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But I say unto you, that every one that looketh on a woman to
lust after her hath comm�tted adultery w�th her already �n h�s
heart.

And �f thy r�ght eye causeth thee to stumble, pluck �t out, and
cast �t from thee: for �t �s prof�table for thee that one of thy
members should per�sh, and not thy whole body be cast �nto
hell.

And �f thy r�ght hand causeth thee to stumble, cut �t off, and
call �t from thee: for �t �s prof�table for thee that one of thy
members should per�sh, and not thy whole body go �nto hell.



MATTHEW V. 28, 29,
30.

LIST OF RUSSIAN NAMES

W�th stress-accents marked to show wh�ch syllable should be emphas�zed.

Dómna, a cook �n Tolstoy's house.
Leo Tolstóy, the author.
Yásnaya Polyána, h�s estate.
Anna Prókhorova, a peasant woman.
Ánnushka, a servant.
Desyatína, a land measure, about 2·7 acres.
Dúmch�n, an ex-Marshal of the Nob�l�ty.
Eugene Iván�ch Irténev (Jénya), a landed-propr�etor.
Fëdor Zakhár�ch Pryán�shn�kov, a gentleman.
Iván (Ványa), a clerk.
Kabúshka, a mare.
Kalér�ya Vladím�rovna Esípova, a lady.
Koltóvsk�, an estate.
L�za Ánnenskaya, Eugene's w�fe.
Mary Pávlovna Irtényeva, Eugene's mother.
Matvéy, a peasant.
M�sha, a man-servant.
N�cholas Lysúkh, a servant.
N�koláy Semën�ch, a doctor.
Parásha, a servant.
Samókh�n, a labourer.
Semënovskoe, a v�llage.
Sídor Péchn�kov, a peasant.
Stepanída Péchn�kova, Sídor's w�fe.
Tánya, a g�rl.



Varára Alexéevna Ánnenskaya, L�za's mother.
Vasíl� N�kolá�ch, a steward.
Vás�n, a peasant.
Yálta, a town �n the Cr�mea.
Zémstvo, a Local Government �nst�tut�on.
Zenóv�, a peasant.

ë �s pronounced as yo.
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XXI
VARIATION OF THE CONCLUSION OF THE DEVIL

PREFACE

Towards the end of 1880, when he was f�fty-two, Tolstoy one day
approached the young tutor who l�ved �n h�s house at Yasnaya
Polyana, and �n great ag�tat�on asked h�m to do h�m a serv�ce. The
tutor, see�ng Tolstoy so moved, asked what he could poss�bly do for
h�m. In an unready vo�ce Tolstoy repl�ed: "Save me, I am fall�ng!" The
tutor, �n alarm, �nqu�red what was the matter, to wh�ch Tolstoy repl�ed:
"I am overcome by sexual des�re and feel a complete lack of power
to retra�n myself. I am �n danger of y�eld�ng to the temptat�on. Help
me!"

"I am a weak man myself," repl�ed the tutor. "How can I help you?"
"You can, �f only you won't refuse!"
"But what must I do to help you?"
"Th�s! Come w�th me on my da�ly walks. We w�ll go out together

and talk, and the temptat�on w�ll not occur to me."
They set out together, and Tolstoy told the tutor how dur�ng h�s

da�ly walks he had encountered Domna, a young woman of twenty-
two who had recently been engaged as the servants' cook. Th�s
Domna was a tall, healthy, attract�ve young woman w�th a f�ne f�gure
and beaut�ful complex�on, though not otherw�se part�cularly
handsome. At f�rst for some days he had found �t pleasant to watch
her. Then he had followed her and wh�ttled to her. After that he had
walked and talked w�th her, and at last had arranged a rendezvous
w�th her. The spot was �n a d�stant alley on the estate; to reach �t
from the house one had to pass the w�ndows of the ch�ldren's
schoolroom. When sett�ng out past those w�ndows next day to keep



the appo�ntment, he had gone through a terr�ble struggle between
the temptat�on and h�s consc�ence. Just then h�s second son had
called to h�m through the w�ndow, rem�nd�ng h�m of a Greek lesson
that had been f�xed for that day, and th�s had deta�ned Tolstoy. He
woke as �t were, and was glad to have been saved from keep�ng the
appo�ntment. But the temptat�on d�ll tormented h�m. He tr�ed the
effect of prayer, but �t d�d not free h�m. He suffered but felt powerless
and as �f he m�ght y�eld at any moment. So as a last resource he
resolved to try the effect of mak�ng a full confess�on to someone—
g�v�ng all part�culars of the strength of the temptat�on that oppressed
h�m and of h�s own weakness. He w�shed to feel as thoroughly
ashamed of h�mself as poss�ble, and he had dec�ded to ask the tutor
to accompany h�m on h�s da�ly walk, wh�ch usually he took alone. He
also arranged that Domna should be removed to another place.

After the danger was over Tolstoy seldom referred to the �nc�dent
unless to those who spoke to h�m of the�r own sexual d�ff�cult�es, but
on one occas�on he wrote a full account of �t to a fr�end.

The �nc�dent resulted �n h�s wr�t�ng th�s story, The Dev�l—the hero
of wh�ch y�elds to a temptat�on such as that Tolstoy had encountered.
It was composed some ten years later, but was not publ�shed dur�ng
Tolstoy's l�fet�me; nor d�d �t appear �n the Engl�sh ed�t�on of h�s
posthumous works �ssued by Nelson & Sons. It �s now translated �nto
Engl�sh for the f�rst t�me. Tolstoy had v�v�dly �mag�ned the
consequences that m�ght have resulted from y�eld�ng to the
temptat�on, and used that mental exper�ence for h�s story, employ�ng
f�ct�t�ous characters placed �n surround�ngs w�th wh�ch he was
fam�l�ar and such as those am�d wh�ch the �nc�dent had occurred.

The relat�ons of the sexes �n Russ�an soc�ety of h�s day resembled
that �n Engl�sh soc�ety to-day more than �n Engl�sh soc�ety of that
per�od—when, both �n l�terature and �n l�fe, repress�on and
suppress�on of pass�on was more common. When �n Kreutzer
Sonata and �n The Dev�l he expressed the v�ews he held, Tolstoy
was consc�ously oppos�ng the current of l�fe around h�m, and these
works also run counter to the movement of our own soc�ety to-day.
That however does not detract from the value of the work. The bel�ef
that �ll-results follow from the �ndulgence of the sexual �nst�ncts �s not



an obsolete eccentr�c�ty but a bel�ef held by many men �n many
ages, and �t rece�ves suff�c�ent conf�rmat�on from exper�ence to make
�t certa�n that �t �s a v�ew wh�ch has to be reckoned w�th.

The anc�ent concept�on of a b�tter str�fe between the flesh and the
sp�r�t and of woman as the dev�l's ch�ef agent �n ach�ev�ng man's
sp�r�tual destruct�on, �s al�en to the modern outlook, and to-day �t �s
often not understood how and why men ever held such bel�efs; but
both �n The Kreutzer Sonata and �n th�s story Tolstoy makes us
real�ze how eas�ly and naturally men of a certa�n temperament may
come to those conv�ct�ons. W�thout adopt�ng that v�ew one �s
enabled to real�ze what others have felt, and to perce�ve how
probable �s a react�on from the unrestra�nt of to-day; as happened
after the l�bert�nage of the Restorat�on per�od.

I do not th�nk there �s any other �mportant story of Tolstoy's that
has not yet been translated. He left several trunks full of
manuscr�pts, ch�efly early drafts of works that had been publ�shed
dur�ng h�s l�fet�me or commencements of stor�es he abandoned; but
before h�s death he expressed the op�n�on that, except some
passages �n h�s D�ar�es, there was l�ttle or noth�ng worth publ�sh�ng
among those rema�ns. He was �ndeed a great art�st, and h�s mastery
showed �tself �n know�ng what to str�ke out, om�t, and w�thhold. H�s
publ�shed wr�t�ngs are volum�nous, but among them there �s l�ttle
(except perhaps some of the later repet�t�ons of h�s non-res�stance
doctr�ne) that we could w�ll�ngly spare. But �f the mass of documents
wh�ch wh�le he l�ved he had the good sense to suppress are now to
be publ�shed, together w�th a large amount of d�dact�c
correspondence, �t �s l�kely to �njure rather than to enhance h�s
l�terary reputat�on. There �s a d�squ�et�ng rumour that th�s �s to take
place, �n the form of an ed�t�on of h�s works extend�ng to one
hundred volumes. Not even that calam�ty w�ll depose h�m from the
place he securely holds as the greatest and most �nfluent�al of
Russ�an wr�ters, but �t w�ll be an obstacle rather than a help to those
who want to become acqua�nted w�th the works on wh�ch he w�shed
h�s reputat�on to rest. The present story �s an except�on. It �s so
character�st�c of h�m, and so closely connected w�th an event that
�nfluenced h�m, that �t would be a p�ty for �t not to be known,



espec�ally as �t �s one of the few posthumous works he left �n a
completed state; even �n th�s case we do not know wh�ch of the two
end�ngs he wrote he would have adopted had he publ�shed �t
h�mself.

The foot-notes are by the translator.
AYLMER MAUDE

GREAT BADDOW, CHELMSFORD
September 12, 1925.

THE DEVIL

I

A br�ll�ant career lay before Eugene Irtenev. He had all that was
necessary for th�s: an adm�rable educat�on at home, h�gh honours
when he graduated �n law at Petersburg Un�vers�ty, connect�ons �n
the h�ghest soc�ety through h�s recently deceased father, and he had
h�mself already begun serv�ce �n one of the M�n�str�es under the
protect�on of the M�n�ster. He also had a fortune; even a large one,
though �nsecure. H�s father had l�ved abroad and �n Petersburg,
allow�ng h�s sons, Eugene, and Andrew, the elder who was �n the
Horse Guards, 6,000 rubles a year each, wh�le he h�mself and h�s
w�fe spent a great deal. He only used to v�s�t h�s estate for a couple
of months �n summer and d�d not concern h�mself w�th �ts d�rect�on,
entrust�ng �t all to an unscrupulous manager who also fa�led to attend
to �t, but �n whom he had complete conf�dence.



After the father's death, when the brothers began to d�v�de the
property, there were found to be so many debts that the�r lawyer
even adv�sed them to refuse the �nher�tance and reta�n only an
estate left them by the�r grand-mother, wh�ch was valued at 100,000
rubles. But a ne�ghbour�ng landed-propr�etor who had done bus�ness
w�th old Irtenev, that �s to say, who had prom�ssory notes from h�m
and had come to Petersburg on that account, sa�d that �n sp�te of the
debts they could stra�ghten out affa�rs so as to reta�n a large fortune
—�t would only be necessary to sell the forest and some outly�ng
land, reta�n�ng the r�ch Semënov estate w�th 4,000 desyat�nas of
black-earth, the sugar-factory, and 200 desyat�nas of water-
meadows—�f one devoted oneself to the management and, settl�ng
on the estate, farmed �t w�sely and econom�cally.

And so, hav�ng v�s�ted the estate �n spr�ng (h�s father had d�ed �n
Lent), Eugene looked �nto everyth�ng, resolved to ret�re from the C�v�l
Serv�ce, settle �n the country w�th h�s mother, and undertake the
management, w�th the object of preserv�ng the ma�n estate. He
arranged w�th h�s brother, w�th whom he was very fr�endly, that he
would pay h�m 4,000 rubles a year, or alternat�vely would pay h�m
80,000 �n a lump sum, wh�le Andrew, on h�s part, handed over to h�m
h�s share of the �nher�tance.

So he arranged matters and, hav�ng settled down w�th h�s mother
�n the b�g house, ardently and yet caut�ously began manag�ng the
estate.

It �s generally supposed that Conservat�ves are usually old
people, and those �n favour of change are the young. That �s not
qu�te correct. The most usual Conservat�ves are young people: those
who want to l�ve but who do not th�nk, and have not t�me to th�nk,
about how to l�ve and who therefore take as a model for themselves
a way of l�fe that they have seen.

Thus �t was w�th Eugene. Hav�ng settled �n the v�llage, h�s a�m and
�deal was to restore the form of l�fe that had ex�sted, not �n h�s
father's t�me—h�s father had been a bad manager—but �n h�s
grandfather's. And now �n the house, the garden, �n the estate-
management—of course w�th changes su�ted to the t�mes—he tr�ed



to resurrect the general sp�r�t of h�s grandfather's l�fe—everyth�ng on
a large scale—good order, method, and everybody sat�sf�ed; but so
to arrange th�ngs enta�led much work. It was necessary to meet the
demands of the cred�tors and the banks, and for that purpose to sell
some land and arrange renewals of cred�t. It was also necessary to
get money to carry on (partly by farm�ng out land, and partly by h�r�ng
labour) the �mmense operat�ons on the Semënov estate, w�th �ts 400
desyat�nas of ploughland and �ts sugar-factory, and to deal w�th the
garden so that �t should not seem to be neglected or �n decay.

There was much work to do, but Eugene had plenty of strength—
phys�cal and mental. He was twenty-s�x, of med�um he�ght, strongly
bu�lt, w�th muscles developed by gymnast�cs. He was full-blooded
and very red over h�s whole neck, w�th br�ght teeth and l�ps and ha�r
soft and curly, though not th�ck. H�s only phys�cal defect was
shorts�ghtedness, wh�ch he had h�mself developed by us�ng
spectacles, so that he could not now do w�thout a p�nce-nez, wh�ch
had already formed a l�ne at the top of h�s nose-r�dge.

Such he was phys�cally. For h�s sp�r�tual portra�t �t m�ght be sa�d
that the better anyone knew h�m the better they l�ked h�m. H�s mother
had always loved h�m more than she loved anyone else; and now,
after her husband's death, she concentrated on h�m not only her
whole affect�on but her whole l�fe. Nor was �t only h�s mother who so
loved h�m. All h�s comrades at the h�gh-school and the un�vers�ty not
merely l�ked h�m very much, but respected h�m. He had th�s effect on
all who met h�m. It was �mposs�ble not to bel�eve what he sa�d,
�mposs�ble to suspect any decept�on or falseness �n one who had
such an open, honest face and, �n part�cular, such eyes.

In general h�s personal�ty helped h�m much �n h�s affa�rs. A
cred�tor who would have refused another, trusted h�m. The clerk, the
v�llage Elder, or a peasant, who would have played a d�rty tr�ck and
cheated someone else, forgot to dece�ve under the pleasant
�mpress�on of �ntercourse w�th th�s k�ndly, agreeable, and above all
cand�d man.

