h�m hungry
and homeless....’

‘I rouse your compass�on,’ Rud�n murmured �n a choked vo�ce.
‘No, you are wrong. You �nsp�re respect �n me—that �s what I feel.

Who prevented you from spend�ng year after year at that
landowner’s, who was your fr�end, and who would, I am fully
persuaded, have made prov�s�on for you, �f you had only been w�ll�ng
to humour h�m? Why could you not l�ve harmon�ously at the
gymnas�um, why have you—strange man!—w�th whatever �deas you
have entered upon an undertak�ng, �nfall�bly every t�me ended by



sacr�f�c�ng your personal �nterests, ever refus�ng to take root �n any
but good ground, however prof�table �t m�ght be?’

‘I was born a roll�ng stone,’ Rud�n sa�d, w�th a weary sm�le. ‘I
cannot stop myself.’

‘That �s true; but you cannot stop, not because there �s a worm
gnaw�ng you, as you sa�d to me at f�rst.... It �s not a worm, not the
sp�r�t of �dle restlessness—�t �s the f�re of the love of truth that burns
�n you, and clearly, �n sp�te of your fa�l�ngs; �t burns �n you more hotly
than �n many who do not cons�der themselves ego�sts and dare to
call you a humbug perhaps. I, for one, �n your place should long ago
have succeeded �n s�lenc�ng that worm �n me, and should have g�ven
�n to everyth�ng; and you have not even been emb�ttered by �t, Dm�tr�.
You are ready, I am sure, to-day, to set to some new work aga�n l�ke
a boy.’

‘No, brother, I am t�red now,’ sa�d Rud�n. ‘I have had enough.’
‘T�red! Any other man would have been dead long ago. You say

that death reconc�les; but does not l�fe, don’t you th�nk, reconc�le? A
man who has l�ved and has not grown tolerant towards others does
not deserve to meet w�th tolerance h�mself. And who can say he
does not need tolerance? You have done what you could, Dm�tr�...
you have struggled so long as you could... what more? Our paths lay
apart,’...

‘You were utterly d�fferent from me,’ Rud�n put �n w�th a s�gh.
‘Our paths lay apart,’ cont�nued Lezhnyov, ‘perhaps exactly

because, thanks to my pos�t�on, my cool blood, and other fortunate
c�rcumstances, noth�ng h�ndered me from be�ng a stay-at-home, and
rema�n�ng a spectator w�th folded hands; but you had to go out �nto
the world, to turn up your sh�rt-sleeves, to to�l and labour. Our paths
lay apart—but see how near one another we are. We speak almost
the same language, w�th half a h�nt we understand one another, we
grew up on the same �deas. There �s l�ttle left us now, brother; we are
the last of the Moh�cans! We m�ght d�ffer and even quarrel �n old
days, when so much l�fe st�ll rema�ned before us; but now, when the
ranks are th�nned about us, when the younger generat�on �s com�ng
upon us w�th other a�ms than ours, we ought to keep close to one



another! Let us cl�nk glasses, Dm�tr�, and s�ng as of old, Gaudeamus
�g�tur!’

The fr�ends cl�nked the�r glasses, and sang the old student song �n
stra�ned vo�ces, all out of tune, �n the true Russ�an style.

‘So you are go�ng now to your country place,’ Lezhnyov began
aga�n. ‘I don’t th�nk you w�ll stay there long, and I cannot �mag�ne
where and how you w�ll end.... But remember, whatever happens to
you, you have always a place, a nest where you can h�de yourself.
That �s my home,—do you hear, old fellow? Thought, too, has �ts
veterans; they, too, ought to have the�r home.’

Rud�n got up.
‘Thanks, brother,’ he sa�d, ‘thanks! I w�ll not forget th�s �n you. Only

I do not deserve a home. I have wasted my l�fe, and have not served
thought, as I ought.’

‘Hush!’ sa�d Lezhnyov. ‘Every man rema�ns what Nature has made
h�m, and one cannot ask more of h�m! You have called yourself the
Wander�ng Jew.... But how do you know,—perhaps �t was r�ght for
you to be ever wander�ng, perhaps �n that way you are fulf�ll�ng a
h�gher call�ng than you know; popular w�sdom says truly that we are
all �n God’s hands. You are go�ng, Dm�tr�,’ cont�nued Lezhnyov,
see�ng that Rud�n was tak�ng h�s hat ‘You w�ll not stop the n�ght?’

‘Yes, I am go�ng! Good-bye. Thanks.... I shall come to a bad end.’
‘God only knows.... You are resolved to go?’
‘Yes, I am go�ng. Good-bye. Do not remember ev�l aga�nst me.’
‘Well, do not remember ev�l aga�nst me e�ther,—and don’t forget

what I sa�d to you. Good-bye.’...
The fr�ends embraced one another. Rud�n went qu�ckly away.
Lezhnyov walked up and down the room a long wh�le, stopped

before the w�ndow th�nk�ng, and murmured half aloud, ‘Poor fellow!’
Then s�tt�ng down to the table, he began to wr�te a letter to h�s w�fe.

But outs�de a w�nd had r�sen, and was howl�ng w�th �ll-omened
moans, and wrathfully shak�ng the rattl�ng w�ndow-panes. The long
autumn n�ght came on. Well for the man on such a n�ght who s�ts



under the shelter of home, who has a warm corner �n safety.... And
the Lord help all homeless wanderers!

On a sultry afternoon on the 26th of July �n 1848 �n Par�s, when
the Revolut�on of the atel�ers nat�onaux had already been almost
suppressed, a l�ne battal�on was tak�ng a barr�cade �n one of the
narrow alleys of the Faubourg St Anto�ne. A few gunshots had
already broken �t; �ts surv�v�ng defenders abandoned �t, and were
only th�nk�ng of the�r own safety, when suddenly on the very top of
the barr�cade, on the frame of an overturned omn�bus, appeared a
tall man �n an old overcoat, w�th a red sash, and a straw hat on h�s
grey d�shevelled ha�r. In one hand he held a red flag, �n the other a
blunt curved sabre, and as he scrambled up, he shouted someth�ng
�n a shr�ll stra�ned vo�ce, wav�ng h�s flag and sabre. A V�ncennes
t�ra�lleur took a�m at h�m—f�red. The tall man dropped the flag—and
l�ke a sack he toppled over face downwards, as though he were
fall�ng at some one’s feet. The bullet had passed through h�s heart.

‘T�ens!’ sa�d one of the escap�ng revolut�on�sts to another, ‘on v�ent
de tuer le Polona�s!’

‘B�gre!’ answered the other, and both ran �nto the cellar of a house,
the shutters of wh�ch were all closed, and �ts wall streaked w�th
traces of powder and shot.

Th�s ‘Polona�s’ was Dm�tr� Rud�n.
THE END.
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