It was the end of May. Eugene had somehow managed, �n town,
to get the vacant land freed from the mortgage, so as to sell �t to a



merchant, and had borrowed money from that same merchant to
replen�sh h�s stock, that �s to say, to procure horses, bulls, carts and,
ch�efly, to beg�n to bu�ld a necessary farm-house. The matter had
been arranged. The t�mber was be�ng carted, the carpenters were
already at work, and manure for the estate was be�ng brought on
e�ghty carts. But everyth�ng st�ll hung by a thread.

II

Am�d these cares someth�ng came about wh�ch, though
un�mportant, tormented Eugene at the t�me. As a young man he had
l�ved as all healthy young men l�ve, that �s, he had had relat�ons w�th
women of var�ous k�nds. He was not a l�bert�ne but, as he h�mself
sa�d, ne�ther was he a monk. He only turned to th�s, however, �n so
far as was necessary for phys�cal health and to have h�s m�nd free,
as he used to say. Th�s had begun when he was s�xteen and had
gone on sat�sfactor�ly. Sat�sfactor�ly �n the sense that he d�d not g�ve
h�mself up to debauchery, was not once �nfatuated, and had never
contracted a d�sease. At f�rst he had a seamstress �n Petersburg,
then she got spo�lt and he made other arrangements, and that s�de
of h�s affa�rs was so well secured that �t d�d not trouble h�m.

But now he was l�v�ng �n the country for the second month and d�d
not at all know what he was to do. Compulsory self-restra�nt was
beg�nn�ng to have a bad effect on h�m.

Must he really go to town for that purpose? And where to? How?
That was the only th�ng that d�sturbed Eugene Ivan�ch, but as he was
conv�nced that the th�ng was necessary and that he needed �t, �t
really became necessary, and he felt that he was not free and that
�nvoluntar�ly h�s eyes followed every young woman.

He d�d not approve of hav�ng relat�ons w�th a marr�ed woman or a
ma�d �n h�s own v�llage. He knew by report that both h�s father and



grandfather had been qu�te d�fferent �n th�s matter from other land-
owners of that t�me. At home they had never had any entanglements
w�th peasant-women, and he had dec�ded that he would not do so
e�ther; but afterwards, feel�ng h�mself ever more and more under
compuls�on, and �mag�n�ng w�th horror what m�ght happen to h�m �n
the ne�ghbour�ng country town, and reflect�ng on the fact that the
days of serfdom were now over, he dec�ded that �t m�ght be done on
the spot. Only �t must be done so that no one should know of �t, and
not for the sake of debauchery but merely for health's sake—as he
sa�d to h�mself. And when he had dec�ded th�s he became st�ll more
restless. When talk�ng to the v�llage Elder, the peasants, or the
carpenters, he �nvoluntar�ly brought the conversat�on round to
women, and when �t turned to women, he kept �t on that theme. He
not�ced the women more and more.

III

To settle the matter �n h�s own m�nd was one th�ng, but to carry �t
out was another. To approach a woman h�mself was �mposs�ble.
Wh�ch one? Where? It must be done through someone else, but to
whom should he speak about �t?

He happened to go �nto a watchman's hut �n the forest to get a
dr�nk of water. The watchman had been h�s father's huntsman.
Eugene Ivan�ch chatted w�th h�m, and the watchman began tell�ng
some strange tales of hunt�ng sprees. It occurred to Eugene Ivan�ch
that �t would be conven�ent to arrange matters �n th�s hut, or �n the
wood. Only he d�d not know how to manage �t, and whether old
Dan�el would undertake the arrangement. "Perhaps he w�ll be
horr�f�ed at such a proposal; and I shall have d�sgraced myself, but
perhaps he would agree to �t qu�te s�mply." So he thought wh�le
l�sten�ng to Dan�el's stor�es. Dan�el was tell�ng how once when they



had been stopp�ng at the hut of the sexton's w�fe �n an outly�ng f�eld,
he had brought a woman for Fëdor Zakhar�ch Pryan�shn�kov.

"It w�ll be all r�ght," thought Eugene.
"Your father, may the k�ngdom of heaven be h�s, d�d not go �n for

nonsense of that k�nd."
"It won't do," thought Eugene. But to test the matter he sa�d: "How

was �t you engaged on such bad th�ngs?"
"But what �s there bad �n �t? She was glad of �t, and Fëdor

Zakhar�ch was sat�sf�ed, very sat�sf�ed. I got a ruble. Why, what was
he to do? He too �s a l�vely l�mb, apparently, and dr�nks w�ne."

"Yes, I may speak," thought Eugene, and at once proceeded to do
so.

"And, do you know, Dan�el, I don't know how to endure �t,"—he felt
h�mself go�ng scarlet.

Dan�el sm�led.
"I am not a monk,—I have been accustomed to �t."
He felt that what he was say�ng was stup�d, but was glad to see

that Dan�el approved.
"Why of course, you should have told me long ago. It can all be

arranged," sa�d he: "Only tell me wh�ch one you want."
"Oh, �t �s really all the same to me. Of course not an ugly one, and

she must be healthy."
"I understand!" sa�d Dan�el br�efly. He reflected.
"Ah! There �s a tasty morsel," he began. Aga�n Eugene went red.

"A tasty morsel. See here, she was marr�ed last autumn." Dan�el
wh�spered,—"and he hasn't been able to do anyth�ng. Th�nk what
that �s worth to one who wants �t!"

Eugene even frowned w�th shame.
"No, no," he sa�d. "I don't want that at all. I want, on the contrary

(what could the contrary be?), on the contrary I only want that she



should be healthy and that there should be as l�ttle fuss as poss�ble
—a woman whose husband �s away �n the army, or someth�ng of that
k�nd."

"I know. It's Stepan�da I must br�ng you. Her husband �s away �n
town, just the same as a sold�er. And she �s a f�ne woman, and
clean. You w�ll be sat�sf�ed. As �t �s I was say�ng to her the other day
—you should go, but she . . ."

"Well then, when �s �t to be?"
"To-morrow �f you l�ke. I shall be go�ng to get some tobacco and I

w�ll call �n, and at the d�nner-hour come here, or to the bath-house
beh�nd the k�tchen garden. There w�ll be nobody about. Bes�des after
d�nner everybody takes a nap."

"All r�ght, then."
A terr�ble exc�tement se�zed Eugene as he rode home. "What w�ll

happen? What �s a peasant woman l�ke? Suppose �t turns out that
she �s h�deous, horr�ble. No, she �s handsome," he told h�mself,
remember�ng some he had been not�c�ng. "But what shall I say?
What shall I do?"

He was not h�mself all that day. Next day at noon he went to the
forester's hut. Dan�el stood at the door and s�lently and s�gn�f�cantly
nodded towards the wood. The blood rushed to Eugene's heart, he
was consc�ous of �t and went to the k�tchen-garden. No one was
there. He went to the bath-house—there was no one about, he
looked �n, came out, and suddenly heard the crackl�ng of a break�ng
tw�g. He looked round—and she was stand�ng �n the th�cket beyond
the l�ttle rav�ne. He rushed there across the rav�ne. There were
nettles �n �t wh�ch he had not not�ced. They stung h�m and, los�ng the
p�nce-nez from h�s nose, he ran up the slope on the farther s�de. In a
wh�te embro�dered apron, �n a red-brown sk�rt and a br�ght red
kerch�ef, barefoot, fresh, f�rm, and handsome, she stood shyly
sm�l�ng.

"There �s a path lead�ng round,—you should have gone round,"
she sa�d. "I came long ago, ever so long."

He went up to her and, look�ng her over, touched her.



A quarter of an hour later they separated; he found h�s p�nce-nez,
called �n to see Dan�el, and �n reply to h�s quest�on: "Are you
sat�sf�ed, master?" gave h�m a ruble and went home.

He was sat�sf�ed. Only at f�rst had he felt ashamed, then �t had
passed off. And �t had all gone well. The best th�ng was that he now
felt at ease, tranqu�l and v�gorous. As for her, he had not even seen
her thoroughly. He remembered that she was clean, fresh, not bad-
look�ng, and s�mple, w�thout any pretence. "Whose w�fe �s she?" sa�d
he to h�mself. "Pechn�kov's, Dan�el sa�d. What Pechn�kov �s that?
There are two households of that name. Probably she �s old
M�chael's daughter-�n-law. Yes, that must be �t. H�s son does l�ve �n
Moscow. I'll ask Dan�el about �t some t�me."

From then onward that prev�ously �mportant drawback to country
l�fe—enforced self-restra�nt—was el�m�nated. Eugene's freedom of
m�nd was no longer d�sturbed and he was able to attend freely to h�s
affa�rs.

And the matter Eugene had undertaken was far from easy: �t
somet�mes seemed to h�m that he would not be able to go through
w�th �t, and that �t would end �n h�s hav�ng to sell the estate after all,
so that all h�s efforts would be wasted and �t would turn out that he
had fa�led, and been unable to accompl�sh what he had undertaken.
That prospect d�sturbed h�m most of all. Before he had t�me to stop
up one hole a new one would unexpectedly show �tself.

All th�s t�me more and more debts of h�s father's, wh�ch he had not
expected, came to l�ght. It was ev�dent that h�s father had latterly
borrowed r�ght and left. At the t�me of the settlement �n May, Eugene
had thought he at last knew everyth�ng, but suddenly, �n the m�ddle
of the summer, he rece�ved a letter from wh�ch �t appeared that there
was st�ll a debt of 12,000 rubles to the w�dow Es�pova. There was no
prom�ssory note, but only an ord�nary rece�pt, wh�ch h�s lawyer told
h�m could be d�sputed. But �t d�d not enter Eugene's head to refuse
to pay a debt of h�s father's merely because the document could be
challenged. He only wanted to know for certa�n whether there had
been such a debt.



"Mamma! Who �s Kaler�ya Vlad�m�rovna Es�pova?" he asked h�s
mother, when they met as usual for d�nner.

"Es�pova? She was brought up by your grandfather. Why?"
Eugene told h�s mother about the letter.
"I wonder she �s not ashamed to ask for �t. Your father gave her so

much!"
"But do we owe her th�s?"
"Well now, how shall I say? It �s not a debt. Papa, out of h�s

unbounded k�ndness . . ."
"Yes, but d�d Papa cons�der �t a debt?"
"I cannot say. I don't know. I only know �t �s hard enough for you

w�thout that."
Eugene saw that Mary Pavlovna d�d not know what to say, and

was as �t were sound�ng h�m.
"I see from what you say, that �t must be pa�d," sa�d the son. "I w�ll

go to see her to-morrow and have a chat, and see �f �t cannot be
deferred."

"Ah, how sorry I am for you, but, you know, that w�ll be best. Tell
her she must wa�t," sa�d Mary Pavlovna, ev�dently tranqu�ll�zed and
proud of her son's dec�s�on.

Eugene's pos�t�on was part�cularly hard because h�s mother, who
was l�v�ng w�th h�m, d�d not at all real�ze h�s pos�t�on. She had been
so accustomed all her l�fe long to l�ve extravagantly that she could
not even �mag�ne to herself the pos�t�on her son was �n, that �s to say,
that to-day or to-morrow matters m�ght shape themselves so that
they would have noth�ng left, and he would have to sell everyth�ng,
and l�ve and support h�s mother on what salary he could earn, wh�ch
at the very most would be 2,000 rubles. She d�d not understand that
they could only save themselves from that pos�t�on by cutt�ng down
expense �n everyth�ng, and so she could not understand why
Eugene was so careful about tr�fles, �n expend�ture on gardeners,
coachmen, servants—even on food. Also, l�ke most w�dows, she



nour�shed feel�ngs of devot�on to the memory of her departed spouse
qu�te d�fferent from those she had felt for h�m wh�le he l�ved, and she
d�d not adm�t the thought that what the departed had done, or had
arranged, could be wrong or could be altered.

Eugene by great efforts managed to keep up the garden and the
conservatory w�th two gardeners, and the stables w�th two
coachmen. And Mary Pavlovna naïvely thought that she was
sacr�f�c�ng herself for her son and do�ng all a mother could do, by not
compla�n�ng of the food wh�ch the old man-cook prepared, of the fact
that the paths �n the park were not all swept clean, and that �nstead
of footmen they had only a boy.

So, too, concern�ng th�s new debt, �n wh�ch Eugene saw an
almost crush�ng blow to all h�s undertak�ngs, Mary Pavlovna only
saw an �nc�dent d�splay�ng Eugene's noble nature.

Mary Pavlovna moreover d�d not feel much anx�ety about
Eugene's pos�t�on, because she was conf�dent that he would make a
br�ll�ant marr�age wh�ch would put everyth�ng r�ght. And he could
make a very br�ll�ant marr�age: she knew a dozen fam�l�es who would
be glad to g�ve the�r daughters to h�m. And she w�shed to arrange
the matter as soon as poss�ble.

IV

Eugene h�mself dreamt of marr�age, but not �n the same way as
h�s mother. The �dea of us�ng marr�age as a means of putt�ng h�s
affa�rs �n order was repuls�ve to h�m. He w�shed to marry honourably,
for love. He observed the g�rls whom he met and those he knew, and
compared h�mself w�th them, but no dec�s�on had yet been taken.
Meanwh�le contrary to h�s expectat�ons h�s relat�ons w�th Stepan�da
cont�nued, and even acqu�red the character of a settled affa�r.
Eugene was so far from debauchery, �t was so hard for h�m secretly



to do th�s th�ng wh�ch he felt to be bad, that he could not arrange
these meet�ngs h�mself, and even after the f�rst one hoped not to see
Stepan�da aga�n; but �t turned out that after some t�me the same
restlessness (due, he bel�eved, to that cause) aga�n overcame h�m.
And h�s restlessness th�s t�me was no longer �mpersonal, but
suggested just those same br�ght, black eyes, and that deep vo�ce,
say�ng, "ever so long," that same scent of someth�ng fresh and
strong, and that same full bread l�ft�ng the b�b of her apron, and all
th�s �n that hazel and maple th�cket, bathed �n br�ght sunl�ght.

Though he felt ashamed, he aga�n approached Dan�el. And aga�n
a rendezvous was f�xed for m�dday, �n the wood. Th�s t�me Eugene
looked her over more carefully, and everyth�ng about her seemed
attract�ve. He tr�ed talk�ng to her, and asked about her husband. He
really was M�chael's son, and l�ved as a coachman �n Moscow.

"Well, then, how �s �t you . . ." Eugene wanted to ask how �t was
she was untrue to h�m.

"What about 'how �s �t'?" asked she. Ev�dently she was clever and
qu�ck-w�tted.

"Well, how �s �t you come to me?"
"There now," sa�d she merr�ly. "I bet he goes on the spree there.

Why shouldn't I?"
Ev�dently she was putt�ng on an a�r of sauc�ness and assurance.

And th�s seemed charm�ng to Eugene. But all the same he d�d not
h�mself f�x a rendezvous w�th her. Even when she proposed that they
should meet w�thout the a�d of Dan�el, to whom she seemed not very
well-d�sposed, Eugene d�d not consent. He hoped that th�s meet�ng
would be the last. He l�ked her. He thought such �ntercourse was
necessary for h�m and that there was noth�ng bad about �t, but �n the
depth of h�s soul there was a str�cter judge, who d�d not approve of �t
and hoped that th�s would be the last t�me, or �f he d�d not hope that,
at any rate d�d not w�sh to part�c�pate �n arrangements to repeat �t
another t�me.

So the whole summer passed, dur�ng wh�ch they met a dozen
t�mes and always by Dan�el's help. It happened once that she could



not be there because her husband had come home, and Dan�el
proposed another woman, but Eugene refused w�th d�sgust. Then
the husband went away, and the meet�ngs cont�nued as before, at
f�rst through Dan�el, but afterwards he s�mply f�xed the t�me and she
came w�th another woman, Prokhorova—as �t would not do for a
peasant-woman to go about alone.

Once at the very t�me f�xed for the rendezvous a fam�ly came to
call on Mary Pavlovna, w�th the very g�rl she w�shed Eugene to
marry, and �t was �mposs�ble for Eugene to get away. As soon as he
could do so, he went out as though to the thrash�ng-floor, and round
by the path to the�r meet�ng-place �n the wood. She was not there,
but at the accustomed spot everyth�ng w�th�n reach of one's hand
had been broken—the black alder, the hazel-tw�gs, and even a
young maple the th�ckness of a stake. She had wa�ted, had become
exc�ted and angry, and had sk�tt�shly left h�m a remembrance. He
wa�ted, wa�ted, and went to Dan�el to ask h�m to call her for to-
morrow. She came, and was just as usual.

So the summer passed. The meet�ngs were always arranged �n
the wood, and only once, when �t grew towards autumn, �n the shed
that stood �n her back-yard.

It d�d not enter Eugene's head that these relat�ons of h�s had any
�mportance for h�m. About her he d�d not even th�nk. He gave her
money and noth�ng more. At f�rst he d�d not know and d�d not th�nk
that the affa�r was known and she was env�ed throughout the v�llage,
or that her relat�ons took money from her and encouraged her, and
that her concept�on of any s�n �n the matter had been qu�te
obl�terated by the �nfluence of the money and her fam�ly's approval. It
seemed to her that �f people env�ed her, then what she was do�ng
was good.

"It �s s�mply necessary for one's health," thought Eugene. "I grant
�t �s not r�ght, and though no one says anyth�ng, everybody, or many
people, know of �t. The woman who comes w�th her knows. And
once she knows, she �s sure to have told others. But what's to be
done? I am act�ng badly," thought Eugene, "but what's one to do?
Anyhow �t �s not for long."



What ch�efly d�sturbed Eugene was the thought of the husband. At
f�rst, for some reason, �t seemed to h�m that the husband must be a
poor sort, and th�s, as �t were, partly just�f�ed h�s conduct. But he saw
the husband and was struck: he was a f�ne fellow and smartly
dressed, �n no way a worse man, but surely better, than h�mself. At
the�r next meet�ng he told her he had seen her husband and had
been surpr�sed to see that he was such a f�ne fellow.

"There's not such another �n the v�llage," sa�d she proudly.
Th�s surpr�sed Eugene. The thought of the husband tormented

h�m st�ll more after that. He happened to be at Dan�el's one day and
Dan�el, hav�ng begun chatt�ng, pla�nly sa�d to h�m:

"And M�chael, the other day, asked me: 'Is �t true that the master
�s l�v�ng w�th my w�fe?' I sa�d I d�d not know. Anyway, I sa�d, better
w�th the master than w�th a peasant."

"Well, and what d�d he say?"
"He sa�d,—'Wa�t a b�t. I'll get to know, and I'll g�ve �t her all the

same.'"
"Yes, �f the husband returned to l�ve here, I would g�ve her up,"

thought Eugene.
But the husband l�ved �n town and for the present the�r �ntercourse

cont�nued.
"When necessary, I w�ll break �t off, and there w�ll be noth�ng left of

�t," thought he.
And th�s seemed to h�m certa�n, espec�ally as dur�ng the whole

summer many d�fferent th�ngs occup�ed h�m very fully: the erect�on of
the new farm-house, and the harvest, and bu�ld�ng, and above all
meet�ng the debts and sell�ng the waste land. All these were affa�rs
that completely absorbed h�m and on wh�ch he spent h�s thoughts
when he lay down and when he rose. All that was, real l�fe. H�s
�ntercourse—he d�d not even call �t connect�on—w�th Stepan�da was
someth�ng qu�te unnot�ced. It �s true that when the w�sh to see her
arose, �t came w�th such strength that he could th�nk of noth�ng else.



But th�s d�d not last long. A meet�ng was arranged, and he aga�n
forgot her for a week or even for a month.

In autumn Eugene often rode to town, and there became fr�endly
w�th the Annensk�s. They had a daughter who had just f�n�shed the
Inst�tute.[1] And then, to Mary Pavlovna's great gr�ef, �t happened that
Eugene, as she expressed �t, "cheapened h�mself,"—by fall�ng �n
love w�th L�za Annenskaya and propos�ng to her.

From that t�me the relat�ons w�th Stepan�da ceased.

[1]The Inst�tute was a board�ng-school for the daughters of the
nob�l�ty and gentry, �n wh�ch great attent�on was pa�d to the
manners and accompl�shments of the pup�ls.

V

It �s �mposs�ble to expla�n why Eugene chose L�za Annenskaya,
as �t �s never poss�ble to expla�n why a man chooses th�s and not
that woman. There were many reasons—pos�t�ve and negat�ve. One
reason was that she was not a very r�ch he�ress such as h�s mother
sought for h�m, another that she was naïve and to be p�t�ed �n her
relat�ons w�th her mother, then there was the fact that she was not a
beauty who attracted general attent�on to herself, but yet was not
bad look�ng. The ch�ef reason was that h�s acqua�ntance w�th her
began at the t�me when Eugene was r�pe for marr�age. He fell �n love
because he knew that he would marry.

L�za Annenskaya was at f�rst merely pleas�ng to Eugene, but
when he dec�ded to make her h�s w�fe, h�s feel�ngs for her became
much stronger. He felt that he was �n love.



L�za was tall, slender, and long. Everyth�ng about her was long;
her face, and her nose—not prom�nently but downwards—and her
f�ngers, and her feet. The colour of her face was very del�cate,
yellow�sh wh�te and del�cately p�nk; her ha�r was long, l�ght brown,
soft, curly, and she had beaut�ful, clear, m�ld, conf�d�ng eyes. Those
eyes espec�ally struck Eugene. And when he thought of L�za he
always saw those clear, m�ld, conf�d�ng eyes.

Such was she phys�cally; sp�r�tually he knew noth�ng of her, but
only saw those eyes. And those eyes seemed to tell h�m all he
needed to know. The mean�ng of those eyes was th�s:

Wh�le st�ll �n the Inst�tute, when she was f�fteen, L�za used
cont�nually to fall �n love w�th all attract�ve men and was an�mated
and happy only when she was �n love. After leav�ng the Inst�tute she
cont�nued to fall �n love, �n just the same way, w�th all the young men
she met, and of course fell �n love w�th Eugene as soon as she made
h�s acqua�ntance. It was th�s be�ng �n love wh�ch gave her eyes that
part�cular express�on wh�ch so capt�vated Eugene. Already that
w�nter she had been, at one and the same t�me, �n love w�th two
young men, and blushed and became exc�ted not only when they
entered the room but whenever the�r names were ment�oned. But
afterwards, when her mother h�nted to her that Irtenev seemed to
have ser�ous �ntent�ons, her love for h�m �ncreased so that she
became almost �nd�fferent to the two prev�ous attract�ons, and when
Irtenev began to come to the�r balls and part�es, and danced w�th her
more than w�th others and ev�dently only w�shed to know whether
she loved h�m, her love for h�m became pa�nful. She dreamed of h�m
�n her sleep and seemed to see h�m when she was awake �n a dark
room, and everyone else van�shed from her m�nd. But when he
proposed and they were formally engaged, and when they had
k�ssed one another and were a betrothed couple, then she had no
thoughts but of h�m, no des�re but to be w�th h�m, to love h�m, and to
be loved by h�m. She was also proud of h�m and felt emot�onal about
h�m and herself and her love, and qu�te melted and felt fa�nt from
love of h�m.

The more he got to know her the more he loved her. He had not at
all expected to f�nd such love, and �t strengthened h�s own feel�ng



st�ll more.

VI

Towards spr�ng he went to h�s estate at Semënovskoe to have a
look at �t and to g�ve d�rect�ons about the management, and
espec�ally about the house wh�ch was be�ng done up for h�s
wedd�ng.

Mary Pavlovna was d�ssat�sf�ed w�th her son's cho�ce, not only
because the match was not as br�ll�ant as �t m�ght have been, but
also because she d�d not l�ke Varvara Alexeevna, h�s future mother-
�n-law. Whether she was good-natured or not she d�d not know and
could not dec�de, but that she was not well-bred, not comme �l faut,
"not a lady" as Mary Pavlovna sa�d to herself,—she saw from the�r
f�rst acqua�ntance, and th�s d�stressed her; d�stressed her because
she was accustomed to value breed�ng and knew that Eugene was
sens�t�ve to �t, and she foresaw that he would suffer much
annoyance on th�s account. But she l�ked the g�rl. L�ked her ch�efly
because Eugene d�d. One could not help lov�ng her. And Mary
Pavlovna was qu�te s�ncerely ready to do so.

Eugene found h�s mother contented and �n good sp�r�ts. She was
gett�ng everyth�ng stra�ght �n the house and prepar�ng to go away
herself as soon as he brought h�s young w�fe. Eugene persuaded her
to stay for the t�me be�ng, and the future rema�ned undec�ded.

In the even�ng after tea Mary Pavlovna played pat�ence as usual.
Eugene sat by, help�ng her. Th�s was the hour of the�r most �nt�mate
talks. Hav�ng f�n�shed one game of pat�ence and wh�le prepar�ng to
beg�n another, Mary Pavlovna looked up at Eugene and, w�th a l�ttle
hes�tat�on, began thus:



"I wanted to tell you, Jenya,—of course I do not know, but �n
general I wanted to suggest to you that before your wedd�ng �t �s
absolutely necessary to have f�n�shed w�th all your bachelor affa�rs,
so that noth�ng may d�sturb e�ther you or your w�fe. God forb�d that �t
should. You understand me?"

And �ndeed Eugene at once understood that Mary Pavlovna was
h�nt�ng at h�s relat�ons w�th Stepan�da wh�ch had ended �n the
prev�ous autumn; and that she attr�buted much more �mportance to
those relat�ons than they deserved, as s�ngle women always do.
Eugene blushed, and not from shame so much as from vexat�on that
good-natured Mary Pavlovna was bother�ng—out of affect�on no
doubt—but st�ll was bother�ng about matters that were not her
bus�ness and that she d�d not and could not understand. He
answered that he had noth�ng that needed concealment, and that he
had always conducted h�mself so that there should be noth�ng to
h�nder h�s marry�ng.

"Well, dear, that �s excellent. Only, Jenya, don't be vexed w�th
me," sa�d Mary Pavlovna, �n confus�on.

But Eugene saw that she had not f�n�shed and had not sa�d what
she wanted to. So �t appeared when a l�ttle later she began to tell
h�m of how, �n h�s absence, she had been asked to stand godmother
at . . . the Pechn�kovs.

Eugene flushed now, not w�th vexat�on or shame, but w�th some
strange consc�ousness of the �mportance of what was about to be
told h�m—an �nvoluntary consc�ousness qu�te at var�ance w�th h�s
conclus�ons. And what he expected happened. Mary Pavlovna, as �f
merely by way of conversat�on, ment�oned that th�s year only boys
were be�ng born,—ev�dently a s�gn of a com�ng war. Both at the
Vas�ns and the Pechn�kovs the young w�fe had a f�rst ch�ld—at each
house a boy. Mary Pavlovna wanted to say th�s casually, but she
herself felt ashamed when she saw the colour mount to her son's
face and saw h�m nervously remov�ng, tapp�ng, and replac�ng h�s
p�nce-nez and hurr�edly l�ght�ng a c�garette. She became s�lent. He
too was s�lent and could not th�nk how to break that s�lence. So they
both understood that they had understood one another.



"Yes, the ch�ef th�ng �s that there should be just�ce and no
favour�t�sm �n the v�llage,—as under your grandfather."

"Mamma,"—sa�d Eugene suddenly,—"I know why you are say�ng
th�s. You have no need to be d�sturbed. My future fam�ly-l�fe �s so
sacred to me that I should not �nfr�nge �t �n any case. And as to what
occurred �n my bachelor days, that �s qu�te ended. I never formed
any un�on and no one has any cla�ms on me."

"Well, I am glad," sa�d h�s mother. "I know how noble your feel�ngs
are."

Eugene accepted h�s mother's words as a tr�bute due to h�m, and
d�d not reply.

Next day he drove to town th�nk�ng of h�s f�ancée and of anyth�ng
�n the world except of Stepan�da. But, as �f purposely to rem�nd h�m,
on approach�ng the church he met people walk�ng and dr�v�ng back
from �t. He met old Matvey w�th S�mon, some lads and g�rls, and then
two women, one elderly, the other smartly dressed w�th a br�ght red
kerch�ef, who seemed fam�l�ar. The woman was walk�ng l�ghtly,
boldly, carry�ng a ch�ld �n her arms. He came up to them, the elder
woman bowed, stopp�ng �n the old-fash�oned way, but the young
woman w�th the ch�ld only bent her head, and from under the
kerch�ef gleamed fam�l�ar, merry, sm�l�ng eyes.

Yes, th�s was she, but all was over and �t was no use look�ng at
her: "and the ch�ld may be m�ne," flashed through h�s m�nd. No, what
nonsense! There was her husband, she used to see h�m. He d�d not
even cons�der the matter further, so settled �n h�s m�nd was �t that �t
had been necessary for h�s health,—he had pa�d her money and
there was no more to be sa�d; there was, there had been, and there
could be, no quest�on of any un�on between them. It was not that he
st�fled the vo�ce of consc�ence, no—h�s consc�ence s�mply sa�d
noth�ng to h�m. And he thought no more about her after the
conversat�on w�th h�s mother and after th�s meet�ng. Nor d�d he meet
her aga�n.

Eugene was marr�ed �n town the week after Easter, and left at
once w�th h�s young w�fe for h�s country estate. The house had been



arranged as usual for a young couple. Mary Pavlovna w�shed to
leave, but Eugene and st�ll more strongly L�za begged her to rema�n,
and she only moved �nto a detached w�ng of the house.

And so a new l�fe began for Eugene.

VII

The f�rst year of h�s marr�age was a hard one for Eugene. It was
hard because affa�rs he had managed to put off dur�ng the t�me of
h�s courtsh�p now, after h�s marr�age, all came upon h�m at once.

To escape from debts was �mposs�ble. An outly�ng part of the
estate was sold and the most press�ng obl�gat�ons met, but others
rema�ned, and he had no money. The estate y�elded a good
revenue, but he had had to send payments to h�s brother, and to
spend on h�s own marr�age, so that there was no ready money and
the factory could not carry on and would have to be closed down.
The only way of escape was to use h�s w�fe's money. L�za, hav�ng
real�zed her husband's pos�t�on, �ns�sted on th�s herself. Eugene
agreed, but only on cond�t�on that he should g�ve her a mortgage on
half h�s estate; and th�s he d�d. Of course �t was not for the sake of
h�s w�fe, who felt offended at �t, but to appease h�s mother-�n-law.

These affa�rs, w�th var�ous fluctuat�ons of success and fa�lure,
helped to po�son Eugene's l�fe that f�rst year. Another th�ng was h�s
w�fe's �ll-health. That same f�rst year, seven months after the�r
marr�age, �n autumn, a m�sfortune befell L�za. She drove out to meet
her husband who was return�ng from town; the qu�et horse became
rather playful, and she was fr�ghtened and jumped out. Her jump was
comparat�vely fortunate—she m�ght have been caught by the wheel
—but she was pregnant, and that same n�ght the pa�ns began and
she had a m�scarr�age from wh�ch she was long �n recover�ng. The
loss of the expected ch�ld and h�s w�fe's �llness, together w�th the



d�sorder �n h�s affa�rs, and above all the presence of h�s mother-�n-
law, who arr�ved as soon as L�za fell �ll—all th�s together made the
year st�ll harder for Eugene.

But notw�thstand�ng these d�ff�cult c�rcumstances, towards the end
of the f�rst year Eugene felt very well. F�rst of all h�s cher�shed hope
of restor�ng h�s fallen fortune and renew�ng h�s grandfather's way of
l�fe �n a new form, was approach�ng accompl�shment, though slowly
and w�th d�ff�culty. There was no longer any quest�on of hav�ng to sell
the whole estate to meet the debts. The ch�ef estate, though
transferred to h�s w�fe's name, was saved, and �f only the beet crop
succeeded and the pr�ce kept up, by next year h�s pos�t�on of want
and stress m�ght be replaced by one of complete prosper�ty. That
was one th�ng.

Another was that however much he had expected from h�s w�fe,
he had never expected to f�nd �n her what he actually found. It was
not what he had expected, but �t was much better. Emot�on, raptures
of love—though he tr�ed to produce them—d�d not take place or
were very sl�ght, but someth�ng qu�te d�fferent appeared, namely,
that he was not merely more cheerful and happ�er but that �t became
eas�er to l�ve. He d�d not know why th�s should be so, but �t was.

It happened because �mmed�ately after the marr�age she dec�ded
that Eugene Irtenev was super�or to, w�ser, purer, and nobler than,
anyone else �n the world, and therefore �t was r�ght for everyone to
serve h�m and do what would please h�m; but as �t was �mposs�ble to
make everyone do th�s, she to the l�m�t of her strength must do �t
herself. So she d�d; and therefore all her strength of m�nd was
d�rected towards learn�ng and guess�ng what he l�ked, and then
do�ng just that, whatever �t was and however d�ff�cult �t m�ght be.

She had the g�ft wh�ch furn�shes the ch�ef del�ght of �ntercourse
w�th a lov�ng woman; thanks to her love of her husband she
penetrated �nto h�s soul. She knew—better �t seemed to h�m than he
h�mself—h�s every state, and every shade of h�s feel�ng, and she
behaved correspond�ngly, and therefore never hurt h�s feel�ngs, but
always lessened h�s d�stresses and strengthened h�s joys. And she
understood not only h�s feel�ngs but also h�s joys. Th�ngs qu�te



fore�gn to her—concern�ng the farm�ng, the factory, or the
appra�sement of others, she �mmed�ately understood so that she
could not merely converse w�th h�m, but could often, as he h�mself
sa�d, be a useful and �rreplaceable counsellor. She regarded affa�rs
and people, and everyth�ng �n the world, only through h�s eyes. She
loved her mother, but hav�ng seen that Eugene d�sl�ked h�s mother-
�n-law's �nterference �n the�r l�fe she �mmed�ately took her husband's
s�de, and d�d so w�th such dec�s�on that he had to restra�n her.

Bes�des all th�s she had very much taste, tact, and above all,
peacefulness. All that she d�d, she d�d unnot�ced; only the results of
what she d�d were observable, namely, that always and �n everyth�ng
there was cleanl�ness, order, and elegance. L�za had at once
understood �n what her husband's �deal of l�fe cons�sted, and she
tr�ed to atta�n, and �n the arrangement and order of the house d�d
atta�n, what he wanted. Ch�ldren, �t �s true, were lack�ng, but there
was hope of th�s also. In w�nter she went to Petersburg to see a
spec�al�st, and he assured them that she was qu�te well and could
have ch�ldren.

And th�s des�re was accompl�shed. By the end of the year she
was aga�n pregnant.

The one th�ng that threatened, not to say po�soned, the�r
happ�ness was her jealousy; a jealousy she restra�ned and d�d not
exh�b�t, but from wh�ch she often suffered. Not only m�ght Eugene
not love anyone—because there was not a woman on earth worthy
of h�m (as to whether she herself was worthy or not, she never asked
herself),—but not a s�ngle woman m�ght, therefore, dare to love h�m.

VIII

They l�ved thus: he rose, as he always had done, early, and went
to see to the farm or the factory, where work was go�ng on, or



somet�mes to the f�elds. Towards ten o'clock he would come back to
h�s coffee: they had �t on the verandah, Mary Pavlovna, an uncle
who l�ved w�th them, and L�za. After a conversat�on wh�ch was often
very an�mated wh�le they drank the�r coffee, they d�spersed t�ll
d�nner-t�me. At two o'clock they d�ned and then went for a walk, or a
dr�ve. In the even�ng when he returned from h�s off�ce they drank
the�r even�ng tea, and somet�mes he read aloud wh�le she worked, or
when there were guests they had mus�c or talked. When he went
away on bus�ness he wrote to h�s w�fe, and rece�ved letters from her,
every day. Somet�mes she accompan�ed h�m, and then they were
part�cularly merry. On h�s name-day and on hers guests assembled,
and �t was pleasant to h�m to see how well she managed to arrange
th�ngs so that �t was pleasant for everybody. He saw, and heard also,
that they all adm�red her, the young, agreeable hostess, and he
loved her st�ll more for th�s.

All went excellently. She bore her pregnancy eas�ly, and though
they were afra�d, they both began mak�ng plans as to how they
would br�ng the ch�ld up. The system of educat�on and the
arrangements were all dec�ded by Eugene, and her only w�sh was
obed�ently to carry out h�s des�res. Eugene on h�s part read up
med�cal works, and �ntended to br�ng the ch�ld up accord�ng to all the
precepts of sc�ence. She, of course, agreed to everyth�ng and made
preparat�ons, mak�ng warm and also cool "envelopes,"[2] and
prepar�ng a cradle. Thus the second year of the�r marr�age arr�ved,
and the second spr�ng.



[2]An "envelope" was a small mattress w�th attached coverlet, on
wh�ch bab�es were carr�ed about.

IX

It was just before Tr�n�ty Sunday. L�za was �n her f�fth month, and,
though careful, she was br�sk and act�ve. Both the mothers, h�s and
hers, were l�v�ng �n the house, but under pretext of watch�ng and
safeguard�ng her only upset her by the�r t�ffs. Eugene was spec�ally
engrossed w�th a new exper�ment for the cult�vat�on of sugar-beet on
a large scale.

Just before Tr�n�ty L�za dec�ded that �t was necessary to have a
thorough house-clean�ng, as �t had not been done s�nce Easter, and
she h�red two women by the day, to help the servants wash the
floors and w�ndows, beat the furn�ture and the carpets, and put
covers on them. The women came early �n the morn�ng, heated the
coppers, and set to work. One of the two was Stepan�da, who had
just weaned her baby boy. Through the off�ce-clerk—whom she now
carr�ed on w�th—she had begged for the job of wash�ng the floors.
She wanted to have a good look at the new m�stress. Stepan�da was
l�v�ng by herself, as formerly, her husband be�ng away, and she was
up to tr�cks, as she had formerly been f�rst w�th old Dan�el (who had
once caught her tak�ng some logs of f�rewood), afterwards w�th the
master, and now w�th the young clerk. She was not concern�ng
herself any longer about her master. "He has a w�fe now," she
thought. But �t would be good to have a look at the lady and at her
establ�shment: folk sa�d �t was well arranged.

Eugene had not seen her s�nce he had met her w�th the ch�ld.
Hav�ng a baby to attend to she had not been go�ng out to work, and
he seldom walked through the v�llage. That morn�ng, on the eve of
Tr�n�ty Sunday, Eugene rose at f�ve o'clock and rode to the fallow



land wh�ch was to be spr�nkled w�th phosphates, and he left the
house before the women were about �t, and wh�le they were st�ll
engaged l�ght�ng the copper f�res.

Merry, contented, and hungry, Eugene returned to breakfast. He
d�smounted from h�s mare at the gate and handed her over to the
gardener. Fl�ck�ng the h�gh grass w�th h�s wh�p and repeat�ng, as one
often does, a phrase he had just uttered, he walked towards the
house. The phrase he repeated was: "phosphates just�fy"—what or
to whom he ne�ther knew nor reflected.

They were beat�ng a carpet on the grass. The furn�ture had been
brought out.

"There now! What a house-clean�ng L�za has undertaken! . . .
Phosphates just�fy. . . . What a manageress she �s! A manageress!
Yes, a manageress," sa�d he to h�mself, v�v�dly �mag�n�ng her �n her
wh�te wrapper and w�th her sm�l�ng joyful face, as �t nearly always
was when he looked at her. "Yes, I must change my boots, or else
'phosphates just�fy,' that �s, smell of manure, and the manageress �s
�n such a cond�t�on. Why '�n such a cond�t�on'? Because a new l�ttle
Irtenev �s grow�ng there �ns�de her," he thought. "Yes, phosphates
just�fy," and sm�l�ng at h�s thoughts he put h�s hand to the door of h�s
room.

But he had not t�me to push the door before �t opened of �tself and
he met, face to face, a woman com�ng towards h�m carry�ng a pa�l,
barefoot, and w�th sleeves turned up h�gh. He stepped as�de to let
her pass, she too stepped as�de, adjust�ng her kerch�ef w�th a wet
hand.

"Go on, go on, I won't go there, �f you . . ." began Eugene and,
suddenly, recogn�z�ng her, stopped.

She glanced merr�ly at h�m w�th sm�l�ng eyes, and pull�ng down
her sk�rt went out by the door.

"What nonsense! . . . It �s �mposs�ble," sa�d Eugene to h�mself,
frown�ng and wav�ng h�s hand as though to get r�d of a fly, d�spleased
at hav�ng not�ced her. He was vexed that he had not�ced her and yet
he could not take h�s eyes from her strong body, swayed by the ag�le



str�des of her bare feet, or from her arms, shoulders, and the
pleas�ng folds of her sh�rt and handsome sk�rt, tucked up h�gh above
her wh�te calves.

"But why am I look�ng?" sa�d he to h�mself, lower�ng h�s eyes so
as not to see her. "But anyhow I must go �n to get some other boots."
And he turned back to go �nto h�s own room, but had not gone f�ve
steps before, w�thout know�ng why or wherefore, he aga�n glanced
round to have another look at her. She was just go�ng round the
corner and also glanced at h�m.

"Ah, what am I do�ng!" sa�d he to h�mself. "She may th�nk . . . It �s
even certa�n that she already does th�nk . . ."

He entered h�s damp room. Another woman, an old and sk�nny
one, was there, and was st�ll wash�ng �t. Eugene passed on t�ptoe
across the floor wet w�th d�rty water to the wall where h�s boots
stood, and he was about to leave the room, when the woman herself
went out.

"Th�s one has gone and the other, Stepan�da, w�ll come here
alone," someone w�th�n h�m began to reflect.

"My God, what am I th�nk�ng of and what am I do�ng!" He se�zed
h�s boots and ran out w�th them �nto the hall, put them on there,
brushed h�mself, and went out on to the verandah where both the
mammas were already dr�nk�ng coffee. L�za had ev�dently been
expect�ng h�m and came on to the verandah through another door at
the same t�me.

"My God! If she, who cons�ders me so honourable, pure, and
�nnocent,—�f she only knew!"—thought he.

L�za, as usual, met h�m w�th sh�n�ng face. But to-day somehow
she seemed to h�m part�cularly pale, yellow, long, and weak.

X



Dur�ng coffee, as often happened, a pecul�arly fem�n�ne k�nd of
conversat�on went on wh�ch had no log�cal sequence, but wh�ch
ev�dently was connected �n some way for �t went on un�nterruptedly.

The two old lad�es were p�n-pr�ck�ng one another, and L�za was
sk�lfully manœuvr�ng between them.

"I am so vexed that we had not f�n�shed wash�ng your room before
you got back," she sa�d to her husband. "But I do so want to get
everyth�ng arranged."

"Well, d�d you sleep well after I got up?"
"Yes, I slept well, and I feel well."
"How can a woman be well �n her cond�t�on dur�ng th�s �ntolerable

heat, when her w�ndows face the sun," sa�d Varvara Alexeevna, her
mother. "And they have no venet�an-bl�nds or awn�ngs. I always had
awn�ngs."

"But you know we are �n the shade after ten o'clock," sa�d Mary
Pavlovna.

"That's what causes fever; �t comes of dampness," sa�d Varvara
Alexeevna, not not�c�ng that what she was say�ng d�d not agree w�th
what she had just sa�d. "My doctor always says that �t �s �mposs�ble
to d�agnose an �llness unless one knows the pat�ent. And he certa�nly
knows, for he �s the lead�ng phys�c�an and we pay h�m a hundred
rubles a v�s�t. My late husband d�d not bel�eve �n doctors, but he d�d
not grudge me anyth�ng."

"How can a man grudge anyth�ng to a woman when perhaps her
l�fe and the ch�ld's depend . . ."

"Yes, when she has means, a w�fe need not depend on her
husband. A good w�fe subm�ts to her husband," sa�d Varvara
Alexeevna,—"only L�za �s too weak after her �llness."

"Oh no, mamma, I feel qu�te well. But why have they not brought
you any bo�led cream?"

"I don't want any. I can do w�th raw cream."



"I offered some to Varvara Alexeevna, but she decl�ned," sa�d
Mary Pavlovna, as �f just�fy�ng herself.

"No, I don't want any to-day." And as �f to term�nate an unpleasant
conversat�on and y�eld magnan�mously, Varvara Alexeevna turned to
Eugene and sa�d: "Well, and have you spr�nkled the phosphates?"

L�za ran to fetch the cream.
"But I don't want �t. I don't want �t."
"L�za, L�za, go gently,"—sa�d Mary Pavlovna. "Such rap�d

movements do her harm."
"Noth�ng does harm, �f one's m�nd �s at peace," sa�d Varvara

Alexeevna as �f referr�ng to someth�ng, though she knew that there
was noth�ng that her words could refer to.

L�za returned w�th the cream, Eugene drank h�s coffee and
l�stened morosely. He was accustomed to these conversat�ons, but
to-day he was part�cularly annoyed by �ts lack of sense. He wanted
to th�nk over what had happened to h�m, but th�s chatter d�sturbed
h�m. Hav�ng f�n�shed her coffee Varvara Alexeevna went away �n a
bad humour. L�za, Eugene, and Mary Pavlovna stayed beh�nd, and
the�r conversat�on was s�mple and pleasant. But L�za, be�ng
sens�t�ve, at once not�ced that someth�ng was torment�ng Eugene,
and she asked h�m whether anyth�ng unpleasant had happened. He
was not prepared for th�s quest�on, and hes�tated a l�ttle before
reply�ng that there had been noth�ng unpleasant. And th�s reply
made L�za th�nk all the more; that someth�ng was torment�ng, and
greatly torment�ng, h�m was as ev�dent to her as the fact that a fly
had fallen �nto the m�lk, yet he d�d not speak of �t. What could �t be?

XI



After breakfast they all d�spersed. Eugene as usual went to h�s
study. He d�d not beg�n read�ng or wr�t�ng h�s letters, but sat smok�ng
one c�garette after another and th�nk�ng. He was terr�bly surpr�sed
and d�sturbed by the expected recrudescence w�th�n h�m of the bad
feel�ng from wh�ch he had thought h�mself free s�nce h�s marr�age.
S�nce then he had not once exper�enced that feel�ng, e�ther for her—
the woman he had known—or for any other woman except h�s w�fe.
He had often felt glad of th�s emanc�pat�on, and now suddenly a
chance meet�ng, seem�ngly so un�mportant, revealed to h�m the fact
that he was not free. What now tormented h�m was not that he was
y�eld�ng to that feel�ng and des�red her—he d�d not dream of so
do�ng—but that the feel�ng was awake w�th�n h�m and he had to be
on h�s guard aga�nst �t. He had no doubt but that he would suppress
�t.

He had a letter to answer and a paper to wr�te. He sat down at h�s
wr�t�ng-table and began to work. Hav�ng f�n�shed �t and qu�te
forgotten what had d�sturbed h�m, he went out to go to the stables.
And aga�n as �ll-luck would have �t, e�ther by unfortunate chance or
�ntent�onally, as soon as he stepped from the porch, a red sk�rt and
red kerch�ef appeared from round the corner, and she went past h�m
sw�ng�ng her arms and sway�ng her body. She not only went past
h�m, but on pass�ng h�m ran, as �f playfully, to overtake her fellow-
servant.

Aga�n the br�ght m�dday, the nettles, the back of Dan�el's hut, and
�n the shade of the plane-trees her sm�l�ng face b�t�ng some leaves,
rose �n h�s �mag�nat�on.

"No, �t �s �mposs�ble to let matters cont�nue so," he sa�d to h�mself,
and wa�t�ng t�ll the women had passed out of s�ght he went to the
off�ce.

It was just the d�nner-hour and he hoped to f�nd the steward st�ll
there. So �t happened. The steward was just wak�ng up from h�s
after-d�nner nap. Stand�ng �n the off�ce, stretch�ng h�mself and
yawn�ng, he was look�ng at the herdsman who was tell�ng h�m
someth�ng.

"Vas�l� N�kola�ch!" sa�d Eugene to the steward.



"What �s your pleasure?"
"I want to speak to you."
"What �s your pleasure?"
"Just f�n�sh what you are say�ng."
"Aren't you go�ng to br�ng �t �n?" sa�d Vas�l� N�kola�ch to the

herdsman.
"It's heavy, Vas�l� N�kola�ch."
"What �s �t?" asked Eugene.
"Why, a cow has calved �n the meadow. Well, all r�ght, I'll order

them to harness a horse at once. Tell N�cholas Lysukh to get out the
dray cart."

The herdsman went out.
"Do you know," began Eugene, flush�ng and consc�ous that he

was do�ng so, "do you know, Vas�l� N�kola�ch, wh�le I was a bachelor I
went off the track a b�t. . . . You may have heard . . ."

Vas�l� N�kola�ch w�th sm�l�ng eyes and ev�dently sorry for h�s
master, sa�d: "Is �t about Stepan�da?"

"Why, yes. Look here. Please, please do not engage her to help �n
the house. You understand, �t �s very awkward for me . . ."

"Yes, �t must have been Vanya, the clerk, who arranged �t."
"Yes, please. . . . Well, and hadn't the rest of the phosphates

better be strewn?" sa�d Eugene, to h�de h�s confus�on.
"Yes, I am just go�ng to see to �t."
So �t ended. And Eugene calmed down, hop�ng that as he had

l�ved for a year w�thout see�ng her, so th�ngs would go on now.
"Bes�des, Vas�l� N�kola�ch w�ll speak to Ivan the clerk; Ivan w�ll speak
to her, and she w�ll understand that I don't want �t," sa�d Eugene to
h�mself, and he was glad that he had forced h�mself to speak to
Vas�l� N�kola�ch, hard as �t had been to do so.



"Yes, �t �s better, better, than that feel�ng of doubt, that feel�ng of
shame." He shuddered at the mere remembrance of h�s s�n �n
thought.

XII

The moral effort he had made to overcome h�s shame and speak
to Vas�l� N�kola�ch, tranqu�ll�zed Eugene. It seemed to h�m that the
matter was all over now. L�za at once not�ced that he was qu�te calm,
and even happ�er than usual. "No doubt he was upset by our
mothers p�n-pr�ck�ng one another. It really �s d�sagreeable, espec�ally
for h�m who �s so sens�t�ve and noble, always to hear such unfr�endly
and �ll-mannered �ns�nuat�ons," thought she.

The next day was Tr�n�ty Sunday. The weather was beaut�ful, and
the peasant-women, accord�ng to custom, on the�r way �nto the
woods to pla�t wreaths, came to the landowner's home and began to
s�ng and dance. Mary Pavlovna and Varvara Alexeevna came out on
to the porch �n smart clothes, carry�ng sunshades, and went up to
the r�ng of s�ngers. W�th them, �n a jacket of Ch�nese s�lk, came out
the uncle, a flabby l�bert�ne and drunkard, who was l�v�ng that
summer w�th Eugene.

As usual there was a br�ght, many-coloured r�ng of young women
and g�rls, the centre of everyth�ng, and around these from d�fferent
s�des l�ke attendant planets that had detached themselves and were
c�rcl�ng round, went g�rls hand �n hand, rustl�ng �n the�r new pr�nt
gowns; young lads g�ggl�ng and runn�ng backwards and forwards
after one another; full-grown lads �n dark blue or black coats and
caps and w�th red sh�rts, who unceas�ngly spat out sunflower-seed
shells; and the domest�c servants or other outs�ders watch�ng the
dance-c�rcle from as�de. Both the old lad�es went close up to the r�ng,
and L�za accompan�ed them �n a l�ght blue dress, w�th l�ght blue



r�bbons on her head, and w�th w�de sleeves under wh�ch her long
wh�te arms and angular elbows were v�s�ble.

Eugene d�d not w�sh to come out, but �t was r�d�culous to h�de, and
he too came out on to the porch smok�ng a c�garette, bowed to the
men and lads, and talked w�th one of them. The women meanwh�le
shouted a dance-song w�th all the�r m�ght, snapp�ng the�r f�ngers,
clapp�ng the�r hands, and danc�ng.

"They are call�ng for the master," sa�d a youngster, com�ng up to
Eugene's w�fe who had not not�ced the call. L�za called Eugene to
look at the dance and at one of the women dancers who part�cularly
pleased her. Th�s was Stepan�da. She wore a yellow sk�rt, a
velveteen sleeveless jacket and a s�lk kerch�ef, and was broad,
energet�c, ruddy, and merry. No doubt she danced well. He saw
noth�ng.

"Yes, yes," sa�d he, remov�ng and replac�ng h�s p�nce-nez. "Yes,
yes," repeated he. "So �t seems I cannot be r�d of her," he thought.

He d�d not look at her as he was afra�d of her attract�on, and just
on that account what h�s pass�ng glance caught of her seemed to
h�m espec�ally attract�ve. Bes�des th�s he saw by her sparkl�ng look
that she saw h�m and saw that he adm�red her. He stood there as
long as propr�ety demanded, and see�ng that Varvara Alexeevna had
called her, senselessly and �ns�ncerely, "my dear," and was talk�ng to
her, he turned as�de and went away.

He went �nto the house. He ret�red �n order not to see her, but on
reach�ng the upper story, w�thout know�ng how or why, he
approached the w�ndow, and as long as the women rema�ned at the
porch he stood there and looked and looked at her, feast�ng h�s eyes
on her.

He ran, wh�le there was no one to see h�m, and then went w�th
qu�et steps on to the verandah, and from there, smok�ng a c�garette
and as �f go�ng for a stroll, he passed through the garden and
followed the d�rect�on she had taken. He had not gone two steps
along the alley before he not�ced beh�nd the trees a velveteen
sleeveless jacket, w�th a p�nk and yellow sk�rt and a red kerch�ef.



She was go�ng somewhere w�th another woman. "Where are they
go�ng?"

And suddenly a terr�ble des�re scorched h�m, as though a hand
were se�z�ng h�s heart. As �f by someone else's w�sh he looked round
and went towards her.

"Eugene Ivan�ch, Eugene Ivan�ch! I have come to see your
honour," sa�d a vo�ce beh�nd h�m, and Eugene, see�ng old Samokh�n,
who was d�gg�ng a well for h�m, roused h�mself and, turn�ng qu�ckly
round, went to meet Samokh�n. Wh�le speak�ng w�th h�m he turned
s�deways and saw that she and the woman who was w�th her went
down the slope, ev�dently to the well, or mak�ng an excuse of the
well, and hav�ng stopped there a l�ttle wh�le, ran back to the dance-
c�rcle.

XIII

After talk�ng to Samokh�n, Eugene returned to the house as
depressed as �f he had comm�tted a cr�me. In the f�rst place she had
understood h�m, bel�eved that he wanted to see her, and des�red �t
herself. Secondly, that other woman, Anna Prokhorova, ev�dently
knew of �t.

Above all, he felt that he was conquered, that he was not master
of h�s own w�ll but that there was another power mov�ng h�m, that he
had been saved only by good fortune, and that, �f not to-day, to-
morrow or a day later, he would per�sh all the same.

"Yes, per�sh," he d�d not understand �t otherw�se: to be unfa�thful
to h�s young and lov�ng w�fe w�th a peasant woman �n the v�llage, �n
the s�ght of everyone,—what was �t but to per�sh, per�sh utterly, so
that �t would be �mposs�ble to l�ve? No, someth�ng must be done.



"My God, my God! What am I to do? Can �t be that I shall per�sh
l�ke th�s?" sa�d he to h�mself. "Is �t not poss�ble to do anyth�ng? Yet
someth�ng must be done. Do not th�nk about her"—he ordered
h�mself. "Do not th�nk!" and �mmed�ately he began th�nk�ng and
see�ng her before h�m, and see�ng also the shade of the plane tree.

He remembered hav�ng read of a herm�t who, to avo�d the
temptat�on he felt for a woman on whom he had to lay h�s hand to
heal her, thrust h�s other hand �nto a braz�er and burnt h�s f�ngers. He
called that to m�nd. "Yes, I am ready to burn my f�ngers rather than to
per�sh." He looked round to make sure that there was no one �n the
room, l�t a candle, and put a f�nger �nto the flame. "There now th�nk
about her," he sa�d to h�mself �ron�cally. It hurt h�m and he w�thdrew
h�s smoke-sta�ned f�nger, threw away the match, and laughed at
h�mself. What nonsense! That was not what had to be done. But �t
was necessary to do someth�ng, to avo�d see�ng her—e�ther to go
away h�mself or to send her away. Yes,—send her away. Offer her
husband money to remove to town, or to another v�llage. People
would hear of �t and would talk about �t. Well, what of that? At any
rate �t was better than th�s danger. "Yes, that must be done," he sa�d
to h�mself; and at the very t�me he was look�ng at her w�thout mov�ng
h�s eyes. "Where �s she go�ng?" he suddenly asked h�mself. She, as
�t seemed to h�m, had seen h�m at the w�ndow and now, hav�ng
glanced at h�m and taken another woman by the hand, was go�ng
towards the garden sw�ng�ng her arm br�skly. W�thout know�ng why
or wherefore, merely �n accord w�th what he had been th�nk�ng, he
went to the off�ce.

Vas�l� N�kola�ch �n hol�day costume and w�th o�led ha�r was s�tt�ng
at tea w�th h�s w�fe and a guest who was wear�ng an or�ental
kerch�ef.

"I want a word w�th you, Vas�l� N�kola�ch!"
"Please say what you want to. We have f�n�shed tea."
"No. I'd rather you came out w�th me."
"D�rectly; only let me get my cap. Tanya, put out the samovar,"—

sa�d Vas�l� N�kola�ch, stepp�ng outs�de cheerfully.



It seemed to Eugene that Vas�l� had been dr�nk�ng, but what was
to be done? It m�ght be all the better—he would sympath�ze w�th h�m
�n h�s d�ff�cult�es the more read�ly.

"I have come aga�n to speak about that same matter, Vas�l�
N�kola�ch," sa�d Eugene,—"about that woman."

"Well, what of her? I told them not to take her aga�n on any
account."

"No, I have been th�nk�ng �n general, and th�s �s what I wanted to
take your adv�ce about. Isn't �t poss�ble to get them away, to send the
whole fam�ly away?"

"Where can they be sent?" sa�d Vas�l�, d�sapprov�ngly and
�ron�cally as �t seemed to Eugene.

"Well, I thought of g�v�ng them money, or even some land �n
Koltovsk�,—so that she should not be here."

"But how can they be sent away? Where �s he to go—torn up from
h�s roots? And why should you do �t? What harm can she do you?"

"Ah, Vas�l� N�kola�ch, you must understand that �t would be
dreadful for my w�fe to hear of �t."

"But who w�ll tell her?"
"How can I l�ve w�th th�s dread? The whole th�ng �s very pa�nful for

me."
"But really, why should you d�stress yourself? Whoever st�rs up

the past—out w�th h�s eye! Who �s not a s�nner before God and to
blame before the Tsar, as the say�ng �s?"

"All the same �t would be better to get r�d of them. Can't you speak
to the husband?"

"But �t �s no use speak�ng! Eh, Eugene Ivan�ch, what �s the matter
w�th you? It �s all past and forgotten. All sorts of th�ngs happen. Who
�s there that would now say anyth�ng bad of you? Everybody sees
you."

"But all the same go and have a talk w�th h�m."



"All r�ght, I w�ll speak to h�m."
Though he knew that noth�ng would come of �t, th�s talk somewhat

calmed Eugene. Above all, �t made h�m feel that through exc�tement
he had been exaggerat�ng the danger.

Had he gone to meet her by appo�ntment? It was �mposs�ble. He
had s�mply gone to stroll �n the garden and she had happened to run
out at the same t�me.

XIV

After d�nner that very Tr�n�ty Sunday L�za wh�le walk�ng from the
garden to the meadow, where her husband wanted to show her the
clover, took a false step and fell when cross�ng a l�ttle d�tch. She fell
gently, on her s�de; but she gave an exclamat�on, and her husband
saw an express�on �n her face not only of fear but of pa�n. He w�shed
to help her up, but she mot�oned h�m away w�th her hand.

"No, wa�t a b�t, Eugene," she sa�d, w�th a weak sm�le, and as �t
seemed to h�m, she looked up gu�lt�ly. "My foot only gave way under
me."

"There, I always say," remarked Varvara Alexeevna, "can anyone
�n her cond�t�on poss�bly jump over d�tches?"

"But no, mamma, �t �s all r�ght. I shall get up d�rectly." W�th her
husband's help she d�d get up, but �mmed�ately turned pale, and her
face showed fear.

"Yes, I am not well," and she wh�spered someth�ng to her mother.
"Oh, my God, what have you done! I sa�d you ought not to go

there,"—cr�ed Varvara Alexeevna. "Wa�t,—I w�ll call the servants.
She must not walk. She must be carr�ed!"



"Don't be afra�d, L�za, I w�ll carry you," sa�d Eugene, putt�ng h�s left
arm round her. "Hold me by the neck. L�ke that." And stoop�ng down
he put h�s r�ght arm under her knees and l�fted her. He could never
afterwards forget the suffer�ng and yet beat�f�c express�on of her
face.

"I am too heavy for you, dear,"—she sa�d w�th a sm�le. "Mamma �s
runn�ng, tell her!" And she bent towards h�m and k�ssed h�m. She
ev�dently wanted her mother to see how he was carry�ng her.

Eugene shouted to Varvara Alexeevna not to hurry, and that he
would carry L�za home. Varvara Alexeevna stopped and began to
shout st�ll louder.

"You w�ll drop her, you'll be sure to drop her. You want to destroy
her. You have no consc�ence!"

"But I am carry�ng her excellently."
"I do not want to watch you k�ll�ng my daughter, and I can't." And

she ran round the bend �n the alley.
"Never m�nd, �t w�ll pass," sa�d L�za, sm�l�ng.
"Yes. If only �t does not have consequences l�ke last t�me."
"No. I am not speak�ng of that. That �s all r�ght. I mean mamma.

You are t�red. Rest a b�t."
But though he found �t heavy, Eugene carr�ed h�s burden proudly

and gladly to the house and d�d not hand her over to the housema�d
and the man-cook whom Varvara Alexeevna had found and sent to
meet them. He carr�ed her to the bedroom and placed her on the
bed.

"Now go away," she sa�d and draw�ng h�s hand to her she k�ssed
�t. "Annushka and I w�ll manage all r�ght."

Mary Pavlovna also ran �n from her rooms �n the w�ng. They
undressed L�za and la�d her on the bed. Eugene sat �n the draw�ng-
room w�th a book �n h�s hand, wa�t�ng. Varvara Alexeevna went past
h�m w�th such a reproachfully gloomy a�r that he felt alarmed.

"Well, how �s �t?" he asked.



"How? What's the good of ask�ng? It �s probably what you wanted
when you made your w�fe jump over the d�tch."

"Varvara Alexeevna!" he cr�ed. "Th�s �s �mposs�ble. If you want to
torment people and to po�son the�r l�fe,"—he wanted to say, "then go
elsewhere to do �t," but he restra�ned h�mself. "How �s �t that �t does
not hurt you?"

"It �s too late now." And shak�ng her cap �n a tr�umphant manner
she passed out by the door.

The fall had really been a bad one, L�za's foot had tw�sted
awkwardly and there was danger of her hav�ng another m�scarr�age.
Everyone knew that there was noth�ng to be done, but that she must
just l�e qu�etly, yet all the same they dec�ded to send for a doctor.

"Dear N�kolay Semën�ch," wrote Eugene to the doctor, "you have
always been so k�nd to us, that I hope you w�ll not refuse to come to
my w�fe's ass�stance. She . . ." and so on. Hav�ng wr�tten the letter
he went to the stables to arrange about the horses and the carr�age.
Horses had to be got ready to br�ng the doctor, and others to take
h�m back. When an estate �s not run on a large scale, such th�ngs
cannot be qu�ckly dec�ded but have to be cons�dered. Hav�ng
arranged �t all and d�spatched the coachman, �t was past n�ne before
he got back to the house. H�s w�fe was ly�ng down, and sa�d that she
felt perfectly well and had no pa�n. But Varvara Alexeevna was s�tt�ng
w�th a lamp screened from L�za by some sheets of mus�c and kn�tt�ng
a large red coverlet, w�th a m�en that sa�d that after what had
happened peace was �mposs�ble; but that no matter what anyone
else d�d, she at any rate would do her duty.

Eugene not�ced th�s but, to appear as �f he had not seen �t, he
tr�ed to assume a cheerful and tranqu�l a�r and told how he had
chosen the horses and how the mare, Kabushka, had galloped
cap�tally as left trace-horse �n the tro�ka.

"Yes, of course, �t �s just the t�me to exerc�se the horses when help
�s needed. Probably the doctor w�ll also be thrown �nto the d�tch,"
remarked Varvara Alexeevna, exam�n�ng her kn�tt�ng from under her
p�nce-nez and mov�ng �t close up to the lamp.



"But you know we had to send one way or other, and I made the
best arrangement I could."

"Yes, I remember very well how your horses galloped w�th me
under the gateway arch." Th�s was her long-stand�ng fancy, and
Eugene now was �njud�c�ous enough to remark that was not qu�te
what had happened.

"It �s not for noth�ng that I have always sa�d, and have often
remarked to the pr�nce, that �t �s hardest of all to l�ve w�th people who
are untruthful and �ns�ncere; I can endure anyth�ng except that."

"Well, �f anyone has to suffer more than another, �t �s certa�nly I,"
sa�d Eugene. "But you . . ."

"Yes, �t �s ev�dent."
"What?"
"Noth�ng, I am only count�ng my st�tches."
Eugene was stand�ng at the t�me by the bed and L�za was look�ng

at h�m, and one of her mo�st hands outs�de the coverlet caught h�s
hand and pressed �t. "Bear w�th her for my sake. You know she
cannot prevent our lov�ng one another," was what her look sa�d.

"I won't do so aga�n. It's noth�ng," wh�spered he, and he k�ssed
her damp, long hand and then her affect�onate eyes, wh�ch closed
wh�le he k�ssed them.

"Can �t be the same th�ng over aga�n?" he asked. "How are you
feel�ng?"

"I am afra�d to say, for fear of be�ng m�staken, but I feel that he �s
al�ve and w�ll l�ve," sa�d she, glanc�ng at her stomach.

"Ah, �t �s dreadful, dreadful to th�nk of."
Notw�thstand�ng L�za's �ns�stence that he should go away, Eugene

spent the n�ght w�th her, hardly clos�ng an eye and ready to attend on
her.

But she passed the n�ght well, and had they not sent for the
doctor she would perhaps have got up.



By d�nner-t�me the doctor arr�ved and of course sa�d that, though �f
the symptoms recurred there m�ght be cause for apprehens�on, yet
actually there were no pos�t�ve symptoms, but as there were also no
contrary �nd�cat�ons one m�ght suppose on the one hand that—and
on the other hand that. . . . And therefore she must l�e st�ll, and that
"though I do not l�ke prescr�b�ng, yet all the same she should take
th�s m�xture and should l�e qu�et." Bes�des th�s, the doctor gave
Varvara Alexeevna a lecture on woman's anatomy, dur�ng wh�ch
Varvara Alexeevna nodded her head s�gn�f�cantly. Hav�ng rece�ved
h�s fee, as usual �nto the backmost part of h�s palm, the doctor drove
away and the pat�ent was left to l�e �n bed for a week.

XV

Most of h�s t�me Eugene spent by h�s w�fe's beds�de, talk�ng to
her, read�ng to her, and what was hardest of all, endur�ng w�thout
murmur Varvara Alexeevna's attacks, and even contr�v�ng to turn
these �nto jokes.

But he could not stay at home. In the f�rst place h�s w�fe sent h�m
away, say�ng that he would fall �ll �f he always rema�ned w�th her;
and, secondly, the farm�ng was progress�ng �n a way that demanded
h�s presence at every step. He could not stay at home; but was �n
the f�elds, �n the wood, �n the garden, at the thrash�ng-floor; and
everywhere, not merely the thought but the v�v�d �mage of Stepan�da
pursued h�m, and he only occas�onally forgot her. But that would not
have mattered, he could perhaps have mastered h�s feel�ng; but
what was worst of all was that, whereas he had prev�ously l�ved for
months w�thout see�ng her, he now cont�nually came across her. She
ev�dently understood that he w�shed to renew relat�ons w�th her, and
tr�ed to come �n h�s way. Noth�ng was sa�d e�ther by h�m or by her,



and therefore ne�ther he nor she went d�rectly to a rendezvous, but
only sought opportun�t�es of meet�ng.

The place where �t was poss�ble for them to meet each other was
�n the forest, where peasant-women went w�th sacks to collect grass
for the�r cows. Eugene knew th�s and therefore went every day by
that wood. Every day he told h�mself that he would not go there, and
every day �t ended by h�s mak�ng h�s way to the forest and, on
hear�ng the sound of vo�ces, stand�ng beh�nd the bushes w�th s�nk�ng
heart look�ng to see �f she was there.

Why he wanted to know whether �t was she who was there, he d�d
not know. If �t had been she and she had been alone, he would not
have gone to her—so he bel�eved—he would have run away; but he
wanted to see her.

Once he met her. As he was enter�ng the forest she came out of �t
w�th two other women, carry�ng a heavy sack, full of grass, on her
back. A l�ttle earl�er he would perhaps have met her �n the forest. But
now, w�th the other women there, she could not go back to h�m �n the
forest. But though he real�zed th�s �mposs�b�l�ty, he stood for a long
t�me, at the r�sk of attract�ng the other women's attent�on, beh�nd a
hazel-bush. Of course she d�d not return, but he stayed there a long
t�me. And, great heavens, how del�ghtful h�s �mag�nat�on made her
appear to h�m! And th�s not once, but f�ve or s�x t�mes. And each t�me
more �ntensely. Never had she seemed so attract�ve, and never had
he been so completely �n her power.

He felt that he had lost control of h�mself and had become almost
�nsane. H�s str�ctness w�th h�mself was not weakened a jot; on the
contrary he saw all the abom�nat�on of h�s des�re and even of h�s
act�on, for h�s go�ng to the wood was an act�on. He knew that he only
need come near her anywhere �n the dark, and �f poss�ble touch her,
and he would y�eld to h�s feel�ngs. He knew that �t was only shame
before people, before her, and no doubt before h�mself also, that
restra�ned h�m. And he knew too that he had sought cond�t�ons �n
wh�ch that shame would not be apparent—darkness or prox�m�ty—�n
wh�ch �t would be st�fled by an�mal pass�on. And therefore he knew
that he was a wretched cr�m�nal, and desp�sed and hated h�mself



w�th all h�s soul. He hated h�mself because he st�ll had not
surrendered: every day he prayed God to strengthen h�m, to save
h�m from per�sh�ng; every day he determ�ned that from to-day
onward he would not take a step to see her, and would forget her.
Every day he dev�sed means of del�ver�ng h�mself from th�s
ent�cement, and he made use of those means.

But �t was all �n va�n.
One of the means was cont�nual occupat�on; another was �ntense

phys�cal work and fast�ng; a th�rd was �mag�n�ng clearly to h�mself the
shame that would fall upon h�m when everybody knew of �t—h�s w�fe,
h�s mother-�n-law, and the folk around. He d�d all th�s, and �t seemed
to h�m that he was conquer�ng, but the hour came, m�dday: the hour
of the�r former meet�ngs and the hour when he had met her carry�ng
the grass, and he went to the forest. Thus f�ve days of torment
passed. He only saw her from a d�stance, but d�d not once encounter
her.

XVI

L�za was gradually recover�ng, she could move about and was
only uneasy at the change that had taken place �n her husband,
wh�ch she d�d not understand.

Varvara Alexeevna had gone away for a wh�le and the only v�s�tor
was Eugene's uncle. Mary Pavlovna was as usual at home.

Eugene was �n h�s sem�-�nsane cond�t�on when there came two
days of pour�ng ra�n, as often happens after thunder �n June. The
ra�n stopped all work. They even ceased cart�ng manure, on account
of the dampness and d�rt. The peasants rema�ned at home. The
herdsmen wore themselves out w�th the cattle, and eventually drove
them home. The cows and sheep wandered about �n the pastureland



and ran loose �n the grounds. The peasant-women, barefoot and
wrapped �n shawls, splash�ng through the mud rushed about to seek
the runaway cows. Streams flowed everywhere along the paths, all
the leaves and all the grass were saturated w�th water, and streams
flowed unceas�ngly from the spouts �nto the bubbl�ng puddles.

Eugene sat at home w�th h�s w�fe who was part�cularly wear�some
that day. She quest�oned Eugene several t�mes as to the cause of
h�s d�scontent; and he repl�ed w�th vexat�on that noth�ng was the
matter. She ceased quest�on�ng h�m, but was st�ll d�stressed.

They were s�tt�ng after breakfast �n the draw�ng-room. H�s uncle
for the hundredth t�me was recount�ng fabr�cat�ons about h�s soc�ety
acqua�ntances. L�za was kn�tt�ng a jacket and s�ghed, compla�n�ng of
the weather and of a pa�n �n the small of her back. The uncle adv�sed
her to l�e down, and asked for vodka for h�mself. It was terr�bly dull
for Eugene �n the house. Everyth�ng was weak and dull. He read a
book and a magaz�ne, but understood noth�ng of them.

"Yes, I must go out and look at the rasp�ng-mach�ne they brought
yesterday," sa�d he. He got up and went out.

"Take an umbrella w�th you."
"Oh, no, I have a leather coat. And I am only go�ng as far as the

bo�l�ng-room."
He put on h�s boots and h�s leather coat and went to the factory;

but he had not gone twenty steps before, com�ng towards h�m, he
met her w�th her sk�rts tucked up h�gh above her wh�te calves. She
was walk�ng, hold�ng down the shawl �n wh�ch her head and
shoulders were wrapped.

"Where are you go�ng?" sa�d he, not recogn�z�ng her the f�rst
�nstant. When he recogn�zed her �t was already too late. She
stopped, sm�l�ng, and looked long at h�m.

"I am look�ng for a calf. Where are you off to �n such weather?"
sa�d she, as �f she were see�ng h�m every day.

"Come to the shed," sa�d he suddenly, w�thout know�ng how he
sa�d �t. It was as �f someone else had uttered the words.



She b�t her shawl, w�nked, and ran �n the d�rect�on wh�ch led from
the garden to the shed, but he cont�nued h�s path, �ntend�ng to turn
off beyond the l�lac-bush and go there too.

"Master," he heard a vo�ce beh�nd h�m. "The m�stress �s call�ng
you, and wants you to come back for a m�nute."

Th�s was M�sha, h�s man-servant.
"My God! Th�s �s the second t�me you have saved me," thought

Eugene, and �mmed�ately turned back. H�s w�fe rem�nded h�m that he
had prom�sed to take some med�c�ne at the d�nner-hour to a s�ck
woman, and he had better take �t w�th h�m.

Wh�le they were gett�ng the med�c�ne some f�ve m�nutes elapsed,
and then, go�ng away w�th the med�c�ne, he hes�tated to go d�rect to
the shed, lest he should be seen from the house, but as soon as he
was out of s�ght he promptly turned and made h�s way to �t. He
already saw her �n �mag�nat�on, �ns�de the shed, sm�l�ng ga�ly. But
she was not there, and there was noth�ng �n the shed to show that
she had been there.

He was already th�nk�ng that she had not come, had not heard or
understood h�s words—he had muttered them through h�s nose as �f
afra�d of her hear�ng them—or perhaps she had not wanted to come.
"And why d�d I �mag�ne that she would rush to me? She has her own
husband; �t �s only I who am such a wretch as to have a w�fe, and a
good one, and to run after another." Thus he thought s�tt�ng �n the
shed, the thatch of wh�ch had a leak and dr�pped from �ts straw. "But
how del�ghtful �t would be �f she d�d come,—alone here �n th�s ra�n. If
only I could embrace her once aga�n; then let happen what may. But
yes," he recollected, "one could tell �f she has been here by her
footpr�nts." He looked at the trodden ground near the shed and at the
path overgrown by grass; and the fresh pr�nt of bare feet, and even
of one that had sl�pped, was v�s�ble. "Yes, she has been here. Well
now �t �s settled. Wherever I may see her I shall go stra�ght to her. I
w�ll go to her at n�ght." He sat for a long t�me �n the shed, and left �t
exhausted and crushed. He del�vered the med�c�ne, returned home,
and lay down �n h�s room to wa�t for d�nner.



XVII

Before d�nner L�za came to h�m and, st�ll wonder�ng what could be
the cause of h�s d�scontent, began to say that she was afra�d that he
d�d not l�ke the �dea of her go�ng to Moscow for her conf�nement, and
that she had dec�ded that she would rema�n at home and would on
no account go to Moscow. He knew how she feared both her
conf�nement �tself and the r�sk of not hav�ng a healthy ch�ld, and
therefore he could not help be�ng touched at see�ng how ready she
was to sacr�f�ce everyth�ng for h�s sake. All was so n�ce, so pleasant,
so clean, �n the house; and �n h�s soul �t was so d�rty, desp�cable, and
horr�d. The whole even�ng Eugene was tormented by know�ng that
notw�thstand�ng h�s s�ncere repuls�on at h�s own weakness,
notw�thstand�ng h�s f�rm �ntent�on to break off,—the same th�ng would
happen aga�n to-morrow.

"No, th�s �s �mposs�ble," he sa�d to h�mself, walk�ng up and down
�n h�s room. "There must be some remedy for �t. My God! What am I
to do?"

Someone knocked at the door as fore�gners do. He knew th�s
must be h�s uncle. "Come �n," he sa�d.

The uncle had come as a self-appo�nted ambassador from L�za.
"Do you know, I really do not�ce that there �s a change �n you," he

sa�d,—"and L�za—I understand how �t troubles her. I understand that
�t must be hard for you to leave all the bus�ness you have so
excellently started, but que veux-tu?[3] I should adv�se you to go
away. It w�ll be more sat�sfactory both for you and for her. And do
you know, I should adv�se you to go to the Cr�mea. The cl�mate �s
beaut�ful and there �s an excellent accoucheur there, and you would
be just �n t�me for the best of the grape season."



"Uncle," Eugene suddenly excla�med. "Can you keep a secret? A
secret that �s terr�ble to me, a shameful secret."

"Oh, come—do you really feel any doubt of me?"
"Uncle, you can help me. Not only help, but save me!" sa�d

Eugene. And the thought that he would d�sclose h�s secret to h�s
uncle whom he d�d not respect, the thought that he would show
h�mself �n the worst l�ght and hum�l�ate h�mself before h�m, was
pleasant. He felt h�mself to be desp�cable and gu�lty, and w�shed to
pun�sh h�mself.

"Speak, my dear fellow, you know how fond I am of you," sa�d the
uncle, ev�dently well content that there was a secret and that �t was a
shameful one, and that �t would be commun�cated to h�m, and that
he could be of use.

"F�rst of all I must tell you that I am a wretch, a good-for-noth�ng, a
scoundrel—a real scoundrel."

"Now what are you say�ng . . ." began h�s uncle, as �f he were
offended.

"What! Not a wretch when I,—L�za's husband, L�za's! One has
only to know her pur�ty, her love—and that I, her husband, want to be
untrue to her w�th a peasant-woman!"

"How's that? Why do you want to—you have not been unfa�thful to
her?"

"Yes, at least just the same as be�ng untrue, for �t d�d not depend
on me. I was ready to do so. I was h�ndered, or else I should . . .
now. I do not know what I should have done . . ."

"But please, expla�n to me . . ."
"Well, �t �s l�ke th�s. When I was a bachelor I was stup�d enough to

have relat�ons w�th a woman here �n our v�llage. That �s to say, I used
to have meet�ngs w�th her �n the forest, �n the f�eld . . ."

"Was she pretty?" asked h�s uncle.
Eugene frowned at th�s quest�on, but he was �n such need of

external help that he made as �f he d�d not hear �t, and cont�nued:



"Well, I thought th�s was just casual and that I should break �t off
and have done w�th �t. And I d�d break �t off before my marr�age. For
nearly a year I d�d not see her or th�nk about her." It seemed strange
to Eugene h�mself to hear the descr�pt�on of h�s own cond�t�on,
—"Then suddenly, I don't myself know why,—really one somet�mes
bel�eves �n w�tchcraft—I saw her, and a worm crept �nto my heart—
and �t gnaws. I reproach myself, I understood the full horror of my
act�on, that �s to say, of the act I may comm�t any moment, and yet I
myself turned to �t, and �f I have not comm�tted �t �s only because
God preserved me. Yesterday I was on my way to see her when L�za
sent for me."

"What, �n the ra�n?"
"Yes; I am worn out, Uncle, and have dec�ded to confess to you

and to ask your help."
"Yes, of course, �t's a bad th�ng on your own estate. People w�ll

get to know. I understand that L�za �s weak and that �t �s necessary to
spare her, but why on your own estate?"

Aga�n Eugene tr�ed not to hear what h�s uncle was say�ng, and
hurr�ed on to the core of the matter.

"Yes, save me from myself. That �s what I ask of you. To-day I was
h�ndered by chance. But to-morrow or next t�me no one w�ll h�nder
me. And she knows now. Don't leave me alone."

"Yes, all r�ght," sa�d h�s uncle,—"but are you really so �n love?"
"Ah, �t �s not that at all. It �s not that, �t �s some k�nd of power that

has se�zed me and holds me. I do not know what to do. Perhaps I
shall ga�n strength, and then . . ."

"Well, �t turns out as I suggested," sa�d h�s uncle. "Let us be off to
the Cr�mea."

"Yes, yes, let us go; and meanwh�le you w�ll be w�th me, and w�ll
talk to me."



[3]What w�ll you have?

XVIII

The fact that Eugene had conf�ded h�s secret to h�s uncle, but
ch�efly the suffer�ngs of h�s consc�ence and the feel�ng of shame he
exper�enced after that ra�ny day, sobered h�m. It was settled that they
would start for Yalta �n a week's t�me. Dur�ng that week Eugene
drove to town to get money for the journey, gave �nstruct�ons from
the house and from the off�ce concern�ng the management of the
estate, aga�n became gay and fr�endly w�th h�s w�fe, and began to
awaken morally.

So w�thout hav�ng once seen Stepan�da after that ra�ny day he left
w�th h�s w�fe for the Cr�mea. There he spent an excellent two
months. He rece�ved so many new �mpress�ons that �t seemed to h�m
that the past was obl�terated from h�s memory. In the Cr�mea they
met former acqua�ntances and became part�cularly fr�endly w�th
them, and they also made new acqua�ntances. L�fe �n the Cr�mea
was a cont�nual hol�day for Eugene, bes�des be�ng �nstruct�ve and
benef�c�al. They became fr�endly there w�th the former Marshal of the
Nob�l�ty of the�r prov�nce; a clever and L�beral-m�nded man, who
became fond of Eugene and coached h�m, and attracted h�m to h�s
Party.

At the end of August L�za gave b�rth to a beaut�ful, healthy
daughter, and her conf�nement was unexpectedly easy.

In September they returned home, the four of them, �nclud�ng the
baby and �ts wet-nurse, as L�za was unable to nurse �t herself.
Eugene returned home ent�rely free from the former horrors and
qu�te a new and happy man. Hav�ng gone through all that a husband
goes through when h�s w�fe bears a ch�ld, he loved h�s w�fe more



than ever. H�s feel�ng for the ch�ld when he took �t �n h�s arms, was a
funny, new, very pleasant and, as �t were, a t�ckl�ng feel�ng. Another
new th�ng �n h�s l�fe now was that, bes�des h�s occupat�on w�th the
estate, thanks to h�s acqua�ntance w�th Dumch�n (the ex-Marshal) a
new �nterest occup�ed h�s m�nd, that of the Zemstvo—partly an
amb�t�ous �nterest, partly a feel�ng of duty. In October there was to be
a spec�al Assembly, at wh�ch he was to be elected. After arr�v�ng
home he drove once to town and another t�me to Dumch�n.

Of the torments of h�s temptat�on and struggle he had forgotten
even to th�nk, and could w�th d�ff�culty recall them to m�nd. It seemed
to h�m someth�ng l�ke an attack of �nsan�ty he had undergone.

To such an extent d�d he now feel free from �t that he was not
even afra�d to make �nqu�r�es on the f�rst occas�on when he rema�ned
alone w�th the steward. As he had prev�ously spoken to h�m about
the matter he was not ashamed to ask.

"Well, and �s S�dor Pechn�kov st�ll away from home?" he �nqu�red.
"Yes, he �s st�ll �n town."
"And h�s w�fe?"
"Oh, she �s a worthless woman. She �s now carry�ng on w�th

Zenov�. She has qu�te gone on the loose."
"Well, that �s all r�ght," thought Eugene. "How wonderfully

�nd�fferent to �t I am! How I have changed."

XIX

All that Eugene had w�shed had been real�zed. He had obta�ned
the property, the factory was work�ng successfully, the beet-crops
were excellent, and h�s expected �ncome would be a large one; h�s



w�fe had borne a ch�ld sat�sfactor�ly, h�s mother-�n-law had left, and
he had been unan�mously elected to the Zemstvo.

Eugene was return�ng home from town after the elect�on. He had
been congratulated and had had to return thanks. He had had d�nner
and had drunk some f�ve glasses of champagne. Qu�te new plans of
l�fe now presented themselves to h�m. He was dr�v�ng home and
th�nk�ng about these. It was the Ind�an summer: an excellent road
and a hot sun. As he approached h�s home Eugene was th�nk�ng of
how, as a result of th�s elect�on, he would occupy among the people
the pos�t�on of wh�ch he had always dreamed; that �s to say, one �n
wh�ch he would be able to serve them not only by product�on, wh�ch
gave employment, but also by d�rect �nfluence. He �mag�ned how �n
another three years h�s own and the other peasants would th�nk of
h�m. "For �nstance th�s one," he thought, dr�v�ng just then through the
v�llage and glanc�ng at a peasant who w�th a peasant-woman was
cross�ng the street �n front of h�m carry�ng a full water-tub. They
stopped to let h�s carr�age pass. The peasant was old Pechn�kov,
and the woman was Stepan�da. Eugene looked at her, recogn�zed
her, and was glad to feel that he rema�ned qu�te tranqu�l. She was
st�ll as good-look�ng as ever, but th�s d�d not touch h�m at all. He
drove home.

"Well, may we congratulate you?" sa�d h�s uncle.
"Yes, I was elected."
"Cap�tal! We must dr�nk to �t!"
Next day Eugene drove about to see to the farm�ng wh�ch he had

been neglect�ng. At the outly�ng farmstead a new thrash�ng mach�ne
was at work. Wh�le watch�ng �t Eugene stepped among the women,
try�ng not to take not�ce of them; but try as he would he once or tw�ce
not�ced the black eyes and red kerch�ef of Stepan�da, who was
carry�ng away the straw. Once or tw�ce he glanced s�deways at her
and felt that someth�ng was happen�ng, but could not account for �t to
h�mself. Only next day, when he aga�n drove to the thrash�ng-floor
and spent two hours there qu�te unnecessar�ly, w�thout ceas�ng to
caress w�th h�s eyes the fam�l�ar, handsome f�gure of the young
woman, d�d he feel that he was lost, �rremed�ably lost. Aga�n those



torments! Aga�n all that horror and fear, and there was no sav�ng
h�mself.

What he expected happened to h�m. The even�ng of the next day,
w�thout know�ng how, he found h�mself at her back-yard, by her hay-
shed, where �n autumn they had once had a meet�ng. As though
hav�ng a stroll, he stopped there l�ght�ng a c�garette. A ne�ghbour�ng
peasant-woman saw h�m, and as he turned back he heard her say to
someone: "Go, he �s wa�t�ng for you,—on my dy�ng word he �s
stand�ng there. Go, you fool!"

He saw how a woman—she—ran to the hay-shed; but as a
peasant had met h�m, �t was no longer poss�ble for h�m to turn back,
and so he went home.

XX

When he entered the draw�ng-room everyth�ng seemed strange
and unnatural to h�m. He had r�sen that morn�ng v�gorous,
determ�ned to fl�ng �t all as�de, to forget �t and not to allow h�mself to
th�nk about �t. But w�thout not�c�ng how �t occurred he had all the
morn�ng not merely not �nterested h�mself �n the work, but tr�ed to
avo�d �t. What had formerly been �mportant and had cheered h�m,
was now �ns�gn�f�cant. Unconsc�ously he tr�ed to free h�mself from
bus�ness. It seemed to h�m that he had to do so �n order to th�nk and
to plan. And he freed h�mself and rema�ned alone. But as soon as he
was alone he began to wander about �n the garden and the forest.
And all those spots were besm�rched �n h�s recollect�on by memor�es
that gr�pped h�m. He felt that he was walk�ng �n the garden and
pretend�ng to h�mself that he was th�nk�ng out someth�ng, but that
really he was not th�nk�ng out anyth�ng, but �nsanely and
unreasonably expect�ng her; expect�ng that by some m�racle she



would be aware that he was expect�ng her, and would come here at
once and go somewhere where no one would see them, or would
come at n�ght when there would be no moon and no one, not even
she herself, would see,—on such a n�ght she would come and he
would touch her body. . . .

"There now, talk�ng of break�ng off when I w�sh to," sa�d he to
h�mself. "Yes, and that �s hav�ng a clean healthy woman for one's
health's sake! No, �t seems one can't play w�th her l�ke that. I thought
I had taken her, but �t was she who took me; took me and does not
let me go. Why, I thought I was free, but I was not free and was
dece�v�ng myself when I marr�ed. It was all nonsense,—fraud. From
the t�me I had her I exper�enced a new feel�ng, the real feel�ng of a
husband. Yes, I ought to have l�ved w�th her.

"One of two l�ves �s poss�ble for me: that wh�ch I began w�th L�za:
serv�ce, estate management, the ch�ld, and people's respect. If that
�s l�fe, �t �s necessary that she, Stepan�da, should not be there. She
must be sent away, as I sa�d, or destroyed so that she shall not ex�st.
And the other l�fe—�s th�s. For me to take her away from her
husband, pay h�m money, d�sregard the shame and d�sgrace, and
l�ve w�th her. But �n that case �t �s necessary that L�za should not
ex�st, nor M�m� (the baby). No, that �s not so, the baby does not
matter, but �t �s necessary that there should be no L�za,—that she
should go away—that she should know, curse me, and go away.
That she should know that I have exchanged her for a peasant-
woman, that I am a dece�ver and a scoundrel!—No, that �s too
terr�ble! It �s �mposs�ble. But �t m�ght happen," he went on th�nk�ng,
—"�t m�ght happen that L�za m�ght fall �ll and d�e. D�e, and then
everyth�ng would be cap�tal.

"Cap�tal! Oh, scoundrel! No, �f someone must d�e �t should be she.
If she, Stepan�da, were to d�e, how good �t would be.

"Yes, that �s how men come to po�son or k�ll the�r w�ves or lovers.
Take a revolver and go and call her, and �nstead of embrac�ng her,
shoot her �n the breast and have done w�th �t.

"Really she �s—a dev�l. S�mply a dev�l. She has possessed herself
of me aga�nst my own w�ll.



"K�ll? Yes. There are only two ways out: to k�ll my w�fe, or her. For
�t �s �mposs�ble to l�ve l�ke th�s.[4] It �s �mposs�ble. I must cons�der the
matter and look ahead. If th�ngs rema�n as they are what w�ll
happen? I shall aga�n be say�ng to myself that I do not w�sh �t and
that I w�ll throw her off, but I shall only say �t, and �n the even�ng I
shall be at her back-yard,—and she w�ll know �t and w�ll come out.
And �f people know of �t and tell my w�fe, or �f I tell her myself,—for I
can't l�e—I shall not be able to l�ve so. I cannot! People w�ll know.
They w�ll all know—Parasha and the blacksm�th. Well, �s �t poss�ble
to l�ve so?"

[4]At th�s place the alternat�ve end�ng, pr�nted at the end of the
story, beg�ns.

"Imposs�ble. There are only two ways out: to k�ll my w�fe, or to k�ll
her. Yes, or else . . . Ah, yes, there �s a th�rd way: to k�ll myself," sa�d
he softly, and suddenly a shudder ran over h�s sk�n. "Yes, k�ll myself,
then I shall not need to k�ll them." He became fr�ghtened, for he felt
that only that way was poss�ble. He had a revolver. "Shall I really k�ll
myself? It �s someth�ng I never thought of,—how strange �t w�ll be . .
."

He returned to h�s study and at once opened the cupboard where
the revolver lay, but before he had taken �t out of �ts case, h�s w�fe
entered the room.

XXI

He threw a newspaper over the revolver.
"Aga�n the same!" sa�d she aghast when she had looked at h�m.



"What �s the same?"
"The same terr�ble express�on that you had before and would not

expla�n to me. Jenya, dear one, tell me about �t. I see that you are
suffer�ng. Tell me and you w�ll feel eas�er. Whatever �t may be, �t w�ll
be better than for you to suffer so. Don't I know that �t �s noth�ng
bad."

"You know? Wh�le . . ."
"Tell me, tell me, tell me. I won't let you go."
He sm�led a p�teous sm�le.
"Shall I?—No, �t �s �mposs�ble. And there �s noth�ng to tell."
Perhaps he m�ght have told her, but at that moment the wet-nurse

entered to ask �f she should go for a walk. L�za went out to dress the
baby.

"Then you w�ll tell me? I w�ll be back d�rectly."
"Yes, perhaps . . ."
She never could forget the p�teous sm�le w�th wh�ch he sa�d th�s.

She went out.
Hurr�edly, stealth�ly l�ke a robber, he se�zed the revolver and took

�t out of �ts case. It was loaded, yes, but long ago, and one cartr�dge
was m�ss�ng.

"Well, how w�ll �t be?" He put �t to h�s temple and hes�tated a l�ttle,
but as soon as he remembered Stepan�da,—h�s dec�s�on not to see
her, h�s struggle, temptat�on, fall, and renewed struggle,—he
shuddered w�th horror. "No, th�s �s better," and he pulled the tr�gger .
. .

When L�za ran �nto the room—she had only had t�me to step down
from the balcony—he was ly�ng face downwards on the floor: black,
warm blood was gush�ng from the wound, and h�s corpse was
tw�tch�ng.

There was an �nquest. No one could understand or expla�n the
su�c�de. It never even entered h�s uncle's head that �ts cause could



be anyth�ng �n common w�th the confess�on Eugene had made to
h�m two months prev�ously.

Varvara Alexeevna assured them that she had always foreseen �t.
It had been ev�dent from h�s way of d�sput�ng. Ne�ther L�za nor Mary
Pavlovna could at all understand why �t had happened, but st�ll they
d�d not bel�eve what the doctors sa�d, namely, that he was mentally
deranged—a psychopath. They were qu�te unable to accept th�s, for
they knew he was saner than hundreds of the�r acqua�ntances.

And �ndeed �f Eugene Irtenev was mentally deranged everyone �s
s�m�larly �nsane; the most mentally deranged people are certa�nly
those who see �n others �nd�cat�ons of �nsan�ty they do not not�ce �n
themselves.

VARIATION OF THE CONCLUSION OF
THE DEVIL

"To k�ll, yes. There were only two ways out: to k�ll h�s w�fe, or to k�ll
her. For �t �s �mposs�ble to l�ve l�ke th�s," sa�d he to h�mself, and go�ng
up to the table he took from �t a revolver wh�ch, hav�ng exam�ned—
one cartr�dge was want�ng—he put �n h�s trouser pocket.

"My God! What am I do�ng?" he suddenly excla�med, and fold�ng
h�s hands he began to pray.

"Oh, God, help me and del�ver me. Thou knowest that I do not
des�re ev�l, but by myself am powerless. Help me," sa�d he, mak�ng
the s�gn of the cross on h�s breast before the �con.

"Yes, I can control myself. I w�ll go out, walk about and th�nk
th�ngs over."

He went to the entrance-hall, put on h�s overcoat and went out on
to the porch. Unconsc�ously h�s steps took h�m past the garden along



the f�eld path to the outly�ng farmstead. There the thrash�ng mach�ne
was st�ll dron�ng and the cr�es of the dr�ver-lads were heard. He
entered the barn. She was there. He saw her at once. She was
rak�ng up the corn, and on see�ng h�m she, w�th laugh�ng eyes, ran
br�skly and merr�ly over the scattered corn, rak�ng �t up w�th ag�l�ty.
Eugene could not help watch�ng her though he d�d not w�sh �t. He
only recollected h�mself when she was no longer �n s�ght. The clerk
�nformed h�m that they were now f�n�sh�ng thrash�ng the corn that
had been beaten down—that was why �t was go�ng slower and the
output was less. Eugene went up to the drum, wh�ch occas�onally
gave a knock as sheaves not evenly fed �n passed under �t, and he
asked the clerk �f there were many such sheaves of beaten-down
corn.

"There w�ll be f�ve cartloads of �t."
"Then look here . . ." began Eugene, but he d�d not f�n�sh the

sentence. She had gone close up to the drum and was rak�ng the
corn from under �t, and she scorched h�m w�th her laugh�ng eyes.
That look spoke of a merry careless love between them, of the fact
that she knew he wanted her and had come to her shed, and that
she, as always, was ready to l�ve and be merry w�th h�m regardless
of all cond�t�ons or consequences. Eugene felt h�mself to be �n her
power, but d�d not w�sh to y�eld.

He remembered h�s prayer and tr�ed to repeat �t. He began say�ng
�t to h�mself, but at once felt that �t was useless. A s�ngle thought now
engrossed h�m ent�rely: how to arrange a meet�ng w�th her so that
the others should not not�ce �t.

"If we f�n�sh th�s lot to-day, are we to start on a fresh stack or leave
�t t�ll to-morrow?" asked the clerk.

"Yes, yes," repl�ed Eugene, �nvoluntar�ly follow�ng her to the heap
to wh�ch w�th the other women she was rak�ng the corn.

"But can I really not master myself?" sa�d he to h�mself. "Have I
really per�shed? Oh, God! But there �s no God. There �s only a dev�l.
And �t �s she. She has possessed me. But I won't, I won't! A dev�l,
yes, a dev�l."



Aga�n he went up to her, drew the revolver from h�s pocket and
shot her, once, tw�ce, thr�ce, �n the back. She ran a few steps and fell
on the heap of corn.

"Good Lord, oh dear! What �s that?" cr�ed the women.
"No, �t was not an acc�dent. I k�lled her on purpose," cr�ed Eugene.

"Send for the pol�ce-off�cer."
He went home and, w�thout speak�ng to h�s w�fe, went to h�s study

and locked h�mself �n.
"Do not come to me," he cr�ed to h�s w�fe through the door. "You

w�ll know all about �t."
An hour later he rang, and bade the man-servant who answered

the bell: "Go and f�nd out whether Stepan�da �s al�ve."
The servant already knew all about �t, and told h�m she had d�ed

an hour ago.
"Well, all r�ght. Now leave me alone,—when the pol�ce-off�cer or

the mag�strate comes, let me know."
The pol�ce-off�cer and mag�strate arr�ved next morn�ng, and

Eugene, hav�ng b�dden h�s w�fe and the baby farewell, was taken to
pr�son.

He was tr�ed. It was dur�ng the early days of tr�al by jury;[5] and
the verd�ct was one of temporary �nsan�ty, and he was sentenced
only to perform church penance.

He had been kept �n pr�son for n�ne months and was then
conf�ned �n a monastery for one month.

[5]Tr�al by jury was �ntroduced �n 1864, and at f�rst the jur�es were
�ncl�ned to be extremely len�ent to the pr�soners.
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